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TO 



HIS MOST EXCELLENT MAJESTY 



WILLIAM THE FOURTH. 



Sire, 

To be a father to his people, to seek their good, and 
to strive for their happiness, was ^e noblest aspiration, 
and aflfords the best eulogium of one of the personages 
who plays a prominent part in the following piges — a 
monarch who was loved and honoured in his own coun- 
try and his own times, and whose memory is revered 
throughout all Europe to the present day. I mean 
Henry the Fourth of France. Your majesty's love for 
your people, your anxiety for their welfare, and your ef- 
forts to render them happy, are too well known to re- 
quire that I should point the parallel. Were I to con- 
tinue it farther, which might easily be done, by showing 
how he, like you, long served in arms the state which 
he was afterward called to govern, and' gallantly fought 
for that country in war which he afterward ruled nobly 
in peace, I should have to mark this happy difference — 
that he was forced by painful circumstances to fight 
against his countrymen and future subjects, while your 
majesty has never drawn your sword against any but 
the enemies of your native land. 

But such prolonged historical comparisons would per-. 



DEDICATION. 

haps not be well suited to the dedication of a work of 
imagination ; and therefore, availing myself of your ma- 
jesty's gracious permission, I have only humbly to la] 
before you the following pages, and to assure your ma- 
jesty of my deep feeling of gratitude and respect. 
I have the honour to be 
Your majesty's 

Most faithful subject 
and devoted servant, 
George Payne Rainsford James. 



ONE IN A THOUSAND; 

THE DAYS OF HENRY QUATRE. 



CHAPTER I. 



On the confines of the two beautiful provinces of 
Main« and Touraine, lies one of the sweetest valleys 
that the foot of man ever trod. The hills by which it 
is formed are covered on one hand by a wood of vener- 
able oaks, while the other side offers a green slope only 
broken occasionally by rocky banks ; and on the sum- 
mit of every eminence stands out, in bold relief, a group 
of two or three young trees, casting their deep, soft 
shadows on the velvet turf below. 

The eye of a traveller, placed at the northern ex- 
tremity, of the valley, may trace its course winding on 
in varied beauty for nearly a league to the southward ; 
till at length the hills, by the acclivities of which it is 
composed, seem to end abruptly in that direction, but 
still without meeting; the one side terminating in a high 
rugged rock, cutting clear and distinct upon the sky, and 
the other fringed by the branches and foliage of the 
trees. Far away beyond, enframed, as it were, by the 
opening of the valley, lies a rich, splendid landscape, 
snowing bright Touraine, with its plains, and woods, 
and dells fading off in long misty lines of light and shade, 
till earth and heaven blend in the blue obscurity of dis- 
tance. 

Washing the roots of the trees on one side, and edged 
with a bank of soft green moss on the other, a small 
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limpid stream runs swiftly along over a shallow bed of 
rocks and pebbles, and like some spoiled child of fortune, 
winds rapidly on amid a thousand sweets and beauties, 
still hurrying forward, careless of all the bright things 
that surround its path. 

Down the steep, rugged bridle -road, which, descending 
sharply from the brow of the more exposed hill, crossed 
the course of the valley and the stream at nearly a right 
angle, and then, mounting the opposite slope, made its 
way through the forest — down that road, somewhere 
near the end of April, 1589, a very handsome boy, seem- 
ingly about sixteen years of age, took his path on foot. 
He was just at the time of life when childhood and man- 
hood meet — when sports, and pastimes, and sweet inno- 
cence are cast away like faded flowers, and when we 
first set the naked foot of inexperience on that burning 
and arid path through the fiery desert of desire and dis- 
appointment, which each man must tread, ere he reach 
the night's resting-place of the tomb. Not a shade of 
down yet tinged his upper lip with the budding of the 
long coveted mustachio, and his face was smooth and 
soft ; but there was a flash and a fire in his splendid dark 
eye, which told that the strong and busy passions that 
beset man's prime had already taken possession of his 
. heart. 

He was dressed in a vest of dark murrey-coloured 
cloth, bound with a light edging of gold, and in large 
trunk breeches descending to his knee, made of the same 
stuff, and ornamented in the same manner. His cloak, 
which was more ample than was usual in those days, or 
than the time of year required, was fastened by a buckle 
to the right shoulder, and being brought round under 
his left arm in the Italian mode, was wrapped across his 
chest, without opposing any obstacle to the free passage 
of his hand towards the hilt of his dagger or his sw6rd. 
He was, if anything, below the middle height, and 
slightly made; but in his countenance there were all 
those signs and features from wliich we are accus- 
tomed to argue the presence of high and darfng courage : 
and, perhaps, it might have been a safer task to attack 
many a man of greater personal strength, and much 
more warlike appearance, than that slight boy, with his 
light active limbs, and quick remarking eye. 

On the summit of the hill he paused.for a moment, and 
gazed over the country which he had left behind, as if 
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looking anxiously for some expected sight ; and then, 
multering the words " negligent varlets !" he resumed 
his path down the side of the hill. After wandering for 
a short space along the margin of the shallow stream, 
seeking for a place where he might cross its fretful 
waters without wetting the light buskinS that covered 
his feet, he sat down upon the mossy bank under the 
shade of a clump of oaks, seemingly wearied with his 
walks ; and pulling off his boots and stockings, dipped 
his feet in the rivulet to cool and refresh them. Laying 
his broad-plum«d hat by his side, he leaned back against 
the broken bank, from which sprang the oaks that shaded 
him ; and, with the water still rippling over his feet, and 
the checkered light and shade of the green leaves 
above playing on his broad fair brow, he seemed to give 
himself up to one of those fanciful dreams ever so busy 
with the brain of youth. 

It was certainly a spot and an hour to dream in. It 
was the noon of a bright spring day. Every bird of the 
season was singing its sweetest song in the forest oppo- 
site, or the trees above his head ; and his seat was car- 
peted with the meek-eyed wood anemone, the soft blue 
periwinkle, the daisy, the primrose, and the violet, to- 
gether with a thousand other flowers, the sweetest chil- 
dren of the early year, whose very birth and being are 
one of the brightest themes that nature offers to imagin- 
ation. And yet the youth's meditations did not appear 
to be pleasant ones. Whatever was the chain of thought 
that bound his mind, there was upon his countenance an 
expression of sad and painful gloom, which gradually 
changed, like the hues of a red and stormy sunset, to 
the deeper signs of wrath and indignation. Sometimes 
he gazed heavily upon the stream, with an eye all un- 
conscious of the flashing waters before it; and then 
again, as some sterner feeling seemed to take possession 
of his heart, his brow would knit, his lip would quiver, 
and his eye would flash like that of a young tiger in its 
spring. Soon, however, the thoughts — whatever they 
were — which gave rise to such emotions passed away ; 
and, hanging down his head, sadder sensations seemed, 
in turn, to occupy his breast. A bright drop rose and 
glittered in his eye, and the quick blood mounted hastily 
into his cheek, as if ashamed of the passion he had 
shown, though he knew not that any one viras near to 
witness its expression. 
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Whether the passingr emotions by which he had been 
agitated were marked or not, his progress from the top 
of the hill to the spot where he sat had not been unob- 
served; and the next moment a rustling sound, pro- 
ceeding from the bushes on the opposite side of the 
stream, startled him from his revery. Bounding up like 
a frightened fawn, he fixed his eyes upon the tre^s in 
the direction from which the noise had proceeded ; but 
the thick foliage concealed for the time the object which 
alarmed him ; though, by the continuance of the sound, 
and the waving of the boughs, it was evident that some 
large body was making its way towards the side of the 
river. The next instant the figure of a man emerged 
from the wood, and then that of a horse, whose bridle, 
cast over the stranger's arm, a£fbrded the means of lead- 
ing it along the narrow footpath which they had been 
treading. The leisurely pace at which both man and 
horse proceeded gave no signs of intentions actively hos- 
tile towards any one ; and although those were days in 
which dangers were to be found in every field and in every 
road, yet a moment's thought seemed to have made the 
youth ashamed of the timid start which the stranger's ap- 
proach had occasioned. Colouring highly^ he sat down 
again upon the bank, and applied himself busily to replace 
his boots and stockings, without vouchsafing a look to- 
wards the other side of the stream. 

"When you have done, my fair youth," said the 
sti^nger, after gazing at him for a minute from the op- 
posite bank, " will yon answer me a question V 

"If it suit me, and if I can," replied the youth, look- 
ing up into the stranger's face for the first time. 

That face was not one to be seen without exciting 
in those who beheld it n^ore, and more agreeable, sen- 
sations than are usually called up by the blank counte- 
nances of the great mass of mankind — too often un- 
lettered books, where mind and feeling have scarcely 
written a trace. The features on which the lad now 
gazed were strongly marked, but handsome ; and the broad 
expanse of the high clear forehead, the open unbent 
brow, the l^ight speaking eye, and the full arching lips, 
conveyed at once to the untaught physiognomist which 
watches and reasons at the bottom of every man's heart, 
the idea of a candid and generous mind. There was 
much intelligence, too, in that countenance — intelligence 
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without the least touch of cunning — all bright, and clear, 
and bold. 

The stranger was about the middle height, and, ap- 
parently, hi^i seen four or five-and-thirty summers: 
they might be less or more ; for circumstances, so much 
more than time, stamp the trace of age upon the external 
form, as well as upon the heart and feelings, that it is 
often difficult to judge whether the wrinkles and furrows, 
which seem to have been the slow work of years, are 
not, in reality, the marks of rapid cares or withering 
passions. In his face were several lines which might 
well have borne either interpretation ; but still, neither 
his dark brown hair nor his thick glossy beard offered 
the least evidence of time's whitening hand. His dress 
was a simple riding suit, the green hue of which ap- 
peared to bespeak, either for profit or amusement, a de- 
votion to the chase. The same calling seemed denoted 
by a small hunting horn which hung by his side ; and 
his offensive arms were no more than such sport re- 
quired. He wore, however, a hat and high white plume, 
instead of the close unadorned bonnet generally used 
in the chase ; and his horse, too, a deep bay barb, had 
less the air of a hunter than of a battle charger. 

" My question is a very simple one, good youth," he 
said, while a slight smile curled his lip, excited by a cer- 
tain degree of pettish flippancy which the boy displayed 
in replying to his first address : ^' Did you meet a troop 
of reitres just now, as you come. over the hill? and 
which way did they take V 

" 1 did meet a troop of Dutch vagabonds," replied the 
boy, boldly : " villains that foolish Frenchmen hire to 
cut foolish Frenchmen's throats ! and as to the way they 
took, God V mercy ! I watched them not." 

" But from yon hill you must have seen which road 
they went," replied the stranger. " 1 am one of those 
foolish Frenchmen whom you mention, and an inoffen- 
sive' person to boot, whose throat would have but 
small security under the gripe of these worthy foreign- 
ers. One of them I might deal with — ay, two — or 
three, perchance ; but when they ride by scores, and I 
alone, I see not why the green wood should not cover 
me, as well as many a brave boar or a stout stag. I 
pray thee, therefore, good youth, if thou sawest the 
way they took, let me know it, for courtesy's sake ; and 

b2 
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if thoa sawest it not, why, fare thee well ! I must take 
my chance." 

For a moment or two the boy made no reply, but 
measured the stranger from head to foot with his eye ; 
somewhat knitting his brow, as he did so, with a look 
of sore abstraction, as if his mind were too busy with 
what he saw to heed the incivility of his long protracted 
stare. '* Yes,'' said he, at length, speaking apparently 
to himself — *^ yes :" and then, addressing the stranger, 
he demanded abruptly, " Whither go you 1" 

'* Nay, good youth I nay !" replied his companion ; 
** these are not times — nor France the country — nor this 
the spot of all France — in which a man would choose to 
trust the first person he meets with where he goes or 
what he goes for. I ask you not your road — ask me 
not mine. If you can answer my question, whether the 
band of reitres took the path to Tours, or wound under 
the hill towards La Fleche, do so, and I will thank you ; 
if not, once more farewell !" and, without putting foot 
in Btirrip, he sprang upon his horse's back. 

** Answer your question I cannot," replied the boy, 
with a degtee of calm earnestness that seemed to speak 
greater interest in the stranger than he had at first 
evinced ; " but I can do more for you," he proceeded. 
** Where the reitres went I did not see, for I hid myself 
behind the rocks till they were past ; but I can show 
you paths where no reitres will ever come. Often have 
I flown my hawk across those plains," he added, in an 
explanatory tone, as if he wished to recommend his gui- ^ 
- dance to the stranger by showing how his acquaintance 
with the country had been acquired; "often have I 
followed my hounds through these valleys, in other days 
long gone ; and I know their every turning better than my 
father's house." 

"In other days!" said the stranger; "why thou art 
now but a boy !" 

" True," replied the youth ; " yet I may have known 
other days, and happier ones : but to my purpose. 
What I offer you, I offer knowing what I am doing :" 
and fixing his eyes upon the stranger's face with a mean- 
ing, but not a disrespectful, glance, he then proceeded : 
" Tell me whither you would go. I will conduct you 
thither in safety, and will not betray you, upon my 
honour !" 

*' In faith, I believe I must even trust you," replied the 
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stranger. •' There are many who, with wise saws and 
cautious counsels, would fain persuade me to be as pru- 
dent, and as careful of my life, as a great grandmother 
of eighty years and upward. But life, at best, is but as 
gold, a precious thing given to be spent. Whip me all 
misers, whether of their purse or of their safety, say I ; 
and, therefore, boy, you shall be my guide, though you 
should give me over to all the reitres that ever the fac- 
tious house ot Lorraine brought to back the treason 
which they call piety." 

** I will give you over to no reitres," replied the boy ; 
** so be your mind at ease." 

" Odds life ! it is seldom otherwise than at ease," re- 
joined the other : '* my heart is a light one, and will toot 
be heavy now, as I ride on beside thee : though I may 
have caught thy jtongue tripping, my fair boy. Thou 
art no Frenchman, or thine accent sorely belies thee." 

" Now do you think me both a German and a rettre, I 
warrant," replied the youth, with a playful smile, and a 
toss back of his dark hair. *' But cannot your ear dis- 
tinguish between the hoggish twang of the Teutonic 
gutturals, and the soft music of the Italian liquids 1" 

" Methinks it can," replied the stranger ; *' but, whe- 
ther German, or Italian, Swilzer, or even Spaniard, thou 
Shalt be my guide. Knowest thou the chlteau of the 
Marquis of St. Real 1" 

The youth started. " Do I know it !" said he — " do I 
know it !" then suddenly seeming to check, in full ca- 
reer, some powerful feelings that were in the very act 
of bursting from his heart to his lips, he added, more 
calmly, " I know it well ! I know it well ! Willingly 
will I show you your road thither, and, perhaps, may 
name my guerdon by the way ; but it is too far a jour- 
ney for me on foot in one day." 

" We will buy thee a horse, my fair boy," replied the 
stranger : '' I must be at St. Real this night, and at Tours 
ere noon to-morrow ; so we will buy thee a horse at the 
first village where we can find one." 

" An ass will serve my turn as well as the best Barba- 
ry steed," said the youth : " and the one will be more 
easily found than the other; for, what between the 
League and the Huguenots, there are more asses in 
France than any other kind of beast ; so now let us on 
our way." 

Returning into the road from which he had strayed 
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to wash his feet, the boy stepped lightly, from sCone to 
stone, across the stream, and soon stood on the same 
side with the traveller. He, on his part, as jf un willing 
to save himself fatigue by continuing to ride while the 
youth walked by his side on foot, once more dismount- 
ed ; and they then turned their steps up the broad way 
through the forest to the top of the hiU, descanting, as 
they went, on the fineness of the day, the beauty of the 
scence, and all the ordinary topics which furnish con- 
versation to those who have few subjects in common ; 
but each avoiding, as if by mutual consent, any allusion 
to the purpose or station of his companion. 

It was, as we have said, as fair and sunshiny an April 
day as ever woke since first the beautifying will of the 
Almighty robed the hills with verdure, and spread out 
loveliness as a garment over earth. The trees that, 
springing from the high broken banks on either side, 
canopied the road with their green boughs, were living 
and tuneful with all the birds of spring. There is not a 
cheerful feeling in the heart of man tl^t might not there 
have found some sweet note to wake into harmony. 
The air was balm itself — soft, yet inspiring like the 
breath of hope ; and the dancing light and shade, that 
checkered the long perspective up the hill, had some- 
thing in it gay and sportive, which, joined with the song 
of the birds, and the sparkling glee of a small fountain 
that, bursting from the midst of the road, rushed in a 
little diamond rivulet down to the stream below — ad- 
dressed itself to all the purer sources of happiness in the 
human breast^ and spoke of peace and joy. Both the 
journeyers, however, were grave ; although the one 
was in the early spring of youth — ^that bright season of 
man's life where every pulse is light ; and although each 
line in the countenance of his companion spoke that 
constitutional cheerfulness which is the most blessed 
auxiliary that this world can afford to aid man in main- 
taining his eternal warfare against time and circum- 
stances- 

At the top of the ascent, a wide and magnificent scene 
lay stretched beneath their eyes. The hill was not suf- 
ficiently high, indeed, to afford one of those maplike 
views in which we see all the objects spread out over a 
vast extent in harsh and unshadowed distinctness, like 
the prospect of life and of the world which we take 
when< in mature age, after having passed through the 
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illusions of youth and the passions of manhood, we gaze 
upon the past and the present, and see the hard, cold, 
naked realities of existence without a softening shade 
or an enlivening hue. Still the elevation was sufficient 
to let the eye roam wide over scenes where line after 
line, in sweet variety, presented a continual change of 
beautiful forms, softening in tint, in depth of colour, and 
in distinctness of outline as the objects became more 
remote, and forming a view such as that which is of- 
fered to the eye of youth when, after having climbed 
over thahght ascent o{ boyhood, the joys of existence,, 
grouped together without its cares, are first presented 
to the sight, one beyond another, to the very verge of 
being, all lighted up by hope, and coloured by imagina- 
tion. 

** Run your eye," said the youth, " over that oce^n of 
green boughs which lies waving below us, to that tree- 
covered mound which starts high above the rest. In a 
straight line beyond you catch the spire of Beaumont en 
Maine, at the distance of nearly four leagues ; and a lit- 
tle farther to the right, upon a woody hill, you may see 
the dark towers of the chaiteau of St. R6a].'^ 

His companion gazed on in the direction which he 
pointed out, and then replied, " I once knew this land 
well, and could have marked out in it many a fair field 
either for the chase or the battle ; but other scenes have 
made me forget it. Our memory is but like a French 
crown piece, since so many kings have been called, one 
after another, to rule this unhappy land. First, one fig- 
ure is strong upon it ; then it goes to the mint, and a 
new king's head drives out the other, and keeps its place, 
till something fresh is stamped upon it again ; while, all 
the time, traces of former impression may be seen be- 
low, but indistinct and meaningless. Ay ! there is Beau- 
mont en Maine, and there the chateau of St. Real ; I re- 
member them now : but what is that massive building, 
with that large square keep, still farther to the right "?" 

The youth fixed his eyes upon it^ and remained silent 
for more than a minute : he then replied, abruptly, " That 
chateau belongs to the Count d'Aubin : let us on T* 
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CHAPTER II. 



Memory is like* moonlight, the reflection of brighter 
rays emanating originally from an object no longer 
seen ; and all our retrospects towards the past times, 
aa well as our individual remembrances, paitake in 
some degree of the softening splendour which covers 
small faults and imperfections by grand masses Of shade, 
and brings our picturesque beauties and points of inter- 
est with apparently brighter eflfulgence than even when 
the full sunshine of the present beaming upon them, 
suffers at the same time the eye to be distracted, and 
the mind otherwise engaged by a thousand minor partic- 
ulars. Nothing gains more, perhaps, from the impossi- 
bility of close inspection than the manners, the customs, 
and the things of the past ; and, in some instances, even 
Nature herself, and Time, that enemy of man's works 
in genersll so remorseless, seem to take a fanciful pleas- 
ure in assisting the illusion. That which was in itself 
harsh and rude in form, acquires, as it decays, a pictur- 
esque beauty which it never knew in its prime ; and the 
rough hold of the feudal robber, which afforded but 
small pleasure to behold, and little convenience to its 
inmates, is now seen and painted with delight, fringed 
with wild flowers scattered from nature's bountiful hand, 
and softened with the green covering of the ivy. 

The old chateau of St. R6al, to which the two travel- 
lers we have just left were bending their steps, and to 
which, for a moment, we must now shift the scene, was 
one of those antique buildings, a few of which have out- 
lasted the first French revolution ; buildings which, 
however we may love to look upon any that do re- 
main, from the magical illusion regarding former days 
to which I have just alluded, were, nevertheless, much 
better suited to the times in which they were built, thar 
to the more luxurious present. 

Tumults, feuds, insurrections, civil wars, rendere* 
every man's house his castle in no metaphorical sense 
and thus the old chateau of St. Real, which had bee 
originally built more than four hundred years before t^ 
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opening of this history, and had been repaired and im- 
proved at least a hundred times during the intervening 
ages of strife and bloodshed, was naturally, in almost 
aU respects, much better calculated for defence against 
assaults than for comfortable habitation. The woody 
chase, which swept for many a mile round the base of 
the little hill on which it stood, was cleared and opened 
in the immediate vicinity of the chateau ; and the vari- 
ous avenues were defended with all the accuracy to 
which the art of war had arrived in those times. The 
very garden was a regular fortification ; the chateau it- 
self a citadel. From the reign of Louis VI., in which 
its walls had first been raised from the ground, to the 
reign of Henry III., with which this tale begins, although 
repairs and improvements had, as we have said, been 
often made, they were solely military, and nothing had 
in the slightest degree been permitted which could 
change the antique aspect of the place. Indeed, its pro- 
prietors, the marquises of St. Real, springing from the 
most ancient race of French nobility, clung to the anti- 
quity of their dwelling as if it formed a part and parcel 
of the antiquity of their family. Their habits, their 
manners, their characters, smacked all of the ancient 
days ; and it was ever with pain that they suffered any 
of their old customs to be wrenched from them by the 
innovating hand of improvement. 

At their gate, even in the times I speak of, hung, for 
the purpose of summoning the warder to the wicket, the 
last horn which, perhaps, was ever used on such occa- 
sions in France ; and, though the mouthpiece had been 
renewed, and the chain frequently mended, the horn it- 
self was averred to be the very same which had been 
hung there in the days of Phihp Augustus. But if the 
lords of St. H^al still maintained some tinge of the 
rudeness of their ancestors, it must by no means be for- 
gotten that it was to the nobler and brighter qualities of 
former times that they adhered most strongly. They 
were a proud but a chivalrous race, bold, hospitable, 
courteous, generous, unswerving in faith and in honour. 
Their talents, which were by no means inconsiderable, 
had been principally displayed in the field ; and some 
of the sneerers of the court had not scrupled to call 
them the simple St. Reals : but, notwithstanding a de- 
gree of simplicity, which certainly did characterize them, 
they had ever been distinguished, from father to son, by 
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that discriminating^ discernment of right and wrong 
which is worth all th« wit in the world. Never had 
their word been pledged without being redeemed ; never 
liad their voice sanctioned a bad action : never had 
their sword supported an evil cause. 

The present Marquis of St. R6al, who was an old man 
that had long borne arms under Francis I., had during 
the whole of the wars of the League remained obsti- 
nately neutral. He had declared, at the commencement 
of these, unhappy wars, that he would never unsheath 
his sword against his lawful sovereign, though friendly 
to the King of Navarre, and allied remotely to the house 
of Bourbon ; but at the same time he added, that no- 
thing should ever induce him to join in an unjust and 
cruel war against a portion of his countrymen, who 
were but defending one of the dearest and most unalien- 
able rights of mankind — their religious liberty. 

Too powerful for either party to entertain the hope 
of forcmg him from his neutrality by any violent meas- 
ures, both the League and the Huguenots spared no 
means of conciliation, which either wisdom or cunning 
could suggest, to win him to their side ; for Vast domains, 
in which the feudal customs of former times remained 
in full force, rendered his alliance a thing to be coveted 
even by the strongest. He remained unmoved, how- 
ever ; and neither a strong personal friendship which 
existed between himself and the Duke of Mayenne, nor 
the instigations and artifices of his confessor, could in- 
duce him to join the League, any more than gratitude to 
the King of Navarre for several personal favours, hor- 
ror at the crimes of Saint Bartholomew, or even a 
strong belief that the Protestants were right in their 
warfare, if not in their religion, could bring him over to 
the party of the Huguenots. 

To avoid wearisome solicitation, he had entirely aban- 
doned the capital, and remained in the solitude of his 
paternal estates, wholly occupied in the education of his 
son, into whose mind, as principles, he endeavoured to 
instil, not knowledge of the world, or of courts, but all 
the firm and noble feelings of his own heart. He suc- 
ceeded ; the Chevalier de St. R6al grew up to manhood 
everything that his father's fondest hopes could have 
anticipated — bold as a lion, skilled in all warlike exer- 
cises, and full of every sentiment that does honour to 
baman nature. But yet, in many things, he was as sim* 
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pie as a child. Cut ofTfrom the general society of Paris, 
he wanted entirely that knowledge of the world which 
was never more necessary than in the days in which he 
lived. 

On one occasion, indeed, when the infamous Catharine 
de Medicis, and her beautiful but licentious train, had 
visited the chateau of St. R6al for the purpose of win- 
ning its lord to the party she espoused, more than one 
of her fair sitens had striven, by various arts, to initiate 
the handsome Chevalier of St. R^al into the libertine 
mysteries of that debauched court ; but he met them 
uniformly with that perfect simplicity which, though 
joined with much natural good sense, raised many a se- 
cret laugh at his expense, and yet guarded him effectu- 
ally from their worst artifices. 

The general current of his time flowed on inthe vari- 
ous amusements of the country, as they existed in that 
age. The chase of the boar, and the stag, and the wolf 
afforded active exercise for the body, while the large 
and ancient library of the chateau — a rare treasure in 
those days — ^yielded occupation to a quick imagination 
and an energetic mind, in poring over many a printed 
tome and many an illuminated manuscript. Besides 
these employments, however, both the old lord of St* 
R^al and nis son felt a keen interest in pursuits seldom 
much attended to by the feudal nobility of France. 
They not only lived in the country, and among their 
peasantry, but they also loved the country and their 
peasantry, and delighted in watching and superintend- 
ing all those agricultural operations which formed the 
daily relaxation of many of the noblest Romans, but 
which were, in general, looked upon with indifference, 
if not contempt, by the new class of chieftains who 
sprung from the elite of their barbarous conquerors. 
The lords of St. R6al delighted in all : they held to the 
•full the opinion of the old orator, when he exclaimed, 
" Nee verd segetibus solum et pratis, et vineis, et arbus- 
tis, res rusticse laetae sunt, sed etiam hortis et pomariis, 
tum pecudum pastu, apium examinibus, florum omnium 
varietate ;'* and though they followed not precisely all 
the directions of Li^bault in his Maison Rustique, the 
garden that lay within the flanking walls of the castle, 
the orchard which extended from the outer balium to 
the barbacan, and the trellised avenue of vines which 
ran to what was called the lady's bower, showed taste 
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as well as skill in those who had designed and executed 
them. 

During several years previous to the precise epoch at 
which we have commenced our tale, the old lord of St. 
Real had seldom, if ever, slept a night without the walls 
of his own dwelling. His son, however, when either 
business, or that innocent love of a temporary change, 
which every man may well feel without meriting the 
charge of being versatile, afforded a motive for his ab- 
sence from home, would often spend a day or two in 
the great city of Tours, or at the castles of the neigh- 
bouring nobility. Some communication with the exter- 
nal world was thus kept up ; but the chief companion- 
ship of the Chevalier de St. Real was with his cousin- 
german the Count d^Aubin, who, though attached to the 
court, and very different in mind and character from his 
relations, often retired for a while from the gay and 
busy scenes in which he mingled, to enjoy the compara- 
tive solitude of his estates in Maine, and the calm re- 
freshing society of his more simple cousin. 

The character of Philip, Count d'Aubin, was one that 
we meet with every day. Endowed with passions and 
talents naturally strong, his passions had been pampered 
and his talents misdirected by an over-indulgent pa- 
rent. A doubt had been at one time entertained of the 
legitimacy of his birth, but no one had contested his 
title : and the early possession of wealth, power, and in- 
fluence, with the unrestrained disposal of himself, and 
of the property which the death of his father left in his 
hands, had certainly tended in no degree to curb his de- 
sires, or to extinguish his vanity. His heart had, per- 
haps, been originally too feeling; but the constant indul- 
gence of every wish and fancy had dulled the former 
brightness of its sensations ; and it was only at times 
that the yet unextinguished light shone clearly up to 
guide him through a maze of errors. His very talents 
and shrewdness often led him onward in the wrong : 
for, possessing from education few fixed principles of 
action, the energies of his mind were generally turned 
to the gratification of his passions ; and it was only 
when original rectitude of heart suggested what was 
good, that reason too joined her voice to urge him on 
the road of virtue. He was, in fact, the creature of im- 
pulse; but, as he had unfaihng gayety and wit at will, 
and as a sudden turn of feeling would often lead him to 



THE DAYS OP HENRY QUATRE. 27 

some noble or brilliant action, a sort of false but daz- 
zling lustre hung about his whole conduct in the eyes of 
the world : his powers were overrated and his weak- 
nesses forgotten. He was the idol and admiration of 
the young and unthinking, and even the old and grave 
often suffered the blaze of some few splendid traits to 
veil the many spots and blemishes of his character. 

On the night following that particular day at which it 
has appeared necessary to commence this history, the 
two cousins spent some time together pacing up and 
down the great hall of the chiteau of St. R^al. The 
Count d'AUbin had come hastily from Paris, on receiv- 
ing tidings of the severe illness of his uncle ; and their 
conversation was of a wandering and discursive nature; 
originating in the increasing sickness of the old marquis, 
who was then, for the first time during many days, en- 
joying a few hours' repose. 

" Faith, Huon, thy father is ill," said D'Aubin, as they 
descended the stairs to the hall ; ^* far worse than I 
deemed him till I saw him." 

" He has, indeed, much fallen in strength during the 
day," replied the Chevalier de St. R6al ; " yet I hope that 
this slumber which has come upon him may bring a 
change for the better." 

The count shook his head. "I know not," said he; 
" but yet I doubt it. Your father, Huon, is an old man, 
and old men must die I" His cousin bent his eyes upon 
the ground, and slightly contracted his brow : but he did 
not slacken his pace, and the Count d'Aubin went on: 
** Yes, Huon, however we may love them, however we 
may wish that they could live to govern their own vas- 
sids and enjoy-their own wealth, till patriarchal longev- 
ity were no longer a wonder ; and I know," he added, 
pausing, and laying his hand upon his cousin's arm — 
**and 1 know, that if the best blood in your noble heart 
could add to your father's life, you would pour it forth 
like useless water ; still, whatever ties may bind them 
to us, still they are, as the old men among the ancients 
did not scruple to call themselves, pabulum acherontis — 
but food for the tomb : and none can tell when death 
may claim his own. I say this because I would have 
you prepared in mind for an event which I see approach- 
ing ; and I would also have you prepared to take some 
quick and immediate part in the great struggle which 
every day is bringing towards its climax in this land. 
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Your father's neutrality has lasted long enough — ^nay, 
too lon^ ; for it is surely a shame that you, as brave a 
youth as ever drew a sword, should have lived to five- 
and-twenty years without ever having led his followers 
to any nobler strife than the. extermination of those 
miserable Gaultiers who came to ravage our fair plains. 
True, they were ten times your number — true that you 
defeated them like a very Orlando ; but that is only an- 
other reason why your valour and your skill should not 
lie rusting in inactivity. Should your father die, give 
sorrow its due ; then call your vassals to your standard, 
and boldly take one part or another. Faith, I care not 
which it be — Harry of Navarre and his Huguenots, Har- 
ry of Fhmce and his chevaliers, or Mayenne's brave 
duke and the factious League : but for Heaven*s sak:e, 
Huon, should fate make you Marquis of St. R6al, cast 
off this idle, sluprgardly neutrality." 

Huon de St. R6al had listened attentively to his cou- 
sin, though every now and then the flash of some pain- 
ful emotion broke across his countenance, as if what 
he heard contained in each word something bitter and 
ungrateful to his feelings. " Philip ! Philip !" said he, 
pausing in his quick progress through the hall, as soon 
as the other had ceased speaking, " I know that you 
wish me well, and that all which you say proceeds from 
that wish ; but let us drop this subject entirely. My 
father is ill — I feel too bitterly that he is in danger ; 
but the bare thought of what I would do with his vassals, 
in case of his death, has something in it revolting to 
every feeling of my heart. Let us change the topic. 
"Whatever misfortune Heaven may send me, I will en- 
deavour to bear like a man, and whenever I am called 
to act, I will endeavour to act rightly. When that time 
comes, I will most willingly seek your advice ; but I 
trust it will be long, very long, before I shall need the 
counsel of any other than of him who has heretofore 
guided and directed me." 

The lip of the Count d'Aubin slightly curled at this 
reply ; and glancing his eye over the tall, graceful form 
of his cousin, while he compared the simple mind and 
habits of St. R^al with his own worldly wisdom and 
wild erratic course, he mentally termed him an over- 
grown baby. Nevertheless, although he was often thus 
tempted to a passing scoff or an ill-concealed sneer, 
yet there was a sort of innate dignity in the very sim- 
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plicity of the Chevalier de St. Real, which had its weight 
even with his world-read cousin ; and, whenever tempo- 
rary disappointment, or disgust, or satiety weaned D'Au- 
bin a while from the loose society in which he mingled, 
gave time for quiet thought, and reawakened better 
feelings, leading him to seek, in the advice of any one, 
support against the treacherous warfare of his own pas- 
sions, it was to none of his gay companions of the 
capital, nor to monk, nor priest, nor confessor, that he 
would apply for counsel ; but rather to his simple, frank- 
hearted, unsophisticated cousin St. R^al. 

" Well, well," said he, " let us ^change our theme ;" 
and then, after taking two or tbnie more turns in the 
hall, he went on ; though there was mingled in his man- 
ner a certain natural hesitation with an affected frank- 
ness, which might haveshown to any very close observer 
of human nature that the Count d^Aubin was touching 
upon matter in regard to which, desire was in opposi- 
tion to some better principle, and that he feared to hear 
even the opinion which he courted. " I spoke but now," 
he continued, " of Mayenne and the Lieague ; and you 
will think it strange when I tell you, that I— ^I, who 
have ever been as stanch a royalist as Epernon, Lon- 
gueviUe, or La Noue — would now give a ch&teau and 
a pint of wine, as the vulgar have it, to change my party 
and go over to the League, did not honour forbid it." 

He spoke slowly and meditatively, fixing his eyes 
upon the ground, without once lookmg in his cousin's 
face ; yet walking with a firm, strong step, and with 
somewhat of a sneer upon his lip, as if he scoffed at 
himself for the reprehension which — ^while he acknow- 
ledged wishes that he felt to be wrong — his proud spirit 
suffered by comparison with the calm, upright integrity 
of the chevalier. 

" I do not see that anything could justify such a step," 
rephed St. R6al, far more mildly than the other had ex- 
pected. " However wrongly the king may have acted, 
however unwarrantable the manner in which he has put 
to death the Duke of Guise, yet — ^" 

'* Pshaw !" interrupted his cousin : " Guise was a 
traitor — a great, brave, noble, ambitious, unscrupulous 
traitor ! And though the mode of his death was some- 
what unceremonious, it little matters whether it was an 
axe or a dagger which did the work of justice : he was 
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bom for such a fate. I thought not of him ; it was of 
Eugenie de Menkncourt f thought." 

'* Ha !" exclaimed St. Real, with a start ; ''no one has 
injured her V* 

" Injured her ! no, i' faith !" replied the count. " Why, 
my good cousin, by your grim look, one would deem 
. you her promised husband, and not me. No, no ; had 
she been injured, her injury had been well avenged by 
this time. However, she is in the hands of the League. 
Her father, as you know, was wounded on the day of 
the barricades, and died soon after the flight of the court. 
His daughter, of course, would not leave him while he 
lived, and, at his death, the Duchess of Montpensier 
would fain have her at the Hotel de Guise ; and, though 
Eugenie wisely staid in her father's own house, they 
would not suffer her to quit Paris, where she still re- 
mains — treated with all honour and courtesy, mark you, 
but still a sort of honourable prisoner." 

His cousin paused in thought for a moment, and then 
replied, " But surely, if you were to demand her from 
the Duke of Mayenne, informing him of the engagement 
between her father and yourself she would be given up 
to you at once." 

" I have done more," replied the count : " whenever 
I heard of her situation, I required, of course, that she 
should be placed in the hands of the king, as her lawful 
guardian, till such time as her marriage with myself 
could be celebrated. After many an evasion and delay, 
the duke replied to my application, that the throne of 
France was vacant, by a decree both of the Sorbonne 
and the parliament of Paris ; that, by the same authority, 
' he himself was lieutenant-general of the kingdom till 
such a time as a meeting of the three estates should 
regulate the government ; and that, therefore, none other 
was for the time the lawful guardian of Eugenie de Me- 
nancourt. In the same letter he informed me that the 
recent death of the young lady's father would prevent 
her from thinking of marriage for some time." 

D'Aubin paused, shutting his teeth and drawing in his 
lips, evidently unwilling to show the full mortification 
and anger which these remembrances awoke ; and yet 
apparently leaving his tale unfinished. 

'* In regard to the latter part of the Duke of Mayenne's 
reply, it seems to me reasonable enough," answered the 
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Chevalier de St. R^al ; *' the loss of such a father is not 
to be forgotten in a day/' 

** Tut, raan !" rephed his cousin, impatiently. ** Wilt 
thou never understand a little of the world's ways? 
Huon, Huon ! shut up in these old walls, thou art as 
ignorant of the present day as if thou hadst been born in 
the times of the first crusade. Nothing modern dare 
blow that rusty horn at thy gate — far less walk into the 
hall. Know, then, my most excellent, simple cousin, 
that since the ninth century a great quarrel has taken 
place between words and realities, and that they have 
separated, never to meet again ; that nowadays promises 
are of air, honour is a name, virtue a bubble, religion a 
mask; and while falsehood, hypocrisy, and folly walk 
about in comely dresses, and make bows to each other 
in every street, truth lies snug in the bottom of her well, 
aecure in the narrowness of her dwelling, and the depth ' 
that covers her. The first thing that every one thuiks 
of now is his own interest ; and sure that if he secures 
that, the world will give him credit for all high qualities, 
he works straight for that one object. Interest, interest, 
interest, is his waking thought and sleeping dream. 
Mark me, Huon ! Mademoiselle de Menancourt is an 
heiress— one of the most wealthy in France ; young, 
beautiful ! — ^you know how beautiful, Huon; for, by my 
faitli, I could once have been almost jealous of you." 

" Of me !" exclaimed the other, stopping suddenly, and 
looking full in his cousin's face, while a flush of surprise 
and indignation, all unmixed with shame, spread scarlet 
over his cheek and brow — ** of me ! Philip, you do me 
great injustice ! By my honour, if my hand or my word 
could advance your marriage by a single day, you would 
find both ready for your service. Tell me, when did I 
ever give you a moment's cause for jealousy V 

" Nay, nay ! you are too quick !" replied the count ; 
" I said not that I was jealous of you ; I merely said I 
could have been so, had I not known you better. 1 speak 
of the time when our late excellent and easy-virtued 
queen was here with her ladies. Many a bright eye waa 
bent upon you, and many a sweet lip was re^y to direct 
you through the tangled but flowery ways of love, with- 
out seeking to plunge you into the mire of matrimony : 
yet, in ail our rides, there were you, always at Eugenie's 
bridle rein." 

*^ Because she was the only pure thing present," in- 
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terrupted St. R6al, quickly ; " and because, Philip — if 
you will press me — 1 thought she might feel hurt that 
her promised husband should make love before her face 
to one of an infamous queen's infamous followers. Ay, 
even so, Philip ! Frown not at me, good cousin ; for 
such was the only interpretation that even 1, who am 
not apt to see actions in their worst light, could place 
upon your conduct to Beatrice of Ferrara." 

*' Beatrice of Ferrara," replied the Count d'Aubin, 
with a degree of vehemence which might have made 
some of his loose companions smile to hear him use it 
in vindication of any woman's virtue under the sun. 
** Beatrice of Ferrara was no infamous follower of an 
infamous queen ; she was, I believe from my soul, as 
pure as snow, notwithstanding all the impurity that sur- 
rounded her. I know not that I had shown her any 
such marked attention as you tell me ; but let all that 
pass," added he, musing, '* let all that pass : what were 
we speaking of before ? Oh ! I remember. To return, 
then, to my tale : Eugenie de Menancourt is an heiress, 
with a dowry of beauty and sweetness far beyond even 
her wealth ; and wily Mayenne well knows that her 
hand is a prize for the first man in France. Now, think 
you, my good Huon," he continued, growing more and 
more eager, while the bright flashing of his eye told that 
he was moved by some stronger passion than the mere 
scorn with which he attempted to clothe his lips — " now, 
think you, my good Huon, though he talks so loudly 
about religion, and zeal, and the state's welfare, that May- 
enne has one other wish, one other object, than to vault 
into any empty throne, or play maire du palais to the 
old idiotic Cardinal de Bourbon! Ambition — 'tis all- 
snatching ambition, Huon ! that is the idol he worships ; 
and whoever serves him in his schemes shall have the 
hand of Eugenie de Menancourt, nothwithstauding her 
father's plighted word to me." 

" But Eugenie will never consent," replied St. Real, 
calmly. ** Doubt ti not, Philip ! I have known her from 
her childhood, as well as you ; and I have often remarked, 
that, notwithstanding her gayety, notwithstanding her 
seeming lightness of feeling, there was, when she knew 
herself to be right, an unchangeable determination in all 
her resolves, even in her childhood, that nothing could 
shake." 

^ Fy I you know nothing of human nature,** replied 
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D^Aubin, with a scoff; " or rather, I should say, of woman's 
nature. . They are light — light, Huou, as a dry leaf borne 
about upon the breath of every wind that blows. The 
best of them, beheve me, is firm in nothing but her ca- 
prices. Mark me, Huon !" he added, laying his hand 
upon his cousin^s arm, and speaking with bitter emphasis, 
** within these ten days I have seen Mademoiselle de 
Menancourt. I demanded a pass from Mayenne; he 
granted it without a scruple, and free speech also of his 
fair ward, as he called her. He was sure of the impres- 
sion he had made, and, therefore, kept up all fair seem- 
ing. I saw Eugenie ; and she calmly and coldly refused 
to ratify the promise that her father had made me. Do 
you hear 1 She refused me ! She rejected me ! She 
told me she did not, she could not love me !" And, 
giving way to a violent burst of passion, totally opposed 
to the calm and contemptuous tone in which he had be- 
fore been speaking, be dashed his glove angrily down upon 
the floor, as if it were the object that offended him. 

His cousin looked down in silence. He imagined, 
and not without probability, that mademoiselle must 
have seen the licentious manner in which D'Aubin had 
trifled with the ladies of Catharine's libertine court, and 
that she had resented it accordingly. But, however cul- 
pably he might deem that his cousin had acted, he would 
not have pressed it on him then for the world ; and, 
besides, there were sensations in his own bosom, at that 
moment, which forcibly called upon his attention, and 
both surprised and alarmed him. 

It is a strange thing the human heart ; and, amid the 
multitude of its inconsistencies and its weaknesses, 
there is none stranger than that principle which, as a 
French wit has remarked, is always ready to point out 
to us, in the sorrows and misfortunes of our friends, 
some topic of consolation for ourselves. Good, noble, 
generous, with chivalrous ideas of honour and virtue, 
the Chevalier de St. Real would sooner have laid his 
head upon the block than entertained a thought of doing 
anything to his cousins detriment ; and yet there was a 
degree of vague, undefined satisfaction in his feelings, 
when he heard the declaration made by Eugenie de Me- 
nancourt, that she did not and could not love the Count 
d* Aubin — satisfaction of which he himself felt thoroughly 
ashamed. " Good God ! was it for him,'' he thought, 
** to rejoice in his cousin's mortification ? What matter 
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for pleasure ought he to find in the pain of a person he 
loved 1 None, surely none ! What is it then I feel ?" 
he asked himself; " is it the triumph of having foreseen 
that Eugenie de Menancourt would resent the slight put 
upon her ? Oh, no ! Such a vanity can surely afford no 
gratification to any reasonable being." Such was the 
interrogation which St. Real rapidly addressed to his 
heart; but an instinctive apprehension of finding un- 
known and dangerous matter at the bottom of his own 
sensations prevented him from going deep enough. 

Whatever it was that he felt, the blood rushed into 
his face as if he were committing some evil action ; and 
he remained silent. The keen, suspicious eyes of the 
Count d'Aubin fixed upon him, in surprise at emotions 
that he did not comprehend ; but he said nothing ; and 
just as St. Real was struggling to speak, the whole place 
echoed with two such blasts upon the old horn at the 
gate as had not rung among those halls for many a year. 

*' By heavens ! that must be some drunken huntsman, 
St. Real," exclaimed the count, ** blowing the horn at 
the gate, as if he was sounding for his dogs." 

" No, no ! it is the ill-favoured dwarf you gave me," re- 
plied his cousin. " He heeds no decencies, and, I verily 
believe, would blow a flourish if we were all dying. 
Many a time have I thought to fell him with my gauntlet 
for his insolence : but he is so small, that it would seem 
a cruelty to crush such an insect." 

" Nay, nay ; crush him not, I beseech thee," replied 
the Count d'Aubin. ** Remember, Huon, it was agreed 
between us, that when he seeks to quit thee, or thou 
growest tired of him, he comes to me again." 

" I believe, in truth, the creature loves me," answered 
St. R6al ; " and, were it not for his stupid insolence, I 
might love him too, for tltere are traits of good about 
him which would redeem many a dark spot." 

The count's lip curled ; but he replied, " Call it not 
stupid insolence, good cousin ; call it, rather, clever in- 
solence, for, on my soul, he was occasionally too clever 
for such a service as mine, and such a place as Paris. 
I know not well how it happened, but many a deep secret 
of my bosom seemed somewhat too familiar to his high 
ugliness ; and so 1 gave him to you, who had no secrets 
to trust or to conceal." 

«' Thank God for that, at least V answered St. R6al, 
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" for they are ever a heavy burden. But here come» 
the incubus !'' and as he spoke the low door of the hall 
was opened by a personage of whom it may be neces- 
sary to speak more fully. 



CHAPTER IV. 

Thb personage concerning whom the last sentences 
were spoken, and who now entered the hall, was not more 
than three feet six inches in height,* but perfectly well 
formed in every respect, except that the head, as is very 
usual with persons of his unfortunate description, was 
somewhat too large for the size of the body it surmounted. 
His former lord had spoken of his ugliness ; but although 
his face was, certainly, by no means handsome, yet 
there was nothing in it approaching deformity. Between 
** the human face divine" and that of the monkey, our 
great original, there are a thousand shades and varieties 
of feature ; and the countenance of the dwarf, it must ^ 
be admitted, was at the very extreme of the chain, and 
at the end nearest the ape. A pair of sparkling black 
eyes, and two rows .of very fine white teeth, how- 
ever, rendered the rest of his features less disagreeable, 
but by no means diminished his resemblance to the ani- 
mal. Whether from a consciousness of this likeness, 
and a desire to hide it as far as possible, or from a sort 
of conceited foppery not uncommon, the dress of this 
small man was not as scrupulously elegant as the taste of 
that day would admit. His beard and mustaches, which 
were soft and silky, were most accurately trimmed. 
His hair, thrust back from his face, exposed his large 
and somewhat protuberant forehead; while his pour- 
point, composed of deep blue cloth, was slashed with 
primrose silk, to favour a somewhat dingy complexion. 
Sword and dagger he wore at his girdle ; and all the 
chronicles of those days bear witness that he well knew 

* The passion for dwarfs as attendants in great houses was so 
universal in France at this time, that the most extravagant sums 
were given for them. Henry III. is reported to have had no less 
than nine at one time ; and at his court there was a regular taiiUur 
and valet des nains. 
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how to use — and to use fearlessly — the weapons in- 
trusted to his small hands. 
His whole appearance produced a strange and not 

Eleasant effect upon those who saw him. The want of 
armony between his size and his form was constantly 
forcing itself upon attention. Could one have magnified 
him, he would have appeared a very well-dressed cava- 
^ lier, according to the fashions of the times ; and, had 
there not been something in his whole form and air that 
bespoke manhood, one might have looked upon him as 
. a smart child : but, as it was, one felt inclined to smile 
as soon as the eye fell upon him, though there was in 
his demeanour but few of those absurdities by which 
many of his class of beings render themselves ridicu- 
lous. He had neither strut nor swagger, smirk nor sim- 
per; and the only thing which in any degree tended to 
render his aspect peculiar, besides the fact of his diminu- 
tive form, was a certain cynical smile which ever hung 
more or less about his lips, as if, from a consciousness 
of superior talent or superior cunning, he scorned the 
race which, for their superior corporeal qualities, he 
hated : or rather, perhaps, as if he were ever prepared 
to encounter their contempt for his inferior size by con- 
tempt for their inferior acuteness. 

He entered the hall with ease, if not with grace ; but, 
perhaps, with more of what may be termed boldness 
than either. To St. R^al, as his actual master, he 
bowed low, and to the Count d'Aubin still lower, accom- 
panying the inclinations of his head, in this instance, 
with a keen and significant glance, which, had the Chev- 
alier de St. Real been of a suspicious nature, might have 
made him place but little confidence in an attendant of 
his cousin's recommending. But he himself had nothing 
to conceal, and, as yet, feared not that any one should see 
his inmost thoughts : for he was one of those few men 
who know no other use for words than to express their 
feelings. 

*' Why did you blow the horn so loud, Bartholo,'' de- 
manded St. Real, " when you well knew that my father 
lies so ill 1" 

**I did it, noble sir," replied the dwarf, "lest the 

cooks, and the pages, and the concierge at the door, 

. should lose a jest and fit of laughter — rare things in the 

castle of St. Real. I knew full well that some one 

would cry out, ' Hear what a great sound can be made 
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by a little bod^r !' and it would be unjust to disappoint 
the poor fools in the offices, for fear of disturbinj^ th^ 
rich gallants in the hall. But, by my faith, I had 
another reason, too, which is worth looking to. There 
was a traveller came with me, and an ass, and an ass's 
burden." 

** Was it the surgeon for whom I sent youl" asked 
St. R6al, eagerly; "the new surgeon from Tours 1" 

** Seeing that my eyes and the surgeon are innocent 
of all intercourse," replied the other,** I cannot tell you, 
uuble sir, whether it be he or not. The man was not in 
his dwelling when I reached it, so I left my message, 
aad rode farther ; and, as I came back, what should I 
see, half a mile hence, but the white feather of this 
man's hat waving in the dark night, and not knowing its 
way to the chiteau of St. R6al. I asked him what party 
he was of, whither he was going, and if he had passport 
or safe conduct. He answered, short enough, that he 
belon&ped to his own party, had no passport but his 
sword and his right hand, and was coming hither. So 
whether he were surgeon or not, let those judge that 
are wise ! I asked no further, but brought him hither, 
and left him in the green arras room, as he wished to 
see either the marquis or the marquises son in private." 
*'lt is either a reitre seeking service, or a quack 
salver seeking the sick," cried the Count d'Aubin. ** Go 
to him — go to him quick, Huon ! He will whip you the 
gold lace off the hangings, either for his pocket or his 
crucible. So go to him, and leave me the dwarf to jest 
withal/' 

With the quick and impatient step which anxiety pro- 
duces in the young and active, St. R^al bent his steps 
towards the chamber to which he had been directed by 
the dwarf, hoping, notwithstanding the description which 
had been given of the person who awaited him, that he 
might prove the surgeon who had been called in aid 
of the ordinary medical assistance attending upon his 
father. 

The room which he now entered was a small one, 
hung with arras of a dark green hue, that served to ab- 
sorb the greater part of the light afforded by a single 
lamp. The stranger had cast himself into a large chair 
at the farther end of the chamber, and, in the half obscti* 
rity, his person and features were but faintly secfn ; Wt 
YOL. t.— D 
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nearer, and in the full light, sat the youth whom we first 
found washing his feet in one of the neighbouring 
streams. He seemed fatigued with journeying, and 
leaning listlessly against a small table under the lamp, 
suffered his head to rest upon his hand, showing a pro- 
fusion of .jetty curls, falling thick round his brow, while 
the cap and feather which he had worn without was 
now thrown upon the ground beside him. The person 
whom he had accompanied, however, still retained his 
hat and high white plume, and made no movement to 
rise as St. Real entered. 

The eyes of the young noble first rested upon the boy ; 
but immediately turning towards the elder of his two 
visiters, he advanced towards him, without noticing the 
apparent incivility of his demeanour. When he had 
taken two steps forward, however, St. R6al paused ; and 
then, with an exclamation of surprise, was again ad- 
vancing, when the stranger rose, saying, *^ Ha, Monsieur 
St. R6al ! I did not know you at first. Ventr^ Saint 
Gris ! I had forgot that ten years makes a boy a man." 

" If I am not mistaken, I see his Majesty of Navarre," 
said the chevalier ; ** and only grieve that my father is 
npt capable of bidding him welcome, with all the good- 
will tbat we entertain towards himself and his royal 
house." 

" Henry of Navarre, indeed !" replied the monarc^ ; 
'* as poor a king as lives, St. R6al, but one who grieves 
sincerely at your father's illness. I trust that it is not 
dangerous, however, and that I shall yet see him ere I 
depart ; for to that purpose I have been forced to steal 
me a path, amid bands, through which I should have 
found it hard to cut me a way, and to do that singly 
which I dared not attempt with many a stout soldier at 
my back." 

*'My father sleeps, my lord," replied St. R6al; *"tis 
the first sleep that he has known for many a day, and I 
would fain — "# 

** Wake him not ! wake him not for me !" interrupted 
the king. '* To-morrow I must hie me back to Tours ; 
but in Vne mean while I can well wait his waking, and 
will crave some refreshment for myself and this good 
youth, who has guided me hither, and who seems less 
able to bear hanger and long riding than Henry of Na- 
varre." 

'* I will order such poor fare as our house affords to 
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be placed before your majesty directly," replied St. 
R6al, *' though I fear me much that the two surgeons 
and a priest, together with a ^enitlhomme serjerU from 
La Fldche, are even now busy m despatching all that iu 
already prepared." 

'* Let us join them ! let us join them^ by all means !'* 
cried the king; "by my faith, I would never choose to 
dine where better cneer is usually to be found, than in 
company with surgeons and with priests. The first 
are too much accustomed to the care of other p>eople's 
bodies to neglect their own; and the others, though 
they limit their special vocation to the preparation of 
soul^ for the other world, are not without care for the 
preservation of the corporeal part in this. But our 
horses, St. R^al — they stand in the courtyard : that is 
to say, my horse, and this good youth^s more humble 
charger in the shape of an ass." 

St. R^al turned his eyes upon the youth while the 
king spbke ; and after having replied that he would give 
instant orders for Henry's equipage of all kinds to be 
attended to, added, still looking at the boy, '* Your ma- 
jesty's page, I suppose 1" 

**lf so, but the page of a day," replied the king; 
*' but, nevertheless, though of so short an acquaintance, 
I can say that he seems as good a boy as ever lived, has 
guided me here through many dangers, with more wit 
and more courage too than most would have shown, and 
is by far too wise to prefer the service of a poor king to 
that of a rich lord. In short, St. R^al, it seems that he 
was coming here when I met with him ; and as his sole 
guerdon for the pains he has taken, he required me to 
advocate his cause with your father, to have him re- 
ceived as a page in your household." 

** My father," said St. Real, in reply, " has a mortal 
aversion to pages, ever since the queen was here with 
more than half a score, and willonly suffer two in his 
household — his own stirrup page, and mine, a dwarf, 
given me by my cousin Philip." 

•' Nay, nay, you must not refuse my first request, St. 
R^al," said the king ; " for 1 have many another to make 
ere I have done, and if I halt at the first step, I shall 
never be able to walk through the rest of the list." 

" Oh ! 1 never dreamed of refusing your majesty so 
trifling a thing," replied the other; ''but we must give 
him some other name than page. What will you be, my 
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boy ? You are too young and too gay looking for a 
valet in such a dull house as this.'' 

"And too noble," added the youth, " or too proud, if 
you will. I seek not, sir, to take wages of any man ; 
but I seek to pass a time in some house where the hearts 
are as noble as the blood they contain, wliere old* feel- 
ings are not forgpt in new follies ; and I would fain that 
that house were the chlLteau of St. R^al." 

" You speak well, good youth, and more like a man 
than a boy ; but somewhat too haughtily too," replied St. 
Real. 

" I will speak more humbly when I am your follower," 
answered the youth, colouring a good deal; " to those 
who would raise me up, I can be as humble as the dust, 
and to those who would cast me down, as proud as a 
diamond. I sought to be your father's page, my lord," 
he added, in a softer tone, " because 1 heard much of 
him, and because all that I did hear showed him as a 
man blending so equally in his nature goodness and no 
bility, that love and reverence must be his followers 
wherever he bend his steps." 

Someth^ing very like a tear rose in St. Real's fine clear 
eye, and the youth proceeded : " I am grieved that 
aught should have grieved you, sir, on his account ; but 
still let me beseech you to take me into his service. 
You know not," he added, eagerly, ** how kindly I can 
tend those I love ; how T can amuse the weary hours of 
sickness, and while away the moments of pain. I can 
read him stories from ancient lore, and from many a 
language that few pages know. I can tell him tales 
of other lands, and describe places, and things, and na- 
tions that he has never seen. I can sing to him sweet 
songs in tongues that are all music, and play to him on 
the lute as none in this land can play." 

" Enough \ enough !" cried Henry ; " by my life, St, 
R6al, if you do not conclude your bargain with the boy 
quickly, I will step in and try to outbid you in your 
offers ; for if he but perform his undertaking with you as 
well as he has done with me, you will have a page such 
as never was since this world began." 

" He was ours, my lord, from the first moment that 
your majesty expressed a wish that he should be so," 
replied St. R6al. " There is my hand, good youth, and 
it shall ever give ydu aid and protection at your need. 
But tell me, what is your name ? for although, as in the 
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old times^ we let our guests come and go in the chateau 
without a question ; yet, of course, I must know what I 
am to call you." 

•* Leonard,** answered the youth ; " Leonardo, in my 
own land; but here in France men call me Leonard de 
Monte." 

*' I thought I heard a slight Italian accent on your 
lips," said St. R^al; '* but tell me, have I not seen you as 
one of the pages of Queen Catharine's court ? — a court," 
he added, sdmost regretting that he had yielded to the 
king's request, ** a court, not the best school for — " But 
there again he paused, unwilling to hurt the feelings of 
any one, and seeing a flush come over the boy's face, as 
if he already anticipated the bitter censure that court so 
well deserved. The youth's answer made him glad that 
he had paused. 

*' I know what are in your thoughts, sir," he replied ; 
** but I beseech you to speak no evil of a mistress who 
is now dead, and who was ever kind to me. Let her 
faults lie in the grave where she lies, and let men forget 
them as soon as tlley forget virtues. As for myself, I 
may have faults too ; but they have never been those of 
the persons among whom I mingled; I have neither 
learned to lie nor to flatter, nor to cheat, nor to run evil 
messages, nor give sweet hints. If, then, I have lived 
amid corruption and come out pure — " 

'* You are gold tried in the fire," rejoined St. R6al, 
laying his hand upon his shoulder ; '* and 1 will trust 
you, my good youth, as much convinced by the ten- 
derness of your speech towards her who is no more, as 
by your defence of yourself. But this matter has kept 
your majesty too long," he added, " and by your per- 
mission I will now conduct you to the lesser hall, where 
these four persons are at supper ; though I cannot but 
think that you had better suffer me to order you refresh- 
ments here." 

♦* Nay, nay, I will sup with chirurgeons by all means," 
re,plied Henry, laughing, " and we will forget that there 
is such a thing as a king, if you please, St. R^al ; for I 
would not have it blazed abroad that I am wandering 
about without an escort, or I might soon find myself in 
the castle of Amboise. Call me Maltre Jacques, if ypu 
please, for the present time, and let us make haste ; for 
if I am to gauge the appetite of those worthy doctors 

d3 
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by my own, they will have devoured the supper ere W6 
reach the hall." 

" Permit me, then, to show the way," replied St. R^aL 
" Seek out my dwarf Bartholo, good youth," he added, 
turning to the page, "and bid him find you lodging 
and refreshment, as he values my favour. But I wiU 
see more to your comfort myself shortly : for the villain 
is sometimes insolent, and may be spiteful too, like most 
of his race, though I never have marked it." 

The youth bowed his head witliout other reply, and 
St. R6al proceeded to conduct Henry of Navarre, after- 
ward so well known as the frank and gallant *' Henri 
Quatre," along the many long and dimly lighted pas- 
sages of the cMteau of St. R^al, towards a small hall in 
one of the farthest parts of the building. 

" Mditre Jacques ! remember I am Maitre Jacques !" 
said Henry, as the young noble laid his hand upon th.e 
lock ; *' and you must not only make your words call me 
80, but your demeanour also, St. Real." 

"Fear not! fear not!" answered St. Real, in a low 
tone ; *' I vrill be as disrespectful as you can desire, 
sire." 

Thus saying, he opened the door, exposing to view the 
interior of what was called the little hall, which pre- 
sented a scene whereon we may dwell for a single in- 
stant ; for, though the picture which it displayed of the 
callous indifference of human nature to the griefs and 
sufferings of others is not an agreeable one, it was not 
new enough even then to excite wonder, and is not old 
enough now to be omitted. The master of the house 
was dying, and his family full of sorrow at the approach- 
ing loss of one who had been a father to all who sur- 
rounded him ; but there, in the little hall, was collected, 
in the persons of the surgeons, the priest, and the law- 
yer, attendant upon the dying man, as merry a party as 
it had ever contained. The hall, though it was called 
little, was only so comparatively ; for its size was suffi- 
cient to make the table at which the feasters sat look 
like a speck in the midst. Nevertheless, it was well 
lighted; and St. Real and his royal companion, as they 
entered, could plainly see the man of law holding up a 
brimming Venice glass of rich wine to one of his two 
shrewd eyes, while the hall was echoing to some potent 
jest that he had just cast forth among his companions. 
Even the carver at the buf&t, and the serving man who 
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was filling up the wine for the rest, were shaking their 
well-covered sides at the joke ; and the priest, though 
repressing as far as possible the outward signs of merri- 
ment, was palating the bon mot with a sly smile, and 
perhaps a covert intention of using it himself second 
hand, whenever he could find occasion. For a minute 
or two the party at the table did not perceive the en- 
trance of any other persons, or concluded that those 
who did enter were servants; and their conversation 
went on in the same light tone which had evidently 
predominated up to that moment. 

As soon, however, as St. R^al and his guest appeared, 
matters assumed a different aspect ; and solemn cere- 
mony and respect took the place of merriment. Seats 
were soon placed ; and Henry, while engaged in satisfy- 
ing the hunger that a long day's journt;y had occasioned, 
failed not ]^y some gay and sportive observations to bring 
back a degree of cheerfulr^ess : but the natural frank 
liveliness of the king's heart was controlled, or rather 
oppressed, by many an anxious thought for himself, and 
by feelings of kindly and sincere sympathy with the 
young noble who sat beside him. St. R^al, on his part, 
did not affect to feel aught but deep anxiety ; and, after 
their entrance, the merriment of the party in the hall 
was very much sobered down from its previous elevated 
tone, giving way, indeed, in the breasts of the lawyer 
and the surgeons, to many a shrewd conjecture in regard 
to the profession and object of their new comrade 
Maitre Jacques. 

In the mean time the page stood where St. R6al and 
the king had left him, supporting himself against the 
table in an attitude of much grace, but one which spoke 
deep and somewhat melancholy thought. His head 
leaned upon his bosom, his hands fell listlessly by his 
side, his eyes strained with the deep and intense gaze 
of anxious meditation upon one unmeaning spot of the 
marble floor ; and thus, without the slightest motion, he 
continued so long in the same position, that he might 
have been taken for some fanciful statue tricked out in 
the gay dress of that time, had not every now and then 
a deep sigh broke from his bosom, and evinced the con- 
scious presence of life and all its ills. 

Near a quarter of an hour elapsed without his taking 
the slightest notice of the lapse of time. The steps of 
his new master and the prince had long ceased to sound 
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through the passages, other noises had made themselveB 
heard and died away again ; but the youth remained ap* 
pareptly unconscious of everything but some peculiar 
and absorbing facts in his own situation. His revery 
was, however, at length disturbed, but apparently not 
unexpectedly, though the stealthy step and silent mo- 
tions with which the dwarf Bartholo advanced into the 
room in which the youth stood had brought him near 
before the other was aware of his presence. For a mo- 
ment after their eyes had met neither spoke, though 
there was much meaning in the glance of each ; and at 
length the youth made a silent motion of his hand to- 
wards the door. The sign was obeyed at once ; and the 
dwarf, closing the door cautiously, returned with a quick 
step, suddenly bent one knee to the ground, and kissed 
the hand the boy extended towards him. 

*' So, Bartholo," he said, receiving this somewhat ex- 
traordinary greeting as a thing of course — *' so ! you 
see that I am here at length !" 

" I do," replied the dwarf, rising ; " but for what object 
you are come I cannot conceive." 

" For many objects," answered the youth ; " but one 
sufficient to myself is, that I am near those I wish to be 
near; and can watch their actions — perhaps see into 
their thoughts. If 1 could make myself sure that St. 
R6al really loves the girl! that were worth all the 
trouble." 

" But the risk ! thfe risk !" exclaimed the dwarf. 

" The risk is nothing, if my people are faithful to me," 
answered the youth, sharply ; '* and wo be to them if they 
are not! Why came you not as I commanded, but left 
me to wait and wander in the neighbourhood of Beau- 
mont, and nearly be taken by a party of reitres, in the 
pay of Mayenne ?" 

*' I could not come," answered the dwarf; "for I was 
sent to seek a chirurgeon from Tours for the old man, 
who lies at the point of death. I made what haste I 
could ; but missed you, and could not overtake you till 
you had nearly reached the ch&teau." 

" And is the old marquis, then, so near the end of a 
long good life ?" asked the youth. *' There are some men 
whose deeds are so full of immortality, that we can 
scarce fancy even their bodies shall become food for 
worms. But so it must be with the best as well as with 
the worst of us." 
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" Even 80 !^' answered the dwarf; " but as to this old 
man, I have not seen him with mine own eyes for this 
many a day ; but the report runs in the castle that he 
cannot long survive/' 

*' His death would come most inopportune for all my 
plans/' replied the youth ; *' it would place me in strange 
circumstances : and yet I would dare them, for I have 
passed through still stranger without fear. 1 feel my 
own heart strong — ay, even in its weakness ; and I wiU 
not fear. Nevertheless, see you obey ray orde^fs better. 
You should have sent some other on your errand, and 
not have left me to the mercy of a troop of reitres." 

" Crying your mercy," said the dwarf, with a signif- 
icant grin, ** I should have thought that your late com- 
panion might have proved as dangerous." 

" Dare you be insolent to me, sir 1" cried the youth, 
fixing his full dark eye sternly on the dwarf. ^* But, no ; 
I know you dare not, and you know me too well to dare. 
But you are wrong. Whatever may be the' faults of 
Harry of Navarre, all reprobate heretic as he is, never* 
theless he is free from every ungenerous feeling ; and 
although I might think I saw a glance of recognition in 
his eyes, yet 1 harbour not a fear that he will bietray me 
or make any ill use of his knowledge, even if he have re- 
membered me." 

" Are you aware, however," asked the dwarf, lower- 
ing his voice and dropping his eyes — " are you aware 
that the Count d'Aubin is here I" 

" J»fo, no !" cried the youth, starting. " No, no ! Where 
— where do you mean 1 I know that he is in Maine, but 
surely not here." 

" In this very house," answered the dwarf — " in the 
great hall, not a hundred yards from the spot where we 
now stand." 

^* Indeed !" said the other, musing. ** Indeed ! I knew 
that he was near, and that we should soon meet ; but I 
did not think to find him here. Look at me, Bartholo ! 
look at me well ! Think you that he would recognise 
me ! Gold, and embroidery, and courtly fashions, are 
all laid aside ; and I might be taken for the son of a 
mechanic, or, at best, for the child of some inferior 
burgher." 

*' I knew you at once !" answered the page, emphat- 
ically." 

<< Yes, yes ; but that is different," replied he whom we 



46 ONE IN A thousand; or» 

shall take the liberty of c^ling by the name he had g^iven 
himself, although that name, it need scarcely be said, 
was assumed — *' but that is different," replied Leonard 
de Monte. " You were prepared to know me ; but I 
think that I am secure with all others. Why, when I 
look in the mirror, I hardly know myself." 

The dwarf gazed over the person of him who was 
evidently his real master, however he might, for some 
unexplained purposes, affect to be in the service of 
others, and, after a moment, he rephed, with a shrug of 
the shoulders, *' It may be so indeed. Dusty, and travel- 
soiled, and changed, perhaps he would not know you ; 
and were you to j^ut on a high f raise, instead of that 
falhng collar, it would make a greater difference still in 
your appearance." 

"Quick! get me one then," cried the youth; " I will 
pass before him for an instant this very night, that his 
eye may become accustomed to the sight, and memory 
be lulled to sleep. See, too, that all be prepared for me 
to lodge as you know I would." 

" I have already marked out a chamber," answered 
the dwarf, " and have curried favour with the major- 
domo, so that he will readily grant it to the new page at 
my request." 

" Where is it 1" demanded the youth. " You know 
I am familiar with the house." 

** It is," replied the dwarf, " one of the small cham- 
bers, with a little antechamber, in the garden tower." 

" Quick, then ! Haste and ask it for me," exclaimed 
Leonard de Monte. " The young lord bade me apply to 
you for what I needed; so you can plead his order to the 
master of the chambers. Then bring me the fraise 
speedily, ere I have time to think twice, and to waver in 
my resolutions." 

With almost supernatural speed the dwarf did his 
errand, and returned, bearing with him one of those stiff 
frills, extended upon whalebone, which are to be seen 
in all the portraits of those days. The youth instantly 
took it from his hand ; and, concealing the falling collar 
of lace, which was for a short period the height of 
fashion at the court of Henry III., and which certainly 
did not well accord with the simplicity of the rest of his 
apparel, he tied the fraise round his neck, and advanced 
to a small mirror, in a silver frame, that hung against 
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the arras. " Yes, that does better,'* he exclaimed, " that 
does better. Now, what say you, Bartholo V 

" That you are safe," answered the page — " that I 
should not know you myself, did I not hear your voice." 

" Well, then, lead on through the hall, if Philip of 
Aubin be there," replied the youth ; *' and when 1 am 
in my chamber, bring me a wafer and a cup of wine ; 
for I am weary and must seek rest." 

The dwarf opened the door, and led the way, con- 
ducting his young companion across the great hall, up 
and down which the Count d'Aubin was pacing slowly 
and thoughtfully. 

** Who have you there, Bartholo ?" demanded the 
young noble as tney passed. 

'' Only a page, my lord," replied the dwarf; and they 
walked on. The count looked at the page attentively ; 
but not the slightest sign of recognition appeared on his 
face ; and though the youth's steps faltered a little with * 
the apprehension of discovery, he quitted the hall, sat- 
isfied that his disguise was not seen through. As soon 
as they reached the door of the small chamber, which 
was to be thenceforth his abode, Bartholo left him, to 
bring the refreshment he had ordered ; and as the dwarf 
passed by the door of the hall once more, and heard the 
steps of the count pacing up and down, he paused an 
instant, as if undecided. '* Shall I tell him ?" he mut- 
tered between his teeth — ** shall I tell him, and blow 
the whole scheme to pieces ? But, no, no, no ; I should 
lose all, and with him it might have quite the contrary 
effect. I must find another way ;" and he walked on. 



CHAPTER V. 

The Chevalier de St. Real, according to the ideas of 
hospitality entertained in those days, pressed^ie King 
of Navarre to his food, and urged the wine iiP^n him ; 
but scarcely had Henry's glass been filled twice, ere the 
somid of steps hurrying hither and thither was heard in 
the hall, and the young noble cast many an anxious look 
towards the door. It opened at lengUi, and an old ser- 
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vant entered, who, approaching the chair of his young 
lord, whispered a few words in his ear. 

" Indeed !" said St. Real ; " I had hoped his sleep 
would have lasted longer. How seems he now, Duver- 
dier t — is he refreshed by this short repose 1" 

" I cannot say I think it, sir," replied the servant ; 
'* but he asks anxiously for you, and we could not find 
you in the hall." 

*' 1 come," answered St. R6al ; and then turning to the 
king, he added, " My father's short rest is at an end, and 
I will now tell him of your visit, sir. Doubtless he will 
gladly see you, as there is none he respects more 
deeply." 

" Go ! go !" cried Henry ; " I will wait you here, with 
these good gentlemen. Let me be no restraint upon 
you. Yet tell your father, my good lord, that my busi- 
ness is such as presses a man's visits on his friends, 
even at hours unseasonable, else would I not ask to see 
him when he is ill and suffering." 

The young lord of St. R6al bowed his head and quitted 
the apartment ; while Henry remained with the other 
■guests, whose wonder was not a little increased in 
regard to who this Maitre Jacques could be, by the great 
reverence which seemed paid to him. They had soon 
an opportunity of expressing their curiosity to each 
other, in the absence of its object; for in a very few 
minutes the Chevalier de St. R6al returned, and besought 
Henry to ** hotwur his father's chamber with his pres- 
ence." The king followed with a smile ; and when 
the door of the little hall was closed behind them, laid 
his hand upon St. Real's arm, saying, " You are no good 
actor, my good friend." 

** I am afraid not," replied St. Real, in a tone from 
which he could not banish the sadness occasioned by his 
father's illness ; " yet I trust what 1 said may in no 
degree betray your majesty." 

"No, no," answered Henry, "1 dare ^ say not; and 
should you see any suspicions, St. Real, y^ must either 
— in pe^ice for having shown too much reverence for 
a king, ilr an age when kings are out of all respect — you 
must either keep those gentry close prisoners here till 
I have reached Tours, and thence made a two-days' 
journey Paris- ward, or you must give me a guard of fifty 
men to push my Way through a« far as Ghartres." 
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•^It shall be which your majesty pleases,'*' replied St. 
R6al : " but here is my father's chamber." 

The spot where they stood was situated halfway up 
a long passage traversing the central part of the chateau 
of St. Real, narrow, low, and unhghted during the day 
by anything but two small windows, one at each ex* 
treme. At present two or three lamps served to show 
the way to the apartments of the sick man, at the small 
low-framed doorway of which stood an attendant, as if 
stationed for the purpose of giving or refusing admit- 
tance to those who came to visit the suffering noble. 
The servant instantly threw back the plain oaken board 
which served as a door, and the next moment Henry 
found himself in the antechamber of the sick man's 
room. The interior of the apartment into which he was 
now admitted was much superior in point of comfort to 
that which one might have expected from the sight of 
such an entrance. Th^ antechamber was spacious, hung 
with rich though gloomy arras, and carpeted with mats 
of fine rushes. One or two beds were laid upon the 
ground for the old lord's attendants ; and on many a peg j 
thrust through the arras, hung trophies of war or of the 
chase, together with several lamps and sconces which 
cast considerable light into the room. The chamber 
beyond was kept in a greater degree of obscurity, 
though the light was still sufiicient to show the king, as 
he passed through the intermediate doorway, the faded 
form of the old Marquis of St. R^al, lying in a large an- 
tique bed of green velvet, with one thin and feeble hand 
stretched out upon the bedclothes. At the bolster was 
placed one of those oldfashioned double seated chairs, 
which are now so seldom seen, even as objects of anti- 
quarian research ; and, from one of the two places which 
it afforded, an attendant of the sick rose up as Henry 
entered, and glided away into the anteroom. St. R6al 
paused and closed the door between the two chambers ; 
and Henry, advancuig, took the vacant seat, and kindly 
laid his hand u^n that of his sick friend. 

" Why how now, lord marquis 1" he said, in a feeling 
but cheerful tone ; " how now ? this is not the state^in 
which I hoped to find you. But, faith, I must have you 
better soon, for I would fain see you once more at the 
head* of your followers." 

The Marquis of St. R^al shook his head, with a look 
which had neither melancholy nor fear in its expressiooy 
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but which plainly conveyed his conviction that he was 
never destined to lead followers to the field again, or 
rise from the bed on which he was then stretched. Nor, 
indeed — although the young monarch spoke cheerful 
hopes — did he entertain any expectations equal to his 
words. The Marquis of St. R^al was more than eighty 
years of age ; and though his frame had been one of great 
power, and in his eyes there was still beaming the light of 
a fine heart and active mind, yet time had bowed him long 
before, and many a past labour and former hardship in 
the Italian wars had broken the staff of his strength, 
and left him to fall before the first stroke of illness. 
Sickness had come at length, and now all the powers of 
life were evidently failing fast. The features of his face 
had grown thin and sharp ; his temples seemed to have 
fallen in ; and over his whole countenance — which in his 
green old age had been covered with the ruddy hue^of 
health — was now spreading fast the gray ashy colour of 
the grave. 

" Your majesty is welcome !" he said, in a low faint 
voice, which obliged Henry to bend his head in order to 
catch the sounds ; ** but 1 must not hope, either for your 
majesty or any one else, to set lance in the rest again. I 
doubt not," he continued, after a momentary pause — 
**I doubt not that you have thought me somewhat cold- 
hearted and ungrateful, after many favours received at 
rQur hands, and at those of your late noble mother, that 
have not long before this espoused the cause of those 
whom I. think unjustly persecuted. But I trust that you 
have not come to reproach me with what I have not done, 
bu*; rather to show me how I can serve you in my dying 
hour; without, however, even then forgetting the alle- 
giance I owe to the crown of France, and my duty to 
her monarch." 

"To reproach you, I certainly have not come, my 
noble friend," answered Henry ; " for 1 have ever re- 
spected your scruples, though I may have thought them 
unfounded. Nevertheless, what I have now to tell you 
will put those scruples to an end at once and for ever. 
The cause of Henry of Navarre and of Henry III. of 
France are now about to be united. My good brother- 
in-law, the king, has written to me for aid — " 

" To you ! — to you !" exclaimed the marquis, raising 
his head feebly, and speaking with a tone of much sur- 
prise. 
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** Ay, even to me," answered Henry. " He found that 
he had misused a friend too long, and that too long he had 
courted enemies ; and, wise at length, he is determined 
to call around him those who really wish well to him 
and to our country, and to use against his foes that 
sword they have so long mocked in safety. I am now 
on my way to join him with all speed, while my 
friends and the army follow more slowly. As I ad- 
vanced, I could not resist the hope that enticed me hither 
— the hope that, when justice, and friendship, andloyalty 
are all united upon our side, the Marquis of St. R6al, to 
whom justice, and friendship, and loyalty were always 
dear, will no longer hesitate to give us that great support 
which his fortune, his rank, his renown, and his retainers 
enable him so well to afford.'' 

" When Henry of Navarre lends his sword to Henry 
of France, liow should I dream of refusing my poor aid 
to both ?" answered the marquis. ** When you refuse 
not to serve an enemy, sir, how should I refuse to serve 
a friend 1 But my own services are over. This world 
and I, like two old friends at the end of a long journey, 
are just shaking hands before we part; but I leave 
behind me one that may well supply my place. Huon, 
my dear son, are you there T' 

"I am here, sir," said the young lord, advancing: 
** what is your will, my father 1" 

" My son, I am leaving you," replied the marquis : " I 
shall never quit this bed ; another sun will never rise 
and set for me. I leave you in troublous times, Huon, in 
times of difficulty and of sorrow ; but that which now 
smooths my pillow at my dying hour, and makes the 
last moments of life happy, is the fearless certainty 
that, come what may, my son will live and die worthy 
of the name that he inherits ; and will find difficulty and 
danger but steps to honour and renown. So long as in- 
justice stained the royal cause, and cruelty and tyranny 
drove many a noble heart to revolt, I would take no part 
in the dissensions that have torn our unhappy land; 
though God knows I have often longed to draw the 
sword in behalf of the oppressed ; but now that the crown 
calls to its aid those it once persecuted, in order to put 
an end to faction and strife, my scruples are gone, and, 
were not life gone too, none would sooner put his foot 
in the stirrup than I. But those days are past ; and on 
you, my son, must devolve the task. A few hours now, 
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and I shall be no more ; yet I will not seek to command 
you how to act when I am gone. Your own heart has 
ever been a good and faithful monitor. Let me, how- 
ever, counsel you to seek the Duke of Mayenne ere yoci 
draw the sword against him. Show him your purposes 
and your motives ; and tell him that he may be sure those 
who have been neutral will now become his enemies — 
those who have been his friends will daily fall from him, 
unless he follow the dictates of loyalty and honour." 

The old man paused, and a slight smile curled the lip 
of Henry of Navarre. His nature, however, was too 
frank to let anything which might pass for a sneer re- 
main unexplained ; and he said, ^' You know not these 
factious Guises well enough, my friend. They strike for 
dominion ; and that game must be a hopeless one indeed, 
which they would not play to gratify their ambition. 
But let your son seek Mayenne ! More ! — if he will, let 
him not decide whose cause he will espouse till he have 
heard all the arguments which faction can bring forth to 
colour treason. I fear not. Strong in the frank upright- 
ness of a good cause, and confident both of his honesty and 
clear good sense, 1 will trust to his own judgment, when 
he has heard all with his own ears. Let him call toge- 
ther what followers he can ; let him march them upon 
Paris; and, under a safe conduct from the duke and 
from the king, visit both camps alike. True, that with 
Henry of Valois he will find much to raise disgust and 
contempt; but there, too, he will find the only king of 
France, and with him all that is loyal in the land. With 
Mayenne, and his demagogues of the Sixteen, he will find 
faction, ambition, injustice, and fanaticism ; and 1 well 
know which a St. Real must choose." 

** Frank, noble, and confiding, ever, sire !" said the 
marquis ; ** nor with us will your reliance prove vain. 
Oh, that we had a king like you ! How few hearts then 
could, by any arts, be estranged from the throne !" 

" Nay, nay," said Henry, smiling, " you forget that I 
am a heretic, my good lord— a Huguenot— a maheuire ! 
They would soon find means to corrupt the base, and to 
persuade the weak against me, were I king of France 
to-morrow ; which God forefend ! and, by my faith, were 
I a great valuer of that strange thing, life, 1 should look 
for poison in my cup, or a dagger in my bosom at every 
hour." 

''And yet, my lord, you are going to trust yourself 
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where daggers have lately been somewhat too rife,*^ 
said the Chevalier de St. Real; ** and that too, if I under- 
stood you rightly, with but a small escort." 

" As small as may be," answered the king, " consist- 
ing, indeed, of but this one faithful friend, who has never 
yet proved untrue ;" and he laid his finger on the hilt of 
his sword, adding gayly, " but no fear, no fear : my cou- 
sin brother-in-law could have no earthly motive in kill- 
ing me but to make Mayenne king of France, which, by 
my faith, he seeks not to do. He knows me too well, 
also, to think that I would injure him, even if I could ; 
and, perhaps finds now, that by making head against the 
Guises, and their accursed League, I have been serving 
him ever, though against his will." 

*' Would it not be better, my lord," asked the old 
man, in a feeble voice — " would it not be better to wait 
till you are accompanied by your own troops V* 

" No, no," replied Henry ; '* Mayenne presses him 
hard. He is himself dispirited, his troops are more. 
Still more of the Spanish ccUholicon, l> mean Spanish 
mercenaries, are likely to be added to the forces of the 
League ; and I fear that, if some means be not taken to 
keep up his courage, more speedily than could be ac- 
complished by the march of my forces, he may cast 
himself upon the mercy of the enemy, and France be 
lost for ever." 

" The Duke of Guise went as confidently to Blois as 
your majesty to Tours," said the chevalier ; " and the 
Duke of Guise was called a friend: you have long 
been looked on as an enemy." 

" But Guise was a traitor," answered Henry, ** and 
met with treachery, as a traitor may expect. He went 
confiding alone in his own courage, but knowing that his 
own designs were evil. I go, confiding both in myself 
and in my honesty ; and well knowing, that in all France 
there is not one man who has just cause to wish that 
Henry of Navarre were dead." 

*' He has violated his safe conduct more than once,'* 
said the marquis, " and may violate it again." 

"It will not be in my person, then," answered the 
king ; " for safe conduct have I none, but his own letter, 
calUng for my aid in time of need. Two drops of my 
blood, I do believe, spilled on that letter, would raise a 
flame therewith in every noble bosom that would set 
half the land on fire. But I fear not : kings have no 
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Tight to fear. My honesty is my breastplate, my good 
friend ; and the steel must be sharp indeed that will not 
turn its edge on that." 

" And the hand must be backward indeed," said the 
marquis, '* that would refuse its aid to such a heart. 
However, my lord, I give you my promise, and I am 
sure that my son will give you his, that the followers 
of St. Real shall be in the field within a month from this 
very night. Willingly, too, would we promise that they 
should join the royal cause ; but, it is better, perhaps, as 
you have offered, that he who leads them should go free, 
till he shall have spoken his feelings freely to the lead- 
ers of the League." 

" So be it ! so be it, then !" answered Henry. " I 
apprehend no change of feeling towards me. My cause 
is that of justice, of loyalty, and of France. So long as 
I opposed your king in arms, I could hardly hope that a 
St. R6al would join me, however great the private friend- 
ship might be between us ; but, now that his cause is 
mine, and that the sword once drawn to withstand his 
injustice is drawn to uphold his throne, I know I shall 
meet no refusal. But I weary you, lord marquis," he 
continued, rising ; '* and, good faith, I owe you no small 
apology for troubling you with such matters at such a 
time. Yet, I will trust," he added, laying his hand once 
more on that sick man — " yet I will trust that this is not 
our last meeting by very many, and that I shall soon 
hear of you in better health." 

The marquis shook his head. " My lord," he said, 
'* I am a dying man ; and though, perhaps, were the 
choice left to us, I would rather have died on* the battle- 
field, serving with the last drops of my old blood some 
noble cause : yet, I fear not death, even here, in my 
bed ; where, to most men, he is more terrible. I have 
lived, I trust, well enough not to dread death ; and I have, 
certainly, lived long enough to be weary of life. For 
the last ten years, though they have, certainly, been 
years of such health and strength as few old men ever 
know, yet, I have daily found some fine faculty of this 
wonderful machine in which we live, yielding to the 
■ force of time. The ear has grown heavy and the eye 
grown dim, my lord ; the sinews are weak and the joints 
are stiff. Thank Heaven ! the great destroyer has left 
the mind untouched : but it is time that it should be sep- 
arated from the earth to which it is joined, and go back 
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to God, who sent it forth. Fare yoa well, sir; and 
Heaven protect you I The times are evil in which your 
lot is cast ; but if ever I saw a man who was fitted to 
bring evil times to good, it is yourself/* 

" Fare you well ! fare you well, my good old friend !" 
answered Henry, grasping his hand ; ^ and though I be a 
Huguenot, doubt not, St. Real, that we shall meet again.'* 

•* I doubt it not, my lord," replied the old man, " 1 
doubt it not ; and, till then, God protect your majesty V* 

Henry echoed the prayer, and quitted the sick man's 
chamber, followed by the young lord of St. Real. He 
suffered not his attendance long, however; but retiring 
at once to rest, drank the sleeping cup with his young 
friend, and sent him back to the chamber of his father. 
He had judged, and had judged rightly, that the end of 
the old Marquis of St Rial was nearer than his son an- 
ticipated. After the king had left the chamber, he was 
visited by the surgeon and the priest, and then again 
slept for several hours. When he awoke there was no 
one but his son by his bedside, and he gazed upon him 
with a smile, which made the young lord believe that he 
felt better. 

" Are you moire at ease, my father 1" asked the young 
man, with reviving hopes. 

*' I am quite at ease, my dear Huon,*' replied his father. 
**I had hoped that in that sleep I should have passed 
away ; but, by my faith, I will turn round and try again, 
for I am drowsy still." Thus saying, he turned, and once 
more closing his eyes, remained about an hour in sweet 
and tranquil slumber. At the end of that time, his son, 
who watched him anxiously, heard a slight rustle of the 
bedclothes. He looked nearer, but all was quiet, and his 
father seemed still asleep. There was no change either 
in feature or in hue ; but still there was an indescribable 
something in the aspect of his parent that made the 
young man's heart beat painfully. He gazed upOn the 
quiet form before him — he listened for the light whisper 
of the breath ; but all was still — the throbbing of the 
heart was over, the light of life had gone out ! St. 
Real was glad that he was alone ; for, had any other eye 
than that of Heaven been upon him, he might not have 
given way to those feelings which would have been 
painful to restrain. As it was, he wept for some time in 
solitude and silence ; and then, calling the attendants, 
proceeded to fulfil all those painful offices towards the 
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deceased which in those days were sadly multiplied. 
When these were finished, the morning light was shining 
into the dull chamber of the dead ; and St. R6al, retiring 
to his own apartments, sent to announce his loss to his 
cousin and to the King of Navarre. The first instantly 
joined him, and offered such consolation as he thought 
most likely to sooth his cousin's mind. Henry of Na- 
varre, however, was not in his chamber ; and, on further 
inquiry, it was found that he had taken his departure 
with the first ray of the morning light. 



CHAPTER VI. 

A MONTH and some days succeeded, full of events im 
portant to France, it is true, but containing nothing cal- 
culated to affect materially the course of this history ; 
and 1 shall, therefore, pass over, in my narrative, that 
lapse of time without comment, changing the scene also 
without excuse. 

There is in France a forest, in the heart of which I 
have spent many a happy hour, which, approaching the 
banks of the small river Iton, spreads itself out over a 
large tract of varied and beautiful ground between £v- 
reux and Dreux, sweeping round that habitation of mel- 
ancholy memories called Navarre, filled with the recol- 
Jections of Turennes and Beauharnois. Over a much 
. greater extent of ground, however, than the forest, prop- 
erly so called, now occupies, large masses of thicket 
and wood, with, occasionally, much more splendid rem- 
nants of the primeval covering of earth, show how wide 
the forest of Evreux must have spread in former years ; 
and, in fact, the records of the times of which I write 
compute the extreme length thereof at thirty-five French 
leagues ; while the breadth seems to have varied at dif- 
ferent pointy from five to ten miles. 

In the space thus occupied, was comprised almost 
every description of scenery which a forest can display ; 
hill and dell, rock and river, with sometimes even a 
meadow or a cornfield presenting itself in different parts 
of the wood, which was traversed by two high roads ; 
the one leading from Touraine, and the other from Aleiv 
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gDD, Caen, and the northern parts of Normandy. These 
igh roads, however, were, from the very circumstances 
of time, but little frequented ; for the eloquent words of 
Alexis Monteil, in describing the state of France in the 
days of the League, afford no exaggerated picture : — 
" France, covered with fortified towns, with houses, 
with castles, with monasteries enclosed with waUs, 
within which no one entered, and from which no one 
issued forti», resembled a great body mailed, armed, 
and stretched lifeless on the earth." 

Nevertheless, interest and necessity either lead or 
compel men to all things ; and along the line of the two 
high roads already mentioned, were scattered one or two 
viUages and hamlets — the inhabitants of which had little 
to lose — and a number of detached houses, the proprie- 
tors of which were willing to risk a little in the hopes 
of gaining much. The fronts of these houses, by the 
various signs and inscriptions which they bore, gave no- 
tice to the wayfaring traveller, sometimes, that man and 
horse could be accommodated equally well within those 
walls ; sometimes that the human race could there find 
rest and food, if unaccompanied by the four-footed com- 
panion, whose greater corporeal powers we have made 
subservient to our greater cunning. According to the 
strict letter of the existing laws, we find that the au- 
berge for foot passengers was forbidden to lodge the 
ej^uestrian, and that the auberge for cavaliers had no 
right to receive the traveller on foot. But these laws, 
like all other foolish ones, were neglected, or evaded in 
many instances ; and he who could pay well for his en- 
tertainment, was, of ourse, very willingly admitted to 
the mercenary hospitality of either one or other class 
of inns, vvhether he made use of the two identical feet 
with which nature had provided him, or borrowed four 
more for either speed or convenience. 

Notwithstanding the turbulent elements which ren- 
dered every state of life perilous in those days, the land- 
lord of the auberge, however isolated was his dwelling, 
did not, in fact, run so much risk as may be supposed ; 
for, by a sort of common consent, proceeding from a 
general conviction of the great utility of his existence, 
and the comfort which all parties had at various times 
derived from his ever-ready welcome, the innkeeper's 
dwelling was almost universally exempt from pillage, 
except, indeed, in those cases where the party spirit of 
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the day had got the better of that interested moderation 
in politics which is such a distinguishing feature of the 
class, and had led hinv to espouse one of the fierce fac- 
tions of the times with somewhat imprudent vehe- 
mence. Nevertheless, it need hardly be said, that be- 
tween the several Villages, and the several detached 
houses which checkered the forest of Evreux, large 
spaces were left without anything like a human habita- 
tion ; and the traveller on either of the two highways, 
or on any of the'multifarious crossroads which wandered 
through the woods, might walk on for many a long and 
weary mile, without seeing anything in the likeness of 
mankind. Perhaps, indeed, he might think himself 
lucky if he did find it so ; for — as there then existed 
three or four belligerent parties in France, besides va^ 
rious bodies who took advantage of the discrepancy of 
other people's opinions upon most subjects, to assert 
their own ideas of property at the point of the sword^ 
there was every chance that, in any accidental rencoun- 
ter, the traveller would find the first person he met 
a great deal more attached to the sword than to the 
olive branch. 

A little more than a month, then, after the funeral of 
the old Marquis of St. Real, in a part of the forest where 
a few years before the axe had been busy among the 
taller trees, there appeared a group of several persons, 
two of whom have already been introduced to the notice 
of the reader. The spot in which they were seated was 
a small strip of meadow by the side of a clear little 
stream, which, at a hundred yards distance, crossed the 
high road from Touraine. From the bank of the stream 
the ground rose very gradually for some way, leaving a 
space of perhaps fifty yards in breadth, free of under- 
wood or brush. It then took a bolder sweep, and be- 
came varied with manifold trees and shrubs ; and then, 
breaking into rock as it swelled upward, it towered into 
a high and craggy hill, diversified with clumps of the 
fine tall beeches which the axe had spared, and clothed 
thickly, wherever the soil admitted it, with rich under- 
wood, springing up from the roots of larger trees, long 
felled. On the other side again, the ground sloped 
away so considerably, that had the stream fiowed 
straight on, it would have formed a cataract ; and as the 
eye rested on the clear water, winding a thousand turns 
within a very short distance of the edge of the descent, 
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tnd seeming to seek a way over without being able to 
find it, one felt as we do in gazing upon a child in a 
meadow, looking for something it has lost, which we 
ourselves see full well, yet cannot resolve to point out, 
lest the little seeker should desist from the graceful va- 
garies of his search. Various bends and knolls, how- 
ever, confined the rivulet to the course it bad taken : 
but still, the whole ground on that side was low, and at 
one point sunk much beneath the spot where the travel- 
lers before mentioned were seated, affording, over the 
green tree tops, a beautiful view of a, long expanse of 
varied ground, lying sweet in the misty hght of summer, 
with many a wide and undulating sweep, fainter and 
more faint, till some gray spires marked the position 
of a distant town, and cut the line of the horizon. 

The party here assembled consisted of five persons ; 
the first of whom was the page already described under 
the name of Leonard de Monte, and who, now stretched 
upon the ground, seemed making a light repast, while 
the dwarf Bartholo, standing beside him, filled a small 
>hom cup with wine from a gourd he carried, and pre- 
sented it to the young Italian with a low inclination of. 
the head. The other three personages who made up the 
group were evidently servants. The colours of their 
dress, however, were very different from those of the 
Marquis of St. R^al, and they were also armed up to the 
teeth, though their garb bespoke them the followers of 
some private individual, and not soldiers belonging to 
any of the parties which then divided the land. Besides 
the human denizens of the scene, five horses were 
browsing the forest grass at a little distance. Three of 
these were equipped with saddles ; while two still bore 
about them the rough harness, if harness it could be 
called, by means of which they had been attached to a 
small vehicle, somewhat between a carriage and a car, 
which, with its leathern curtains and its wicker frame, 
might be seen peeping out from among the bushes hard 
by. 

While the page concluded his repast, two of the ser- 
vants — the other seemed the driver of the carriage- 
stood behind him, with their arms folded on their bo- 
soms, but still in an attitude so common in those times 
of trouble as to have found its way into most of the pic- 
tures which have come down from that epoch to the 
present. The same movement which crossed the ri^^t 
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and left arms over the chest had easily brought the hilt 
of the sword, and the part of the broad belt from whicb 
it hung, up from the haunch to the breast, where the 
weapon was supported by the pressure of the left arm 
and the right hand, and was ever ready for service at a 
moment's notice. The youth, however, who was the 
principal person of the party, and the dwaif, who seemed 
to ape his demeanour, wore their swords differently, fol- 
lowing the extravagant court fashion of the day, and 
throwing the weapon, which in those times might be 
needed at every instant, so far behind them, that the hilt 
was concealed by the short cloak then worn, and would 
have been out of the reach of any but a very dexterous 
hand. 

When the page had concluded his repast, he wiped his- 
dagger on the grass, and returned it to the sheath ; and 
then, making the dwarf mingle some water from the 
stream with the wine he offered, he asked, ere he drank, 
** Are you sure, Bartholo, right sure, that we have 
passed them 1" 

" Certain ! quite certain!" answered the dwarf; "un- 
less, noble — " 

" Hush !" cried the youth, holding up his hand impetU' 
ously ; " have I not told thee to forget, even when we 
are alone, that I am any other than Leonard the page. 
Some day thou wilt betray me ; and, by my troth, thou 
shalt repent it if thou dost. Go on ! go on ! What wert 
thou saying 1" 

"Nothing, then, Signor Leonard," answered the 
dwarf, with his usual sardonic grin ; " but that J am cer- 
tain we have passed them, quite certain : for I saw each 
day's march laid down before they set out ; and though 
we were two days behind them, and had to take a round 
of ten leagues to avoid their route, yet we have done five 
leagues more than they each day that we have trav- 
elled." 

" Well, then, well !" said the youth ; " dine, and make 
these varlets dine. If I am in Paris three days before 
them, it is enough. Yet lose no time ; for I would fain 
be on far enough to-night to be beyond their utmost 
Jburriers ere I stay to rest. I go up yon hill to look 
over this woody world. When all is ready, whistle, 
and I wiU come." Thus saying, he turned away with a 
slow step, and cUmbing the banks, was quickly lost 
among the trees and underwood. 
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As soon as he was gone, the dwarf beckoned to the 
servants ; and, making them sit down beside him on the 
grass, did the honours of the feast, but still taking care 
to maintain that air of superiority with which a master ' 
might be supposed to portion out their meal to his do- 
mestics, on soijie of those accidental expeditions which 
level, for the time, many of the distinctions of rank. 
The servants, too, submitted to this sort of assumption 
as a matter of course ; and though the eye of each might 
be caught running over the diminutive limbs of the dwarf 
with a glance in which the contempt of big things for 
Uttle was scarcely kept down by habitual deference, 
yet, in their general demeanour, they preserved every 
sort of respect for their small companion, keeping a pro- 
found silence in his presence, and treating him with 
every mark of reverence. 

Scarcely had they concluded their meal, however, and 
were in the act of yawning at the horses they were about 
to harness, when the rustling of the bushes on the hill- 
side, and the fall of a few stones, gave notice of the ap- 
{>roach of some living being. The moment after, the 
ight and graceful form of their young master appeared, 
bounding down the slope like a scared deer, with bis 
cheek flushed, and all the flashing eagerness of haste 
and surprise sparkling in his dark eye. " Quick !" he 
cried, as he came up, ^ quick as lightning ! Draw the 
carriage into that brake, and lead the horses in among 
the bushes. Scatter as far as possible, and come not 
hither again till you hear mv horn.'' 

^ But the carriage !" cried the dwarf, looking towards 
the spot to which the page pointed—** the brake is deep 
and uneven." 

" We must get it out afterward as best we may," re- 
plied the youth; *^ do as you are bid, and make haste ! 
They are not half a mile from us, when I thought they 
were leagues, i saw them coming up, on the other side 
of the hill, and they will be here in five minutes. Quick ! 
quick as lightning, Bartholo !" 

The dwarf and his companions obeyed at once, and in 
a few moments the carriage was drawn into a woody 
brake that completely concealed it from view; the 
horses were led into the forest ; Bartholo betook himself 
one way, and the attendants another ; and their young 
brd, climbing the hill, sought himself out a place among 
the shrubs and larger trees, where he could see all that 

VOL. I. — r. 



62 ONE IN A thousand; or, 

passed upon the high road, without running any risk of 
being seen himself. A quick and impatient spirit, how- 
ever, gauging all things by its own activity, had, as is 
often the case, deceived him as to the movements of 
others ; and instead of five minutes, which was the ut- 
most space that his imagination had allowed for the ar- 
rival of the persons he had beheld, full half an hour had 
elapsed ere any one appeared. 

At length, however, the trampling of horses sounded 
along the road ; and the moment after, winding round 
from the other side of the hill, was seen a party of six 
horsemen, each bearing in his hand a short matchlock, 
with a lighted match, while three other weapons of the 
same kind hung round at the different corners of the steel 
saddle with which.every horse was furnished. After a 
short interval, another small party appeared ; and, suc- 
ceeding them again, might be seen, first moving along 
above the interposing shoulder of the hill, and then upon 
the open road, the dancing plumes of a large body of 
officers and gentlemen, in the midst of whom rode the 
young Marquis of St. Real, and his cousin, the Count 
d'Aubin. The eyes of Leonard de Monte fixed eagerly 
upon that party, and followed its movements for many a 
minute, till a new bend of the road concealed it from his 
sight ; and he turned to gaze upon the strong body of 
troops that then appeared. Two companies of infantry, 
each consisting of two hundred men, cailie next ; and a 
gay and pleasant sight it was to see them pass alonff 
with their shining steel morions, and tall plumes, and 
rich apparel, in firm array and regular order, but all gay 
and cheerful, and singing as they went. Among them, 
but in separate bands, appeared the various sorts of foot 
soldiers then common in France ; the musketeer with 
his long gun upon his shoulder, and the steel pointed 
fork, or rest, used to assist his aim in discharging his 
piece, while, together with his broad leathern belt which 
supported his long and heavy sword, hung the innumer- 
able small rolls of leather, in which the charges for his 
musket were deposited. The ancient pikeman, too, was 
there, with his long pike rising over the weapons of the 
other soldiers, and one or two bodies of arquebusiers, 
armed with a lighter and less cumbersome, but even 
more antique kind of musket, here and there checkered 
the ranks. A troop of cavalry, still stronger in point of 
numbers, succeeded, consisting of two companies of 
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men-at-arms, which old privileges permitted the two 
houses of St. R6al and D'Aubin to raise for the service 
of the crown, and of about four hundred of more lightly 
armed horse of that description which, from having been 
first introduced from Germany and Flanders, had ac- 
quired the name of rettres, even when the regiment was 
composed entirely of Frenchmen. The first body contain- 
ed none but men of noble birth, and consisted principally 
of young gentlemen attached to the two great houses 
who raised it. Each carried his lance, to which weapon 
the men-at-arms of that day clung with peculiar tenacity, 
as a vestige of that ancient chivalry which people fell 
was rapidly passing away before improved science, but 
from which they did not like to part. Each also was 
splendidly armed ; and gold and polished steel made 
their horses shine in the sunbeams. 

The reitres, however, were more simply clothed, and 
were composed of such persons from the wealthier part 
of the classe hourgeoise as the love of arms, the distinc- 
tions generally afiixed to military life, or feudal attach- 
ment to any particular house, brought from the very in- 
secure tranquillity then afforded by their paternal dwel- 
lings, to the open struggle of the field. This corps, 
however, was not distinguished by.the lance ; a long 
and heavy sword, which did terrible execution in the 
succeeding waifs, together with a number of pistols, each 
furnished with a rude flint lock, composed the offensive 
arms of the rettre. His armour, too, and his horse were 
both somewhat lighter than those of the men-at-arms ; 
but his movements were, in consequence, more easy, 
and his march less encumbered. 

The whole body wound slowly on with very little dis- . 
array or confusion, till one by one, the several bands 
turned the angle of the wood, and disappeared in the 
distant forest. A few scattered parties followed; then 
a few stragglers, and then all was left to solitude, while 
nothing but a cloudy line of dust, rising up above the 
green covering of the trees, and two or three notes of 
the trumpet, told that such a force was near, or marked 
the road it took. Leonard de Monte gazed from the 
place of his concealment upon each party as it passed, 
and then waited for several minutes, listening with at- 
tentive ear till the trumpet sounded so faintly that it was 
evident his own small hunting horn might be winded 
unheard by the retiring squadrons. He descended, how- 
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ever, in the first instance, to the bank of the stream 
where he had been prlBviously sitting, and then gave 
breath to a few low notes, as of a huntsman recalling 
his dogs. The sounds were heard by his attendants, and 
instantly obeyed. The horses were led forth from the 
wood ; and, while the two servants bestirred themselves 
to draw out the carriage from the brake in which it had 
been concealed, the youth beckoned the dwarf towards 
him, demanding, ** Now, Bartholo ! now ! what think 
you of this 1" 

" Why, 1 think it a very silly trick, sir," replied the 
dwarf: " I could forgive a raw youth like the marquis 
for leading his men through such a wood as this ; but how 
an experienced soldier, like my good lord the count, 
could let him do it, I cannot fancy. Why, the League 
might have taken them all like quails in a falling net." 

" You are wrong," said the youth ; " you are wrong, 
Bartholo. He knows full well that the League, close 
cooped in Paris, have not men to spare, and that Longue- 
ville and La None keep Aumale in check near Com- 
peigne. St. R6al is no bad soldier. At least, so I have 
heard. But it was not of that I spoke. What are we to 
do now ? You told me that they were a day behind, and 
now they are right on the road before us. They must 
have changed their route. What must we do 1" 

" Why, we must turn back," answered the dwarf, 
calmly ; '' and then at Dreux seek out the maitre des 
postes, leave these slow brutes behind us« and on to 
Paris with all the speed we can." 

** But should there be no horses 1" said the youth, " as 
was the case at La Fleche ; what must we do then 1" . 

" Oh, beyond all doubt, we shall find horses there," 
the dwarf replied : " and if the post be broken up, we 
can but apply to the master of relais, whose horses will 
take us on for fifteen leagues, while these tired brutes 
will scarce carry us to Dreux ; better go with beasts that 
have dragged a cart, than halt halfway on the road."* 

The youth paused and pondered ; and though his atten- 
tion was at first directed to the exertions of the servants 
with the carriage, yet the moment after his glance began 
to stray abstractedly over the forest ; and it is more 

* This speech of the dwarf applies to various modes of travelling, 
then known in France, which it might be tedious to explain more 
^Ij in this place. 
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than probable that his thoughts wandered much further 
than the mere trifling embarrassment in which he found 
himself; for his brow became clouded and melancholy, 
his lip quivered, and his eye, which was now agam 
straining vacantly upon the grass, seemed as if it would 
willingly have harboured a tear. The dwarf gazed at 
him earnestly with his quick black eyes, while the 
habitual sneer upon his lip seemed mingled with other 
feelings, which somewhat changed its character, but 
rendered it not less dark and keen. Whatever were his 
own thoughts, however, he seemed perfectly to compre- 
hend that his young lord's mind had run beyond the 
situation of the moment. *' You are sorry you under- 
took it at all !'' he said, keeping his eyes still fixed upon 
the face of the other. 

" Out, knave !" cried Leonard de Monte, turning sharply 
iipon him ; " out ! Did you ever know me to hesitate 
in a pursuit that I had once determined, or regret a deed 
when once it was done 1 Firm in myself, 1 am firm to 
myself, and, whether good or ill happens, I never regret. 
No, no ; think you that I am such a fool or such a child 
as to start from the first' trifling obstacle 1 to whimper, 
because I am forced to lie on a hard bed, or fly off in- 
dignant because some saucy serving man breaks his jest 
upon the page? No, no! I was thmking of my father's 
house, and of a picture there which some skilful hand 
had painted of just such a scene as this. There was the 
little sparkling stream, and there a sweet and tranquil 
grassy bank like that, with the bright sunshine— even as 
it does now — streaming through the bushes, and touching 
the rounded turf with gold. Often, very often, have I 
stood and gazed upon that landscape, and my fancy has 
rendered the dull canvass instinct with life." I have 
dreamed that I could see through those groves, or climb 
the hill, and wander among the rocks ; and in infancy — 
that time of happy hearts — imagination, as I stood and 
looked, has shaped me out a little paradise in such a 
scene as that. The palace and its cold splendour has 
faded away around me, and I have fancied myself wan- 
dering in the midst of nature's beauties, with beings as 
bright and as ideal as my dream : and now, Bartholo^ 
and now — what are all those visions now 1" 

The dwarf cast his eyes to the ground, and for a 
moment, a single moment, the cynical smile passed 
away from his lip. *' You," he said, " you have made 

f3 
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yonr fate ! You have sought the bitter well from which 
you are forced to drink. You have chosen sorrow, and 
the way to sorrow ; for the love of any human thing is 
but the high road thither, and you must tread it to the 
end." 

** How now, sir !" cried the youth, proudly tossing 
back his head, " school'st thou me 1" 

" Nay, I school you not," answered the dwarf, " and^ 
less than all sought to oflTend you. I would have given" 
you consolation. I would have said that you, for a great 
prize, had played a stake as weighty — I mean that 
knowingly, willingly, you had risked happiness for love ; 
and, seemingly having lost, are sorrowful ; but still you 
have the satisfaction of knowing that your fate has been 
your own deliberate act." 

** Would not that make it all the more painful, thou 
bitter medicine 1" asked the youth. 

" Not so !" answered the dwarf, " not so ! Think, 
what must be his feelings who is horn to disappointment 
and to scorn ; whose heart may be as fine as that which 
beats in the bosom of the lordliest warrior in the land, 
and yet whose birthright is contempt, and degradation, 
and slight : whose mind may be as bright as that of prel- 
ate, or of lawgiver, and yet whose doom is to be des- 
pised and neglected ? Think what must be his feelings, 
who has no refuge from disappointment, but in the hard- 
ness of despair; who has no warfare towage against 
insult, but by hurling back contempt and defiance." 

" I am sorry for thee, from my heart," answered the 
youth. " Indeed, I am sorry for thee." 

" FoMr pity I can bear," replied the dwarf, "because 
I believe it is of a nobler kind ; but the pity of this base 
degraded world is poison to every wound in my heart. 
No more of myself, however," he added, resuming at 
once his usual look ; " I have spoken too long about my- 
self already. I cannot change my state, were I to rea- 
son on it till the sun grew old and weary of shining; 
but you can do much to change yours ; and, in honesty, 
it were better to try a new plan, for this is a bad one." 

"Care not thou for that," replied the other; "its 
wisdom or its folly rests upon me. Thou canst not say 
that there is either sin or crime therein ; and till then, 
be silent." 

" You spoke of your father's house," still persevered 
the dwarf. " Why not return thither, where now, since 
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yoar uncle's death, peace, and repose, and a princely for- ' 
tone await you V^ 

"Return thither!" replied the youth, with a sigh. 
*' Return thither ! and for what ? to find the voices I used 
to love silent ; the forms that used to cheer it gone ; to 
see in every chamber a memorial of the dead, and in 
each well known object a new source for tears. Oh, 
no ! 1 loved that place once with love far beyond that 
which we give in general to inanimate things ; but it was 
because the living, and the good, and the kind were 
mingled up with every scene and every object ; but now 
they are gone : the fairy spell is broken ; the rich gold 
turned to dross ; and no place of all the earth is so pain- 
ful in my sight as that — my father's house." 

** Nevertheless," urged the dwarf somewhat anxiously ; 
but the other went on. ** But that is not all, Bartholo," 
he said, '* that is not all ; though that were fully enough. 
No, when I last saw my father*s halls my bosom was as 
light as air, and all the thoughts that filled it were as the 
summer dreams of some sunny, happy child. Since 
then how many a bitter lesson have I learned; how 
changed is the aspect of life, and fate, and the world ! 
No, no ! The sunshine that shone in my father's halls 
is gone for ever — the sunshine of a happy heart ; and I 
will carry back with me a new star to light them, or 
never see them more." 

" Nevertheless," repeated the dwarf, " nevertheless — '* 

" No more in that tone !" interrupted the youth, " let 
me hear no more ! My resolutions are fixed beyond 
change. My fate is upon the die in my hand, and I will 
cast it boldly, let the chance be what it will. Say no 
more ! for no more will I hear ! Quick, hasten those 
laggards with the horses, and let us begone : each word 
of opposition but makes me the more eager to run my 
course to the end." 

The dwarfs lip curled into a more bitter smile than 
ever; but he made no reply ; and proceeded to obey the 
orders he had received to hasten the preparations for 
departure. Those preparations were soon concluded ; 
for while the conversation detailed above had been pro- 
ceeding« the servants, with the aid of the horses, had 
dragged the cai'riage out of the brake. With some dif- 
ficulty, and some danger of overturning it, it was at 
length brought to the high road. Leonard de Monte en- 
tered ; and wrapping himself in a large cloak, cast him- 
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self back with an air of gloomy thought. The rest 
mounted their horses, and, as fast as the nature of the 
rude vehicle, and the state of the roads would permit, 
the little cavalcade wound away towards Dreux, leaving 
the forest once more to silence and solitude. 



CHAPTER VII. 

In one of the old houses between the Louvre and the 
Place Royale, is still preserved in its original state a 
fine antique saloon of the times of Henry II. No gor- 
geous hall, no spacious vestibide, impresses you at once 
with the grandeur of the mansion ; but winding up a 
narrow and incommodious stair, you find yourself upon 
a small landing-place, whence two steps — each the seg- 
ment of a circle, and both turning considerably, as if 
they had once formed part of a spiral staircase — con^ 
duct you, through a deep but narrow passage in the 
wall, to a door of black oak. On opening this, 3^ou find 
yourself at the threshold of a room some two and thirty 
feet square, panelled with dark and richly carved wood, 
and possessing a ceiling of the same. At the farther 
end of the saloon, opposite to the door, is a deep recess, 
or, rather, a sort of bay, at the entrance of which the 
floor rises with a high step, forming a sort of little plat- 
form capable of receiving a table and two or three chairs. 
From the distance of about three feet and a half above 
the ground up to the ceiling, the greater part of this re- 
cess or bay is of glass, with only just so much Gothic 
stone and woodwork as serves to support the large 
casements, which afford the sole light of the room. 
The form which this projection takes on the outside of 
the house presents three sides of a regular octagon, 
and, in ornament and lightness, is not unlike one of the 
windows of the new part of St. John's, Cambridge, 
though certainly not near so beautiful as any part of that 
exquisite specimen of Gothic architecture. 

'rhough, as I have said, from this window is derived 
the sole light which the room possesses ; nevertheless, 
that light is enough, especially as the sunshine seems 
to regard that casement with particular favour, and 
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sever fails to linger about it when the bright beams visit 
•earth. 

At the time to which we must now go back, the floors 
were not so dingy, the oak was not so black, as they are 
at present ; but the full summer sunshine was pouring 
through the large oriel, checkering the woodwork of 
the raised flooring with the golden light of the rays and 
the dark shadows of the leaden frames in which the glass 
was seL A stand for embroidery appeared on the little 
platform ; and before it sat a lady plying the busy needle 
and the shining silks ; while a maid, seated near, read to 
her from a book — the Gothic characters of which were 
fast merging into the round letters of the present day ; 
and another female attendant, a little farther ofi", followed 
the industrious example of her mistress, and busied her- 
self at her frame. The principal person of the group 
was habited in deep mourning, which, in the fashion of 
that day, was, perhaps, the most unbecoming dress that 
the vanity of man ever permitted. The sombre hue of 
the garment was relieved by nothing that could give 
lightness or grace; and the heavy black veil, hanging 
from the head, seemed designed purposely to cast a 
gloomy, unsoftened shadow over the face. But that 
lady was one of those whom we see sometimes, and 
dream of often, so lovely by the gift of nature, that art 
can do nothing either to add to the beauty or diipinish 
it ; and she looked as transcendently lovely in the dark 
wimple and the sable stole, as if she had been clad in 
jewels and in lace. She was as fair as the morning star, 
with eyes of the deep, deep blue of the evening sky, full 
and soft, and overhung with a long fringe of jetty eye- 
lashes, which sometimes made the eyes themselves seem 
black. Her cheek bore the rdsy hue of health, though 
the colour was by no means deep, and was so softly dif- 
fused over her face, that it was scarce possible to say 
where the warm tint of the cheek ended, and the brilliant 
fairness of the forehead and temples began. The fea- 
tures, too, were as lovely as if the brightest fancy and 
the most skilful hand had combined to personify beauty ; 
but they had nothing of the cold, still harshness of the 
statue, and one looked long in admiration ere one could 
pause to trace the graceful lines that went to form so 
fair a whole. The form was in no way unworthy of the 
face ; and even the stiff, heavy folds of the mourning 
robe were forced into graceful falls by the symmetry o2 
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the limbs they covered. All, however, was calm and 
easy, and every part of the figure was concealed, as far 
as possible, except the tip of one small foot, and the soft 
rounded delicate hands, which, with a thousand graceful 
movements, urged the needle through the embroidery. 

Such was Eugenie de Menancourt, whom her father's 
death in Paris had left one of the richest heiresses of 
France, and had cast into the hands of the faction called 
the League, which then ruled in the capital, while the 
king waged war against it in the field. The possession 
of Eugenie de Menancourt, indeed, was no slight advan- 
tage to that .party, for those who have much to bestow 
will always be followed ; and the reward of her hand, 
and all the wealth that accompanied it, was one well cal- 
culated to lure many an aspiring noble to the faction who 
had the power of awarding .it. This the Duke of May- 
enne felt fully, and made, indeed, no slight use of his ad- 
vantage : not that he held out the hope of obtaining her 
to any one directly, except to the Count d'Aubin, to whom 
she had been promised by her father, and whom May- 
enne was most anxious to ^ain over from the royal 
cause ; but, nevertheless, he took good care that, when 
any of his agents busied themselves to bring over an op- 
posite, or confirm a wavering, partisan, the list of the 
good things which the League could bestow should not 
be left unmentioned, and among the first was the hand 
of Eugenie de Menancourt, the heiress of near one half 
of Maine. There was many, another poor girl in the 
same condition ; but as, in those days, inclination was 
the last thing consulted by parents in the marriage of 
their daughters, there was but httle difference between 
their fate in the hands of the League, and in the hands 
of their more legitimate guardians. Nevertheless, the 
circumstances by which she was surrounded, her isolated 
situation in the liouse wherein her father had died, and 
which had been assigned to her by the League as her 
abode during the time of her honourable captivity in 
Paris, and the prospect of being forced to wed a man 
she did not love, all contributed to heighten the gloom 
which her parent's recent death had cast over her, and 
to make melancholy the temporary expression of a coun- 
tenance which seemed by nature born for smiles. 

One only consideration tended to make her situation 
feel more light : the Count d'Aubin was deeply engaged 
on the side pf the king ; and, on his late journey to Maine, 
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had even been intrusted with the high task of keeping 
in check that province, and some of the neighbouring dis- 
tricts. So h>ng as he adhered to the king, £ugenie well 
knew that Mayenne would never consent to his marriage 
with herself; and though she sometimes doubted the 
steadiness of D'Aubin's loyalty, she trusted the artful 
^ame which she knew that the duke was playing, in 
order to detach him from the royal cause, would ensure 
her not being pressed to give her hand to any one else. 
She hoped, therefore, for a degree of peace till such time, 
at least, hs some change in the political affairs of France 
delivered her from the chance of force being employed 
to compel her obedience to a choice made by others. 

On suth facts and such speculations her mind was 
often forced to dwell ; but Eugenie de M enancourt was 
too wise to yield full way to painful remembrances or 
anticipations that could produce no change; and she 
studiously strove to occupy her thoughts with other 
things : either reading herself during all the many hours 
she spent alone, or making one of her maids read to her, 
when she was employed with any of those occupations 
which engage the hand without absorbing the attention. 

Thus, then, was she employed plying her needle in 
the sunshine, and listening to some of the poetry of Du 
Bartas, while, though she attended, and she heard, some 
melancholy feeling or some gloomy thought, springing 
from the depths of her own heart, would mingle in- 
sensibly with the other matter which engaged her 
mind, and make all she hearc^ associate itself with the 
painful circumstances of her situation. In the midst of 
the reading, however, the door of the saloon opened, and 
a person entered, of whom we must pause to give almost 
as fuU a description as we have been beguiled into wri- 
ting in regard to Eugenie de Menancourt herself. 

The fi^rure that appeared was that of a lady as beauti- 
ful as it IS possible to conceive, but in a style of loveli- 
ness as different from that of her she came to visit as the 
ruby is different from the sapphire. She might be three 
or four-and-twenty years of age, but certainly was not 
more ; and the full rounded contour of womanhood- was 
exquisitely united in her figure to the light and easy 
graces of youth. Her hair was as jetty as a raven's 
wing, and her full bright eyes also were as dark. Her 
skin was fair, however, and her teeth, of dazzling white- 
ness, were just seen through the full half open lips of her 
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small beautiful mouth. The soft arched eyebrow, the 
chiselled nose, the rounded chin, the gentle oval of the 
face, the small white ear, and the broad clear forehead, 
made up a countenance such as is seldom seen and never 
forgotten ; and to that face and form she might well have 
trusted to command admiration, had such been her ol>- 
ject, without calling in ** the foreign aid of ornament.'' 
Dress, however, and splendour had not been neglected, 
though her rich garments sat so easily upon her, that 
they seemed but the natural accompaniment of so much 
beauty, worn rather to harmonize with, than to heighten 
the splendid loveliness of her face and person. Her 
whole apparel, except the mantle and the sleeves, was 
of the lightest kind of gold tissue, consisting of a small 
stripe of pink, and a still smaller one of gold. The boddice, 
or stays, was laced with gold ; and the body, or corps de 
robe, shaped not at all unlike those in use at present, 
came much higher over the bosom than was customary 
at a libertine court, and in a libertine age. The sleeves, 
which were large on the shoulders, and suddenly con- 
tracted till they fitted close to the round and beautiful 
arms, were of white satin, as was also the mantle, which 
round the edge was richly embroidered with pink and 
gold. Her girdle was of gold filigree worked upon white 
velvet; and through it was passed a chaplet of large 
pearls, with every now and then a sapphire or an eme- 
rald, to mark some particular prayer. Jewels were in 
her ears too, and on the bosom of her dress, though it 
was but midday; and in. her hand she held one or the 
small black velvet masks, which the fair dames of those 
days very generally wore when in the streets, even in 
their carriages, under the pretence of guarding their com- 
plexions from the sun and wind, but, in fact, more for the 
sake of fashion than from over-tenderness, and ofteor 
with views and purposes which might well shun the day. 
The lady, however, who now entered, bore no appear- 
ance of one likely to yield to the luxurious softness, or ' 
the weak vices of the day. There was a light and a 
soul in her dark eyes, a play and a spirit about her ever 
varying lip, a firinness and deiermination on her fine 
clear brow, that might perhaps speak of passion intense 
and strong, but could hardly admit the idea of weakness. 
As soon as Eugenie de Menancourt beheld her, she started 
up with a look of joy ; and advancing to meet her, pressed 
her kindfy in her 'axms, exclaiming^ **' Dear» dear Beft- 
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tiicft! are yoa better at length ? Why would you not 
let me see you ?"- 

** Well ! quite well now, Eugenie," replied the other, 
returning her embrace as warmly as it was given ; *' but 
my illness, they said, was contagious ; and why should I 
have suffered you to risk your valued and most precious 
life for such a one as I amT' 

" Oh ! and your life is precious too, Beatrice," replied 
her friend : ^ most precious to those who know you as 
well as 1 do." 

** But how few do that, dearest friend !" replied Bea- 
trice de Ferara ; for, strange as it may seem, it was she 
whose name has once before been mentioned in this 
work, who now stood beside Eugenie de Menancourt, on 
terms of the dearest intimacy and affection. ^* How few 
do that ! Do you know, Eugenie, that I regard as one 
of the greatest and the sweetest triumphs of my life, the 
having conquered all your prejudices against me ; having 
won your love and your esteem, and taught you to know 
me as Fam." 

" But indeed, indeed, as I have often told you," replied 
Eugenie, ** I had no prejudices against you." 

" Nay, nay," replied the other, with a smile ; " you 
beheld me surrounded by the profligate and the base; 
you beheld me mingling with the idle and the vain ; you 
beheld the seducers and the seduced of a corrupt court 
worshipping this pretty painted idol that you see before 
you; and, doubtless, thought in your own secret heart 
that it was with pleasure that I bore it all." 

** No, no, indeed," replied Eugenie, " quite the reverse ! 
Wherever I went I heard you mentioned as the excep- 
tion. The malicious and the scandalous were silent at 
your name; and not even the braggart idlers, whose 
vanity is fed by their own lies against our sex, ventured 
to say you smiled upon them." 

*' They dared not, Eugenie !" said Beatrice, her dark 
eye flashing as she spoke ; *' they dared not ! There is 
not a minion in all France who would dare to cast a spot 
upon my name ! Not because they fear to speak false* 
hood, be it as gross and glaring as the sun ; but because 
they know I hold, that where the honour of Beatrice of 
Ferara is assailed, she has as much right as any punctil- 
ious man in all the land to avenge herself as best she 
may. Nay, start not, dear friend ! but send away your 
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women, and let us have a few calm moments togeiher, 
if the idle world will let us." 

The women, who had been in attendance upon Eugenie 
de Menancourt, rehired no further commands ; but, the 
one laying down her book, and the other covering up ber> 
embroidery frame, left the room. 

** You started but now, Eugenie,*' continued Beatrice, 
advanciiig towards the little platform in the bay window, 
and seating herself beside her friend ; ^' you started but 
now, when I said that women have as much right to 
avenge themselves, when their honour is assailed, as 
men ; but I say so still — ay, and even more right. 1 have 
long thought so, and shall ever think so, Eugenie ; though 
Heaven only knows how I should act, were such a case 
to happen. I might be as weak as women generally are, 
and let the traitor escape out of pure fear: but i think 
not, Eugenie, I think not. I believe that I would rather 
die the next minute after having avenged myself, than 
live on in the same world with one who had slandered 
that fair fame which, in spite of circumstances, and my 
own wild thoughtlessness, 1 have maintained unstained 
in the midst of this foul court." 

" Nay, but consider, Beatrice," cried Eugenie, earnestly, 
*• this world is not all." 

" 1 know it well, sweet friend," replied Beatrice ; " but 
I think, if there be pardon in heaven for any offence, it 
would be for that. Men claim the right, and die without 
a fear ; and why should not we have the same privilege f 
They, when their honour is assailed, could clear theni^' 
selves without revenge ; they could call their comradtek 
to judge of their conduct ; but, with us, the very whisper 
is destruction ; and no proof of innocence ever gives us 
back that pure, untarnished name which is our only 
. honour : we can have no exqulpation, we can have uo 
redress, and vengeance is a)l that is left us." 

Eugenie was silent, and Beatrice gazed upon her, for 
a moment or two, with a smile, adding, at last, *VBut no, 
no, Eugenie, such thoughts and such feelings are not for 
you. Your nation, your education, your country, wiU 
not let you feel as I feel, or think as I think : and yet, 
Eugenie, we love each other." She added, twining her 
graceful arm through that of her fair friend, ** And yet 
we love each others— is it not so ?" 

** Indeed it is !" replied Eugenie de Menancourt, turn- 
ing towards her with a warm smile. " Your company, 
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jtmr affection, your sympathy, dear Beatrice, have been 
Biy only consolations since 1 caoie within the walls of 
this hateful cit^ ; and all I wish is, that I could on some 
points make you think as I do. I wish it selfishly, and 
yet for your sake, Beatrice ; for, if I could succeed, I 
should not tremble every moment for your happiness 
and for your peace, as 1 do now." 

^ Thank you, thank you for the wish, dear friend T' 
replied Beatrice^ with more melancholy than mirth in 
her smile; *^ thank you, most sincerely, for the wish! 
but still it is in vain. You can never, with all your kind 
eloquence, make a wild, ardent, passionate Italian girl, 
a calm, gentle, yielding being like yourself, all charity 
and half Huguenot. It is in vain, it is in vain. But you. 
speak of happiness, Eugenie, as if I knew what happi- 
ness is. Now listen to me, and you shall hear more of 
Beatrice of Ferara than ever you have yet done. There 
is a subject, I know, on which we have both thought 
often, and on which we have wished often to speak — I 
know it, Eugenie! I know it! I have heard it in half- 
spoken words ; I have read it in your manner and in your 
tone; I have seen it in your eyes — that, often, often, 
when we have talked of other scenes and other days, 
you have longed to ask what is Beatrice de Ferara to 
Philip d'Aubin, and what is he to her. Nay, I dream 
not that you love him, Eugenie; I know better — I know 
that you love him not ; and I feel that Philip d'Aubin^ 
with all his splendid qualities, with all his energies. of 
mind, and graces of person, is the last man on earth that 
Eugenie de Menancourt could love.'* 

She paused a moment, gazed thoughtfully in her friend's 
face, and then, leaning her head upon Eugenie's shoulder, 
while she took her hand in hers, she added, in a low tone 
and with a deep sigh, " But it is not so with Beatrice 
of Ferara !" 

A bright blush rushed over her cheek as she spoke 
the words which gave to her friend the full assurance of 
a fact that she haid long suspected, perhaps we might 
say had long known ; and she closed her dark bright 
eyes, as if to avoid seeing whatever expression that con- 
fession might call into the countenance of Eugenie. 
The moment after, however, she started up, exclaiming 
eagerly, '* But mistake me not I mistake me not ! I have 
not loved unsought ; 1 have not called upon my head the i 
well-deserved shame of being despised for courting him 
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who ioTed me not. No, Eugenie, no ! although the hlood 
that flows in these veins mny be all fire, yet in my heart 
there is a well of icy pride — at least, so he has often 
called it — which would cool the warm current of my 
love— ay, till it froze in death I — ere the name I bear 
should be stained even by such a pitiful weakness as 
that. No ! he sought me, he courted me, he lived at my 
feet, till the proud heart was won. Yes, Eugenie, he 
lived at my feet, he seemed to feed upon my smiles, till* 
at length, ambition and interest opened wider views, and 
vanity was piqued to think that Eugenie de Menancourt 
could be dull to such high merits as his own — ^* 

** If ambition and interest swayed him/' said Eugenie 
—hut her friend interrupted her ere she could finish. 

" Hear me out !" she cried, ** hear me out, Eugenie ! Am- 
bition and interest had much to do therewith. When I 
and my young brother first sought this court to find pro- 
tection against the injustice of my father's brother, 1 pos- 
sessed little but a small inheritance in France, the dowry 
of my mother. This he well knew ; and though, if there 
be any truth on earth, he loved me, yet, with men, Eu- 
genie, there are passions that make even love subser- 
vient — ambition, interest, vanity, Eugenie, are men's 
gods!" 

'^ But is it possible, Beatrice," cried Mademoiselle de 
Menancourt, '* that, thinking thus of all men, and of him 
in particular, you can either esteem or love him, or any 
of his race 1" 

" Oh, yes, Eugenie ! oh, yes !" she replied. " Love is 
a tyrant — not a slave : we cannot bind him to the chariot 
wheels of reason ; we cannot make him bow his neck 
beneath the yoke of judgment. On the contrary, we can 
but yield and obey. There is but one power on earth 
that can restrain him, Eugenie — virtue ! but everything; 
else is vain. And oh ! how many ways have we of de- 
ceiving ourselves ! The sun will cease to rise, Eugenie, 
—summer and winter, night and day, forget their course, 
ere love, in the heart of woman, wants a wile to cheat 
her belief to what she wishes. Even now, Eugenie, 
even now, I believe and hope ; and 1 fancy, often, that, 
though misled by thingrs whose emptiness he will soon 
discover, the time will come when Love will reassert 
his empire in a heart that isgiaturally noble. It may be 
IbU in vain W she added, with a deep sigh ; ** it may be aU 
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hi Tain ! yet, who would willingly put out the last faints 
lingering flame tttaC flickers on Hope^s altar ?'' 

^Noc il*' said Eugenie, echoing her friend^s sigh; 
** not i indeed i Would thai he were worthy of you, 
Beatrice, would that he were worthy of you T* sha added, 
after a monnentary pause; during which, perhaps, her 
mind was struggling back to the real subject of their 
conversation from some path of association, into which 
it had been led by her companion'^ last wordis. ** Would 
that he were worthy -of you ! hut if his fickle and way- 
ward nature could never be endured by me, who can 
bear much, how much less would it suit you, Beatrice, 
who, 1 am afraid, ^re calculated to bear but little V^ 

** You know nvt how much i have already borne, £u- 
^enie,^ replied Beatrice ; ** you know not how much love 
can bear: though, yes, perhaps you do,'^ she added, in 
a lighter tone:; '* at least there are those who know well 
liow much — how very much — they could bear for love 
of Eugenie de Menancourt/' 

The wann blood spread red and glowing over Euge- 
nie^s fair face. ** I know not whom you mean, Bea- 
trice,** ske said, gravely : ** I know none that love me ; 
and few that are capable of loving at all — if you speak 
of men.^ 

** Nay, ask me not his name T said Beatrice, the 
^yety of her tone increasing, as she marked, or thought 
«he maHced, a greater degree of confusion in her friend's 
countenance than the subject would have produced in 
other persons brought up regularly in the sweet and 
pleasant pastime of deceit. ** Nay, ask me not his 
name ! i am no maker of fair matches, nor half so poli- 
tic, as this world goes, to endeavour to marry my friend 
to the first person that presents himself, solely to rid 
myself of the presence of her beauty." 

*' Nay, but, dear Beatrice," replied Mademoiselle de 
Menancourt, ^ 1 know no one who has even seen that 
beauty, if so it must be called, for many a month : so, 
indeed, you are mistaken." 

** Nay, nay, not so," answered Beatrice, smiling ; " a 
few hours, a few minutes, a single instant, are enough, 
yoa know, Eugenie ; and for the rest, indeed I am not 
mistaken. I would stake my life, from what I have 
seen — from signs infallible— that you are loved deeply, 
truly, with all the ardour of a first passion in a young— 
a very young heart," 

6$ 
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** Pray God, it be not so !" cried Eugenie ; " for it were 
but unhappiness to himself and to nie." 

"Are you so cold, then, Eugenie, that you cannot 
lovel" asked Beatrice, with a smile'; "or is that sweet 
heart occupied already by some one who fills it all 1" 

Eugenie smiled, too, and shook her head ; but there 
was once tnore a deep blush spread over her face ; and 
though it might ^e but the generous flush of native 
modesty, Beatrice fend in it a contradiction of her 
words, as she replied, "No, no, not so, indeed! Per- 
haps I may be cold ; as yet I cannot tell, for no one has 
ever yet spoken to me of love whose love 1 could re- 
turn. But, even if I could do so, Beatrice, would it not 
be grief to both, as here I remain in the hands of others, 
tmable to dispose of myself but as they please V 

" Out upon it, Eugenie !" cried Beatrice : " His your 
own fault if you are not your own mistress in an hour. 
Never was there a time in France when woman — the 
universal slave — was half so free." 

*' But what would you have me to do ?" demanded 
Eugenie. "With a thousand eyes constantly upon me, 
I see not how I could obtain more freedom, or dispose 
of myself, were I so inclined." 

" As easy as sit here and sew," cried Beatrice. " Here 
is the king claims the disposal of your hand, and the 
League claims it too ; and, between them both, you can 
give it to whom you will. Fly from Paris ! Betake 
yourself where you will, but not to the court of Henry ; 
for his tyranny might be greater than even that of the 
League. Then make your choice. Give your hand to 
him you love ; and be quite sure, that the party that 
your good lord shall join will sanction your marriage 
with all accustomed forms." 

" But if I love no one 1" said Eugenie, with a smile. 

" Why, then, live in single simplicity till you do,'* re- 
plied Beatrice, with an incredulous shake of the head. 
** But, at all events, fly from the yoke they now put 
upon you." 

"Fly, Beatrice !" answered Eugenie; "fly, and howl 
How am I to fly, with a city beleaguered on all sides ; a 
"watchful argus in the League, with its thousand eyes all 
round me : having none to guide me, and not knowing 
where to go — ho w am I to fly 1" 

"By a thousand ways," answered her friend, laugh- 
ing at her embarrassment. " Change your dress, in the 
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first place : put on a petticoat of crimson satin embroid- 
ered with green, together with a black velvet body aiid 
sleeyes, cut in the fashion of the Duchess of Valentinois, 
of blessed memory ! — a cloak of straw-coloured silk, a 
capuche of liprht blue cloth, broidered with gold, a mass 
of gray hair under a black cap, and a verUtgadin of four 
feet square. Dress yourself thus, and call yourself Ma- 
dame La Pr^sidente de Noailles ; and, by my word, the 
guards will let you pass all the gates, and thank God to 
get rid of you ! Or, if that does not suit you, take the 
^wn and bonnet of a youn^; advocate," she continued, 
in the same gay tone ; *' hide those pretty lips and that 
rounded chin under a false beard from Armandi's ; and 
be very sure the guards would as soon think of stopping 
you as they would of stopping the prince of darkness, 
who, after all, is the real governor of this great city. 
Nothing keeps you here but fear, my Eugenie ! Why, 
I will undertake to go in and out twenty limes a day, 
if I please." 

" Ay, but you have a bolder heart than I have," an- 
swered Eugenie de Menancourt ; ** and I know full well, 
Beatrice, that a thing which, executed with a good cour- 
age, is done with ease, miscarries at the first step when 
it is attempted by timidity and fear. The very thought 
of wandering througl^ the gates of Paris alone makes 
me shrink." 

" But I will go with you, Eugenie," replied Beatrice, 
** and will answer for success whenever you like to 
make the attempt." ^ 

Eugenie paused, and thought for several moments, 
fixing her fine eyes upon vacancy with a faint smile and 
a longing look, as if she would fain have taken advan- 
tage of her friend's proposal, yet dared not make the at- 
tempt. •* Not yet, dear Beatrice, not yet !" she ans- 
wered : ** I dare not, indeed, unless some sharp necessity 
happens to give me temporary courage. As long as they 
refrain from urging me to wed one I can never love, and 
from pressing on me any other in his room, so long will 
I stay where 1 am." 

•* But see that your decision come not too late, Euge 
nie," answered her friend. ** They may soon begin to 
press you on the subject ; and, when once they find 
you reluctant, they may take measures to prevent your 
%ht." 

** I do not think they will press me," answered Euge* 
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nic. " First, in regard to Philip d'Aubin, they will neirvr 
favour him, as he is of the party of the king ; and in 
regard to any other, they know full well that 1 could, if 
I would, urge my father's promise to him." 

** But you would not do it !" exclaimed Beatrice. 

" No, Beatrice, no !" answered Eugenie, laying her 
hand kindly lipon hers ; " no, I would father die !" 

**But lienr me," said Beatrice, somewhat eagerly; 
''think of all that may happen. A thousand things may 
tempt D^Aubin to quit the royal party. He may come 
over to the League — he may urge your father^s promise 
— he may obtain the sanction of Mayenne : what will 
you do then 1" 

" Fly to the farthest corner of the earth," replied Eu* 
genie, ** sooner than fulfil a promise that was none of 
mine, and against which my noble heart revolts on every 
•account. Listen, Beatrice ; I do believe that, in a mo- 
ment of need, I shall not want courage, and certainly 
shall not want resolution. Should I have any reason to 
fear compulsion, but too often used of late, I will take 
counsel with none but you ; you shall guide me as you 
think fit, and I will fly anywhere, rather than give my 
hand to one I cannot love." 

" Write me but five words," replied Beatrice, " write 
me, * Come to me with speed/ and send it by a page 
when you want assistance, and doubt not but I will find 
means to deliver you, were you at the very altar. But* 
hark ! I hear steps upon the staircase, and horses before 
the house ; and I must resume all my bold and haughty 
bearing, and put on the mask, which I have laid aside to 
Eugenie de Menancourt alone." 

As she spoke, she drew her chair a little farther from 
that of her friend ; and, placing it in the exact position 
which the ceremonious intercourse of that day pointed 
out, she remained with the glove drawn off from one 
fair hand, which, dropping gracefully over the arm of 
the Jauteuil, continued to hold her small black mask, 
twirling it as listlessly round and round as ever the fair 
hand of fashionable dame in our own days played with 
a glove, to show her skin's whiteness or her brilliant 
rings. Eugenie de Menancourt's eye sought the door 
with an expression of anxiety ; but Beatrice, on the con- 
trary, gazed vacantly through the window towards the 
buildings on the opposite side of the river; and the vis- 
iters had entered the room, and were already speaking 
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to her friend, before she appeared to be conscious of 
their presence, or condescended to notice them. Turn- 
ing her head at length, she fixed her eyes upon a square 
^uilt, powerful man, with a somewhat heavy, but not 
unpleasing, countenance ; who, richly dressed, and fol- 
lowed by two or three gentlemen, in a more gay and 
smart, but not more magnificent, costume, was speaking 
to Mademoiselle de M enancourt, with all that courteous 
respect which chivalrous times, then just passing away, 
haa left behind them. 

•* Good morrow, my lord duke !" said Beatrice as the 
visiter turned towards her : *' 1 anticipated not the pleas- 
are of seeing your highness here to-day. Grood faith ! 
have you so much ease in a beleagured city, as to exer- 
cise your horses in visiting ladies before noon ? On my 
honour, 1 will be a soldier^ for 'tis the idlest life 1 know, 
and only fit for a woman.'' 

•* I came but to ask briefly after your fair friend's 
health," replied the duke ; *' and knew not that I should 
have to risk with you, gay lady, one of our old encoun- 
ters of sharp words. I trust, however, your health is 
better." 

*' Did you ever see me look more beautiful, Duke of 
Mayenne 1" asked Beatrice, with a gay toss of her head ; 
''and can you ask if I am illl But as to my frieruTs 
health, if you would that she sho\ild be well, and keep 
well, let her go out of Paris, home to her own dwelling; 
and keep her not here, where one is surrounded, night 
and day, with the sound of cannon and arquebuses. 
Do you intend that it should be said, in future, that car- 
rymg on the war against women and children was first 
intr^uced into modern Europe by the Duke of Mayenne 
and the Catholic League, that you keep a lady here a 
close prisoner in your beleaguered capital ?'' 

^ Not as a prisoner, fair lady," answered the Duke of 
Mayenne. " God forbid that either I or she should look 
upon her situation as one of imprisonment ; but, being 
lieutenant-general of the kingdom, and, consequently, 
her lawful guardian and protector, till marriage gives 
her a better, I should be wanting both in duty and in 
courtesy, were 1 to leave her in a distant and distracted 
province, in a time of unfortunate civil war." 

** Well explained and justified, my good lord duke !" 
cried Beatrice, who, both in right of rank and beauty^ 
treated the ambitious leader of the League as equal to 
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equal. " And yet, after all, my lord, has not that same 
marriage that you mention some small share in your 
tenacious kindness ? Did you ever hear, my lord* of a 
rat-catcher giving the rats the bait out of his trap, from 
pure affection for the heretic vermin ?" 

The Duke of Mayenne first reddened, and then smiled ; 
either more amused than angry at the gay flippancy of 
his fair opponent, or judging it best, at least, to appear 
so. ** Your similes savour of a profession that I know 
not, fair lady," he replied ; " but if you mean. Lady Bear 
trice, that hereafter I may dispose of your fair friend's 
hand in such a manner as seems to me most conducive 
towards her happiness — if you mean that," he repeated, 
in a marked tone, ** I deny that you are right. Yet I 
would fain know who has a better right to do so than 
the lieutenant-general of the kingdom.'* 

" Oh ! no one, surely !" answered Beatrice, in the 
same tone of mingled pride and gayety ; " no one, sure- 
ly, my lord, except the king of that kingdom, or the poor 
frightened girl herself." 

** Come, come, fair lady," cried Mayenne, laughing; 
** you carry your jest so far, that I will bid you take care 
what you say further, lest I should dispose of your 
hand for you, too, for the purpose of showing you — to 
use your own figure — that 1 have more baits than one to 
my rat trap." 

** Indeed, lord duke, you count wrongly, if you reckon 
that I am one," replied Beatrice. ^ You know too well 
that the task would neither be a very safe nor a very easy 
one, to try to wed me to any one against my will. You 
may be lieutenant-general of the kingdom, and I, for 
one — being not of this kingdom, and thinking much bet- 
ter of you than of the crowned Vice at St. Cloud — will 
not deny your right ; but you are not lieutenant-general 
of Beatrice de Ferara, and you might find it more diffi- 
<cult to govern her than half the realm of France ; and 
so, good-morrow ! Love me, Eugenie ; and do not let 
these men persuade you that they are half such power- 
ful and terrible things as they would make themselves 
appear. Fare you well !" 

Each of the gentlemen in the prince's suite stepped 
forward to offer his hand to the gay, proud beauty whose 
tone of light defiance had something in it more attract- 
ive to the general youth of those excited times, than all 
the retiring graces and gentle modesty of Eugenie de 
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mancoart. Beatrice scarcely noticed Ihem while ber 

lend took leave of her ; but, as soon as the embraee 
ras over, she ran her eye over the three or four cava* 
iers who stood round, and singling out one, gave him 
Mr hand, saying, «' My lord of Aumale, 1 believe you are 
(be only one here present, except my lord duke, who 
sever whispered thnt you loved me ; and therefore I 
doubt not that you do love roe enough to — hand me to 
ny carriage." 

The young noble, to whom she addressed herself, an« 
swered with all those professions which the formal gal' 
lantry of the day not only permitted, but required, and 
led her down to the rudely rormed, but richly decorated, 
vehicle, which was the carriage of those days. 

In the mean while, Eugenie de Menancourt remained 
waiting in some suspense, to hear the real object of the 
visit paid her by the Duke of Mayenne, the purport of 
which she could not conceive was merely to inquire 
after her health. Whether, however, the great leader 
of the League judged that his conversation with Beatrice 
of Ferara was not the most favourable prelude to any- 
thing he had to say to the young heiress, or whether he 
really came but to trifle away a few minutes in a visit 
of ceremony, it is certain that he said nothing which 
could induce Bugenie to imagine that he bad any imme* 
diate view of pressing her to a marriage with any one. 
After spending about ten minutes in ordinary conversa- 
tion, upon general and uninteresting subjects, and ex- 
pressing many a Wish for the comfort and welfare of hia 
ward, aa he did not fail to style Mademoiselle de Menan- 
court, Mayenne rose, and left her to the enjoyment of 
solitude sind her own reflections, which, for the time, 
were sweetened by the hope, that the evils to which her 
aitnatioa might ultimately give rise were yet remote. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

Trb carriage which contained Beatrice of Ferara 

rolled on with slow and measured pace through the nar* 

TOW and tortoous streets of old Paris, till at length, as it 

\ WW performing the difficult manoeuvre of turning a sharp 
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angle, it was encountered by a small party of .hometnaSy 
in the simple garments of peace, which, at that warlike 
period, was a less common occurrence than to see ' 
every one who could bear them clad in grim arais. 
The right of staring into carriages, when the Telvet 
curtains were withdrawn, was already established in 
Paris ; and it needed but a brief glance to make the prin- 
cipal cavalier of the group draw in his bridle rein, beckon 
the coachman to stop, and, springing to the ground, ap- 
proach the portih-e of the vehicle wherein Beatrice was 
placed. As usual in those days, she was not alone ; bat, 
while a number of lackeys graced the outside of her 
carriage, two or three female attendants were seated-in 
the interior of the machine, leaving still a space within 
its ample bulk for many another, had it been necessary. 
More than one pair of eyes were thus upon her; and yet 
Beatrice, though brought up in a court — where feelings 
themselves were nearly reckoned contraband, and all 
expression of them prohibited altogether — could not 
repress the very evident signs of agitation which the 
approach of that cavalier occasioned. Her cheek red- 
dened, her breathing became short, and she sunk back 
upon the embroidered cushions of the carriage, as if she 
would fain have avoided the meeting. The agitation 
lasted but a moment, however ; and as soon as he spoke, 
she was herself again : perhaps gaining courage from 
seeing that his own cheek was flushed, and that his own 
voice trembled as he addressed her. 

'* A thousand, thousand pardons, lady !'' he said, stand- 
ing bareheaded by the door, ** for stopping your carriage 
in the streets ; but these unfortunate wars have ren- 
dered it so long since we have met, that most anxious 
am I—" 

" My lord Count d'Aubin," replied Beatrice, raising 
her head proudly, "the time of your absence from Paris 
has not seemed to me so long as to make me rejoice 
that it is at an end !" 

" I have no right to expect another answer," replied 
d'Aubin, in a low voice ; " and yet, Beatrice, perhaps I 
could say something in my own defence." 

** Which I should be most unwilling to hear," replied 
the lady, coldly. "I doubt not, sir count, that you can 
say much in your own defence : I never yet knew man 
that could not, but a plain idiot, or one born dumb. But 
what is your defence to me I I am neither your judge 
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Bor your accuser. If your own heart charges you wiih 
ambition or avarice, or falsehood, plead your cause with 
it and doubtless you will meet with a most lenient judge. 
Will you bid the coachman drive on, sir 1 this is a fool- 
ish interruption, and a narrow street." 

" Oh, Beatrice !" exclaimed the Count d'Aubin, piqued 
by her coldness, *' at least delay one moment till you tell 
me you are well and happy : I have just heard that you 
have been ill — very ill." 

** I have, sir," she replied ; " I caught the fever that 
was prevalent here ; but I am well again, as you see, 
and should be perfectly happy, if I did not hear King 
Henry's artillery above once a week, and if people 
would not stop my carris^e in the streets." 

** And is that all you wiU say to me, Beatrice 1" asked 
the Count, in the same low tone ^hich he had hitherto 
used ; " is that all you will say, after all that has passed V* 

'- 1 know nothing, sir, that has passed between us,** 
replied Beatrice aloud, ** except that once or twice, in a 
fit of wine or foUy, you vowed that yoa loved Beatrice 
of Ferara better than life, or wealth, or rank, or station ; 
and that she received those vows as she had done a 
thousand others, from a thousand brighter persons than 
Philip Count d'Aubin, namely, as idle words, which fool- 
ish men will speak to foolish women, for want of better 
wit and more pleasant conversation; as words which 
you had probably spoken to a hundred others, before 
you spoke them to me, and which you will yet, in all 
probability, speak to a hundred more, who will believe 
them just as much as I did, and forget them quite aa 
soon. Once more, sir, then, will you order the coach- 
man to drive on, or let me do so, and retire from the 
wheel, lest it strike you, and the Catholic League lose a 
valiant convert by an ignoble death ?" 

" Nay, there at least you do me wrong ! " replied the 
Count d'Aubin : " the Catholic League has no convert 
in me ; I am here, under a safe conduct, on matters of no 
slight importance to my good cousin St. R^al : but to hia 
Majesty will I adhere, so long as he and I both live !" 

*^Inaeed!" cried Beatrice, with a light laugh. ** la 
there any thing in which the fickle Count d'Aubin will 
not be fickle ? Nay, nay, make no rash vows ; remem- 
ber, you have not yet heard all the golden argumenta 
which his Highness, the Lieutenant-General of Uie king- 
dom and the Leagae, can hold out. Suppose he offer you 
L H 



66 ONE IN A thousand; ORi 

the hand of some tich heiress; could you r^isist, sit 
Count ! could you resist V 

D'Aubin coloured, perhaps because Beatrice had gone 
deeper into the secrets of his inmost thoughts than he 
felt agreeable. He answered, however, boldly, " I could 
resist any thing against my honour.^^ 

" Honour! " exclaimed Beatrice, with a scoff; " hon- 
our! Marguerite, tell the coachman to drive on. 
Honour !" 

D'Aubin drew back, with an air at once of pain and 
anger, made a silent sign to the coachman to proceed, 
and, springing[ on his horse, galloped down the street, 
followed by his attendants, at a pace which risked their 
own necks upon the unequal causeway of the town, 
and which certainly showed but little consideration for 
the safety of the pa^engers. The emotions of Philip 
d^Aubin, however, were such as did not permit of cpn- 
sideration for himself or others. He felt himself con- 
demned, and he believed himself despised, by the only 
woman that, perhaps, he had ever truly loved. The better 
feelings of his heart, too, rose against him : he knew that 
his conduct was ungenerous ; and he felt that, had the 
time been one when faith and honour towards woman 
were aught but mere names, his behaviour would have 
been dishonourable in the eyes of mankind, as well as in 
the stern code of abstract right and wrong : and unhappy 
is the man who has no other means of justifying himseLT 
to his own heart but by pleading the follies and vices of 
his age. D^Aubin did plead those follies and vices, how- 
ever, and he pleaded them successfully, so far as in soon 
banishing reflection went; but there was a sting left 
behind, which was the more bitter, perhaps, as mortified 
vanity had no small share in the pain that he suffered. 
He had believed that he could not so soon be treated 
with scorn and indifference ; he had fancied that his hold 
on the heart of Beatrice de Ferara was too strong to be 
shaken off so easily ; and though he had no definite ob- 
ject in retaining that hold, though other passions had for 
the time triumphed over affection, and placed a barrier 
between himself and her which he was not willing to 
overleap, yet still the lingering love that would not be 
banished was wounded by her bitter tone ; and, joined 
to humbled pride and offended vanity, made his feelings 
aught but pleasing. 

In the meantime, the carriage of Beatrice de Feram 
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bore her on with a heart in which sensations as bitter 
were thronging ; though, as we have seen in her con- 
versation with Eugenie de Menancourt, her feelings to- 
wards her lover were less keen and sconiful than her 
words might lead him to believe. On the state of her 
bosom, however, there is no necessity to dwell here, as 
many an occasion will present itself for explaining it in 
her own words ; and it may be better, also, to let her 
thus speak for herself, because in endeavouring to depict 
abstractedly, by means of cold descriptions, that varying 
and chamelion-like thing, the human heart, one is often 
led into seeming contradictions, from the infinite variety 
of hues which it takes, according to the things which 
surround it. 

The carriage rolled on and entered the courtyard of 
the splendid mansion in which she dwelt. Here Bea- 
trice alighted ; but she did not go into the house, for a 
hand-litter, or chair, — one of the most ancient of French 
conveyances, — waited under the archway, as if prepared 
by her previous order, with its two bearers, and a smgle, 
araied attendant ; and this new conveyance received her 
as soon as she set foot out of the other. The door was 
immediately closed, and the blinds, filled with their sm^U 
squares of painted glass, were drawn up, Beatrice merely 
saying to the attendant who stood beside her as she shut 
out the gaze of the passers by, " To Armandi's !" 

The bearers instantly lifted their burden, and began 
their course at the same peculiar trot which has prob- 
ably been the pace of chairmen in all ages ; nor from 
this did they cease or pause till they reached one of the 
most showy, if not one of the richest, shops in the city. 
Standing forth from the building, under a little projecting 
penthouse, to secure the wares against both sun and rain, 
was a long range of glass cases, containing every sort 
of cosmetic then in vogue, from the plain essence of 
violets, wherewith the simple burgher's wife perfumed 
lier robe of ceremony, to the rich ointment compounded 
from a thousand rare ingredients, wherewith the King 
himself masked his own effeminate countenance against 
the night air whilst he slept. Behind these cases was 
the shop itself, hanging in which might be seen a crowd 
of various objects for the gratification of vanity and lux- 
ury,— -the black velvet mask, or loupe, the embroidered 
and many-coloured gloves, the splendid hair-pins and 
enamelled clasps, the girdles of gold and silver filigree 
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and precious stones, together with many another part of 
dress or ornament, some full of grace and taste, some 
fantastic and absurd, and some scarcely within the 
bounds of common decency. Beyond the shop, again, 
but separated from it by a partition of glass, covered in 
the inside with curtains of crimson silk, was the inner 
shop, or most private receptacle for all those peculiarly 
rich or fragile wares which Armandi, the famous per- 
fumer of that day, did not choose to expose, to tempt 
cupidity, or lose their freshness, in the more exposed 
parts of his dwelling. Here, too, report whispered, were 
concealed those drugs and secret preparations, his skill 
in compounding which, it was said, had been much more 
the cause of his great favour with Catharine de Medicis 
than his art as a perfumer, which was the ostensible 
motive of her calling him from Italy to take up his abode 
in her husband's capital. However this might be, certain 
it is that, after the sudden death of the Queen of Navarre, 
the suspicions of the Huguenots turned strangely against 
Armandi, to whose diabolical skill they very generally 
attributed the loss of their beloved princess : and it is 
more than probable that he would have fallen a victim 
to their indignation, whether just or unjust, had not the 
m horrors of St. Bartholomew shortly after delivered him 
from the presence of his adversaries in Paris. 

Nevertheless, although suspicion might be strong, and 
the man's character as infamous as such suspicions 
could render it, yet the shop of Armandi was not less 
the resort of the beautiful and the fair, and even of the 
gentle and good : for it is most extrjiordinary how far 
female charity will extend towards those who contribute 
to the gratification of vanity and satisfy the thirst for 
novelty. The newest fashions, the most beautiful objects 
of art and luxury, the freshest and most costly rarities, 
were no where to be found but at his shop ; and no one 
chose to believe that Armandi dealt in poisons — but 
those who wanted them. 

Thither, then, the chair, or litihre encaissee, as it was 
called, of Beatrice de Ferara, was borne at an hour when 
the greater part of the gay Parisians were busy with 
that employment which few people love better, namely, 
that of eatmg the good things which their own gastro- 
nomic art produces. The bearers halted not at the steps 
which led into the shop, but proceeded till the chair was 
brought parallel to a door in the partition, between the 
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oater and the inner chamber, so that she could pass at 
once from the one 'into the other. Her countenance, 
however, bore but little the expression of one going to 
buy trinkets, or to amuse oneself by turning over the 
light frivolities of such a place as that in which she stood. 
The usual fire of her eye was somewhat quelled, and a 
degree of melancholy, perhaps of anxiety, had, since her 
meeting with the Count d'Aubin, pervaded her whole 
countenance, unusual with her at any time. The doors 
of the partition and that of the chair had been both 
thrown open as soon as the gilded lions* feet of the latter 
touched the floor, and there stood the Signer Armandi, 
dressed in silks and velvets of rose colour and sky-blue, 
with his mustachio turning up almost to his eyes, and a 
small jewelled dagger occupying the place of the sword, 
which his calling did not permit him to wear in Paris. 
His face. was dressed in sweet complacent smiles ; and, 
as he bowed three times to the very ground before his 
lovely visiter, his head was certainly " dropping odours ;" 
for no one held his own perfumes in higher veneration 
than he did himself. 

" Enchanted and honoured are my eyes to see you 
once again, lady most fair and chaste!'' said he in high- 
flown Italian. *' I heard that you had been upon that 
sad couch, where the head is propped by the thorns of 
sickness, rather than by the roses of love." 

/* Hush, hush, Armandi !" cried Beatrice, with an im- 
patient waive of the hand ; " you should know me better 
than to speak such trash to me. I neither use your 
cosmetics, nor will hear your nonsense, i have come 
upon more weighty matters." 

" For whatever you have come, most beautiful of the 
beautiful," replied the other, affecting to subdue his ex- 
alted tone ; '' you have come to command, and I am here 
to obey. Speak! your words are law to Armandi." 

"When followed by the neceissary seal of gold, I 
know they are," answered Beatrice, gravely. " Now 

hear me, then, i wish — -I wish " she paused and 

hesitated, and the perfumer, accustomed to receive com** 
munications of too delicate a nature to bear the coarse 
vehicle of language, hastened to aid her. 

" You wish, perhaps," he said, in a soft voice, " to see 
•ome friend, and require the magical influence of Ar- 
mandi to bring him to your presence " 

" Out, villain !" cried Beatrice, her eyes flashing iiro. 

H8 
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"For whom do you take me, pitiful slave? Do you 
fancy yourself speaking to Clara de Villefranche, or 
Marguerite de Tours en Brie, or, higher still in rank 
and infamy. Marguerite de Yalois 1 Out, I say ! Talk 
not to me of such things ; — I wish — I wish " 

" Perhaps you wish to see some friend no more,'* said 
the soft voice of the perfumer, apparently not in the 
least offended by the hard terms she had given him, and 
equally disposed to do her good and uncompromising 
service of any kind. ** Perhaps you wish the magical 
influence of Armandi to remove from your sight some 
one who has been in it too long, and troubles you 1" 

A bitter and painful smile played round the beautiful 
lips of Beatrice de Ferara, while bowing her head 
slowly, she replied, after a moments thought, '* Per- 
haps I do.'' 

** Then I am right at last," said Armandi softly, rub- 
bing his hands together. " I am right at last ; and you 
have nothing to do, fair lady, but to name the person, 
and the time, and the manner, and it shall be done to 
your full satisfaction ; though I must hint that all the 
preparations for rendering disagreeable people invisible 
are somewhat expensive; and the amount depends 
greatly upon the mode. Would )4>u have it slow and 
quietly, that he or she should disappear 1 That is the 
best and easiest plan, and also the least expensive — for 
there is the less risk." 

** No ! " replied Beatrice firmly, " I would have it act 
Et once — in a moment, and so potently, that no ph3r8i- 
cian on the earth can find skill sufficient to undo that 
which has been done." 

" Of the latter be quite sure," replied the perfumer. 
" But with regard to the former, it is much more dan- 
gerous, as a sudden catastrophe leads instantly to ex- 
amination. Now, a few drops of sweet aqua tophana has 
its calm and tranquiiizing effects so gradually, that no 
doubt or suspicion is awakened; and you can surely 
wait patiently for a month, or a fortnight, to give it time 
to act t" 

" You mistake," replied Beatrice thoughtfully ; " you 
mistake : yet say, how are such things managed ? Let 
me hear, that I may judge." 

"Why, lady," replied Armandi, with a mysterious 
smile, " there are secrets in all things on this earth, 
froin the fine composition of a lady's heart, to the aim- 
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^es of poor Armandi. Nevertheless, althoug(h the 
mysteHes of the art must remain hidden in^my own 
bosom, as I enjoy the blessing of having been. bom in 
the same land with one so beautiful, and as I know that 
you were deeply beloved by ray late royal and honoured 
mistress, though somewhat frowning on the soft pleas- 
ures of her court, I will, without reserve, revead to you 
how your purpose may be best effected." 

Thus saying, he took a small silver key from his 
pocket, and opened a Venetian cabinet, that stood near. 
" See here !" he said, producing a small gilded phial, con- 
taining, apparently, a quantity of a perfectly limpid fluid ; 
** see here ! the^ water that Adam found in the first foun- 
tain he met in Eden was not more clear than this ; and 
yet the fruit of the tree that stood near it was not more 
certain death. No odour is to be discerned therein : to 
the eye it has no colour ; to the lip no taste ; and yet, 
like many another thing, with all this seeming simpli- 
city, it is the most potent of all things, having power 
unlimited over life and death. Three drops of this, in 
the simplest beverage, will ensure that slow and gradual 
decay, which, at the end of a year, shall leave him who 
drinks it a clod in his mother earth. A larger dose will 
shorten the time by one half; and a larger still will re- 
duce the time to a few weeks or days. The only difH- 
culty is how to give it : but that I will find means for 
when I know the person." 

" It will not do !" replied Beatrice ; " it will not do ! 
it is not quick enough. Have you no other means 1 " 

" Many, lady ! many !" replied the perfumer smiling ; 
" but, in good sooth, you are as impatient as a young 
lover. All our art has been tasked to render the means 
at once slow and secure, so as, in cases of necessity, to 
effect our deliverance from enemies without calling sus^ 

Sicion on ourselves. See here ! this artificial rose, so 
ke the natural flower, that the eye must be keen indeed 
which, at the distance of half a yard, could detect the 

difference. The scent, too, is the same " 

" But why do you keep it under that glass ball t" de- 
manded Beatrice, interrupting the long description with 
which he was proceeding. 

"Because, lady," replied the Italian, " that rose, placed 
in as fair a bosom as your own, and worn there for but 
one half hour, woidd lose its scent, and the wearer 
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health and life within a week. Its odour, therefore, t§ 
too valuable to trust to the common air." 

" And those gloves 1" asked Beatrice ; " those gToteB, 
so beautifully embroidered, for what purpose are thej^ 
designed ?" 

" Heaven forbid that I should see them on your 
hands !" replied Armandi ; ** though I have heard that 
they were once worn by a queen — loho is since dead. 
But you spoke of quicker means. Here is this small 
box of powder, containing a certain salt that, in the 
twinkling of an eye, extinguishes the fire of the heart, 
and the light of the mind, and leaves nothing but the 
fishes behind. We often use it, diluted with other 
things, for other purposes ; but I would not administer 
one dose of that, to any one of note, for a less sum than 
ten thousand golden Henrys, though the whole box is 
scarcely worth a hundred crowns. But so quick is its 
eflfect, and so marked the traces that it leaves behind, 
that the chirurgeon were a fool who did not at once pro- 
flounce the cause of death in him who took it." 

** Give me yon bonbonni^e,''* said Beatrice, pointing to 
a painted trifle on one of the tables. ** And now," she 
continued, as the man gave it her, '* is that enough for 
one dose ?" and, as she spoke, she emptied part of the 
powder from the box which contained it into the bon^ 
bonniere ; — " Is that enough for one dose V 

"It is enough to kill the King's army!" replied the 
man. " But what mean you, lady ? What do you intend 
to do V 

"The person for whom I mean this drug," replied 
Beatrice, '* shall receive it from no hands but my own. 
You shall risk nothing. There is a jewel, worth one 
half your shop," she added, drawing a ring from her 
finger, and casting it upon the table ; " and the powder 
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**But, lady! lady !" cried the perfumer, regarding the 
diamond with eager and experienced eyes, and yet 
trembling for the consequences which his fair visiter's 
strong passions might bring upon himself; " but, lady, 
if you should be discovered ! You are young and inex- 
perienced in such matters. They must be performed 
with a calm hand, and a steady eye, and an unquivering 
lip: and if you should he discovered, and put to the 
torture, you would betray me." 

'* Jiowcver I may contemn thee, man," answered Be- 
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itrice, " there is no power on earth that could make me 

betray thee. But rest satisfied ; I take th^ powder from 

thee, 'whether thou wilt or not;— but I will make thee 

easy, and tell thee, that if one grain thereof ever passes 

any human lip, that lip will be my own. It is well to be 

prepared for all things — to have ever at hand a ready 

remedy for s^ll the ills of life— to possess the means of 

snatching ourselves from the grasp of circumstance : 

and, in the path which I may be called to tread, the time 

may well come when I shall wish to change this world 

for another. I leave to better moralists to decide whether 

it be right or not, courageous or cowardly, to shake off 

a life that we are tired of. For my part, J will bear it 

to the utmost ; and, when I can endure it no longer, then 

will I try another path." 

** If such be your purpose, lady," answered the per- 
fumer, with a sweet smile, and a low inclination, ^* far 
be it from me to oppose you. Every one, as you say, 
should be prepared for aU things ; and I hold that man 
not half prepared who does not possess the means of 
limiting the power his enemies have over him to simple 
death, a fate that all must undergo. Men think far too 
much of death : it is but cutting off a few short hours 
from a long race of pain and anxiety : far oftener is it a 
mercy than a wrong. Men think too much of death !" 

" You think little enough of it in others, at least," * 
answered Beatrice, looking upon him with curiosity and 
hate, not unmingled with that peculiar kind and degree 
of admiration, which wonder always more or less pro- 
duces. " Have I not heard that you were busy amongst 
the busiest on the night of St. Bartholomew V 

" Not I, lady ! not I !" exclaimed the perfumer, with . 
a look of disgust and horror at the very name of that 
fearful massacre. " Not I, indeed ! not for the world 
would I have borne a part, either in that shameful affair, 
or in the late brutal murder of the great Duke and the 
Cardinal de Guise." 

" Why, how now !" cried Beatrice. " Would you, who 
hold life so lightly, and take it so carelessly from others; 
would you affect scruples at slaying those you consider 
heretics, or at putting away ambitious tyrants 1" 

"Lady, you mistake it altogether," answered the 
dealer in poisons, with a grim smile. *' The Huguenots 
are heretics, and damnable heretics, since such is your 
good pleasure and the Pope^s : but in that capacity I 
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have noug^ht to do with them. The Guises were t3nraiit0 
if you will ; though Heaven forbid that any ears but yours 
should hear me say so ! But they t3rrannised not over 
me. What I objected to, was the manner of the thing ; 
and it is the manner that, in this world, makes the only 
difference between crime and virtue. What is murder 
in one manner, is war and glory in another ; what is 
fraud in a merchant, is skill in a minister ; what is base 
when done in a burgher^s coat and with a simpering 
smile, is noble when done in royal robes and with a 
kingly frown. Now, what could be more beastly, or 
brutal) or indecent, than to cut the throats of some hun- 
dreds of men in their beds, stain all their pillows with 
blood, and throw the old admiral himself, half naked, out 
of a window ? What could be more cruel than to put 
them for hours in mortal terror ; inflict upon them ex- 
cruciating wounds, and, in some instances, leave thera 
half dead, half living, when the whole might have been 
effected without pain, without fear, without bloodshed, 
in the midst of some gay banquet, or some pleasant ca- 
rouse : where they would all have died ks if they were 
going to sleep ! Nay, nay, lady ! our late royal mistress 
made there a great and a cruel mistake ; and as for the 
Guises, — Poh I was ever any thing so stupid and so fiUhy 
as to swim the King's own closet with gore, and have a 
man reeling and tumbling about in the midst, under the 
strokes of half a dozen daggers ! I cannot conceive how 
the King, who is as delicate a gentleman as any in ^ 
France, could consent to such an indecency !" 

Beatrice of Ferara listened, but she thought deeply 
too ; for there was something in the character of the 
man who spoke — such a blending of frivolity and fop- 
pery with cold-blooded villany, that it led her thoughts 
far on into the wilds of speculation ; and was*not with- 
out its moral for herself. She saw, from his example, 
how easy it is for any one to persuade oneself of any 
thing on earth, however much opposed to reason, or 
to virtue. She saw that there are no bounds to self- 
deceit, that it is illimitable, and that there was never yet 
a crime so base, so horrible, so revolting, for which it 
will not find a pleasant mask and a gay robe : — she saw 
it, and she began to doubt whether all her own reason- 
ings in regard to self-destruction had not derived their 
strength from the same source. She resolved that, ere 
she ever thought again of attempting such an act, she 
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trotlld cbnmder well, and scrutinise her own feelings 
minutely ; but still, with the usual weakness of human 
nature, she would not lose her hold upon the means of 
doing that which she more than half believed to be 
wrong. Without replying to the perfumer's dissertation, 
she turned thoughtfully towards the door ; but, as she 
did so, she took the poison which she had purchased 
from the table, and concealed it in her bosom. 

Armandi hastened to open the door between the inner 
and the outer shop, and, with low reverence, presented 
the tips of his delicate fingers to lead the lady to her 
chair ; but at that very moment the clatter of many 
horses^ feet, and the rush and murmur of a passing 
crowd^ made them both pause, and turn their eyes to- 
wards the street. The matter did not remain long un- 
explained. A considerable body of those mercenary 
soldiers, who, from their blackened arms, were called 
the black retires, were passing along before the house : 
but their march through the streets of Paris was so 
common an occurrence, that it would have attracted no 
crowd to gaze, in the present instance, had not some 
additional circumstance given another kind of interest 
to their appearance on this occasion. In the midst of 
them, however, well-mounted, but disarmed, appeared a 
handsome and noble-looking young man, — no other than 
the Marquis of St. Real, — followed by about twenty re- 
tainers, also disarmed, and bearing those black scarfs 
which were, at that time, symbols of military mourning. 
There was nothing either depressed or anxious in the 
countenance of St. Real ; and he gazed about at the 
many interesting objects which the streets of the capi- 
tal presented, with the calm and inquiring glance of a 
person mentally at ease : but, at thtsame time, on either 
side of the file in which he and his followers rode, ap- 
peared a body of the reltres, with their short match- 
locks rested on their knees, their hands upon the trig- 
gers, and their matches lighted ; evidently showing, that 
those they guarded were brought into Pans in the con- 
dition of prisoners. 

The moment this spectacle met her eyes, Beatrice ds 
^t;rara called to the armed attendant who had accom- 
panied her chair, and who, like his mistress, had now 
turned to gaze upon the cavalcade as it passed by. 
** Quick !" she cried, " follow ihem quick, Bertrand ! fol- 
low them quick, and leave them not till you see their 



99 ONE IN A THOVSAKD; ORf -^ ^ 

prisoner safely lodjifed. Make sure of the place, and 
then bring all the tmings you can gather to me." 

The servant, accustorned to comprehend and to obey 
at once the orders of a mistress whose mind was itself 
as rapid as the lightning, sprang from the door, without 
a word, and, mingling in the crowd, followed the reitres 
on their way. Beatrice remained in silence till the last 
had passed, and then, entering her chair, was borne back 
to her ovm dwelling. 



CHAPTER IX. 



Wk must now tunt to trace the proceedings of Philip 
Count d^Aubin, who, riding on at full speed, drew not 
his bridle-rein till he reached the magnificent H6tel do 
Guise ; where, pushing through the mingled crowd of 
attendants and petitioners, that swarmed around the 
porte cochere of the dwelling, in which, for the time, re- 
sided all the power of Paris, if not of France, he ad- 
vanced, with hasty steps and abstracted look, to the. foot 
of the great staircase. He had even proceeded some 
way up the stairs ere he noticed, or even seemed to hear, 
the reiterated inquiries regarding his name and business^ 
which were addressed to him by the yarious grooms 
and porters in his progress. Wiien, at length— called 
for a moment from hfl^ fit of absence — ^he did condescend 
to speak, he merely mentioned his name, without indi- 
cating in any manner which of the many persons that 
the house contained was the object of his present visit. 

Although unacquainted with his person, the valet, who 
had at length obtained an answer, happening to recall 
some of the court scandal of former times, instantly, by 
an association not unnaturad, connected the coming of 
the Count d'Aubinwith the presence of the Duchess de 
Montpensier, the sister of the Duke de Mayenne, in the 
house at that moment; and he proceeded' forthwith to 
show the Count to her apartments. D'Aubin entered 
the splendid saloon in which the Duchess was sittkig 
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with tbe same thoughtful and abstracted air which had 
been left behind by the strong and turbulent passions, 
that had just been excited in his bosom by his interview 
with Beatrice of Perara. Madame de Montpensier, sur- 
rounded by a group of the gay idlers of the capital, who 
even at that time mingled in their character that degree 
of levity and ferocity which marked with such dresdfid 
traits the first French revolution, was engaged in the 
seemingly puerile employment of cutting out a paper 
crown with a huge pair of scissors, the sheath of which, 
black, coarse, and disfiguring, was passed through the 
silken girdle that spanned her beautiful waist. 

Shouts of laughter were ringing through the haU, 
when the valet opened the door, and announced the 
Count d'Aubin. The Duchess instantly looked up, with 
a smile of pleasure ; but, remarking the ruffled aspect 
of the Count, she instantly exclaimed, " Why, how now, 
D^Aubin ! how now ! After so long an absence, do you 
come back to our feet, not like a penitent suing for par- 
don, but rather like a harsh husband, full of scoldings and 
tempests 1" 

The cause of those gloomy looks, which she remark- 
ed, was not one which PhiUp d'Aubin would willingly 
have communicated to the gay, satirical Duchess de 
Montpensier, who, to the libertine freedom common to 
the whole court, added many a wily art, and many a 
vindictive passion, derived from the angry political fac- 
tions of the time. The immediate cause of his visit to 
Paris, however, afforded him a ready motive to assign 
for his dark brow and agitated look. *' Well may I be 
disturbed, madam," he replied, after a hasty word of 
salutation, *' when my noble cousin, St. R6al, confiding 
in an authentic pass, from the hands of your Highnesses 
brother, has been entrapped in the neighbourhood of 
SenUs, and is now, as I am well informed, a prisoner in 
Paris !" 

^ Nay, but why bear such a countenance into our pres- 
ence. Count d^Aubin?" rejoined the Duchess; ^I am 
guiltless of entrapping your cousin, or of even trying 
to entrap yourself; though, once upon a time," she 
addei, in a low tone, '^ I may have seen the Count d^Au- 
bin a tassel not unwilling to be lured ;" and she looked 
up at him with a glance in which reproach was so 
skilfully mingled with playfulness and tenderness, thai 
D'Ai^in, although he knew that full two thirds of the 
I. I 
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pageant, which daily played its part on her countenail66f 
was mere artifice, could not refrain from smiling in his 
turn. ^ 

" Ever willing to be lured, dear lady, where the lure 
is fair !" he replied ; " and though I certainly came to 
speak reproaches, they were not to you. I know not 
why your blockhead groom,'' he added, *' brought me 
hither, unless he divined, indeed, how much the sight of 
your highness softens all wrath. My business was with 
your brother, the Duke of Mayenne." 

The Duchess muttec^d to herself, " That will never 
do ! If he see Mayenne, he will spoil the whole ! — I ap- 
peal to you, fair ladies and gentlemen all," she exclaimed 
aloud, with one of those quick and happy turns of arti- 
fice, which no one knew better how to employ, " if this 
IS not a high crime and misdemeanour in the court of 
love and gallantry, to tell a lady, whom he dare not 
deny to be fair, that he came for any other purpose on 
earth than to see herself?" 

"Blasphemy! blasphemy! utter blasphemy!" cried 
half a dozen voices. "Judge him, fair lady, for his 
great demerits !" 

" Philip d'Aubin !" exclaimed the Duchess, putting on 
a theatrical air, " you are condemned by your peers ; 
but, under consideration of your having been thoroughly 
brutalized, by a two months' residence at the distance of 
a hundred leagues from Paris, we are inclined to show 
you lenity : kneel down here, then ! humbly, at our feet, 
confess your crime ! and swear upon this paper crown, 
which we have cut expressly for the royal Henry*8 
head, never to commit the like iniquity again !" 

D'Aubin had entered the apartment, not very well dis* 
posed to jest : but yet the feelings which had oppre^ed 
nim were of such a nature, that he was quite willing to 
forget them ; and the smiles of the Duchess de Montpen- 
sier, as well as the tone of tenderness she assumed to- 
wards him, together with the remembrance of many gay 
moments, spent in her society long before, made bifia 

gtadly enough take up the part that she assigned him. 
ending his knee gracefully before her, then, he made 
confession of his crime, declared his penitence, and, 
vowing, in the terras she had dictated, never to offend 
again, he stooped his head to kiss the paper crown which 
she held upon her knee. At the same moment the 
Duchess beut forwiu-d, as if to receive his vow, and, as 



THE DAYS OP HENkY QUATRE. 99 

she did so, she whispered, rapidly, "Stay with me, 
D'Aubio, and 1 will soon send these fools away/' 

The Count replied nothing, but rose ; and, still holdings 
the paper crown playfully in his hand, demanded in his 
ordinary tone, what was the real intent and purpose of 
that fragile mockery of the royal symbol. 

The Duchess saw that he had heard, understood, and 
was prepared to obey her whisper; and she replied, 
** 'TIS exactly as 1 have told you, most incredulous of 
men. When, by the fate of war, or by the blessing of 
God, Henry, calling himself the Third, shall be brought 
in chains into Paris, it might be expected that the sister 
of the murdered Guise," — and, as she spoke, her eye 
flashed for a moment with all the fiery spirit of her 
race ; — " it might be supposed that the sister of the mur- 
dered Guise should not bound her wishes for revenge, 
till she saw the assassin's blood flow like water in the 
kennel, fiut she is more charitable, or, rather, he is too 
pitiful a thing to be worthy of severe punishment. With 
these scissors shall be cut ofl* his royal locks, ere he 
quits the courtly world for the world of the cloister; 
and on his head shall he bear this crown, from the door 
of Notre Dame to the Abbey of St. D^nis, when he 
goes to take the vows that exclude him for ever from 
the world." 

D'Aubin laughed. " So, this crown is for King" 
Henry 1" he exclaimed : " and have you never thought, 
madam, of cutting oat another, from some diflerent ma- 
terials, for your noble brother of Mayenne 1" 

^' It must be an iron crown,, then," replied the Duchess, 
tossing her head proudly ; ^* and he must hew it out for 
himself, with his good sword." 

" Rather a Cyclopean labour !" answered D'Aubin, 
^ rather a Cyclopean labour I suspect ! especially since 
Harry of Valois, to whom you deny the crown, has 
chosen to turn up his hat with a Huguenot button." 

^ We shall see, we shall see !" replied the Duchess : 
*^ I know, sir Count, you laugh at all parties ; so I under- 
stand not why you should cling so fondly to the rabble 
of accursed murderers and heretics, who lie out there 
at St. Cloud, like vipers in a garden." 

D'Aubin laughed outright at the Duchess's vehemence, 
and reminded her that some of her near relations were 
amongst the rabble she so qualified. 

"They are none the less vipers for th^ln" she replied: 
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and the conversation taking a turn neither very wise nor 
very decent, may as well be omitted in this place. It 
lingered on, however, from minute to minute, without 
the Duchess making any apparent effort to fulfil the 
promise she had m^e to D^Aubin, and send away the 
idlers by whom she was surrounded. Too long accus- 
tomed to the intriguing society of Paris, and too well 
acquainted with the character of the wily woman with 
whom he had now to deal not to be armed at all points 
against every art and deception, D^Aubin began to sus- 
pect that the Duchess was trifling with him fot some 
particular purpose, and was seeking to occupy him with 
other matters, till some moment of importance, to him- 
self or his cousin, was irretrievably lost. 

" Hark !" he exclaimed, as this thought crossed his 
mind ; '* there is the clock of St. Gervais striking one, 
and I must really seek my lord the Duke." 

"I hear no clock," replied the Duchess — ^nor could she, 
for none had struck ; — " I hear no clock I But not yet, 
D^Aubin, not yet ; I am not yet going to slip the jesses 
of my faucongenttl, after having just recovered him from^ 
so- long a flight. Stay you wiSi me, D*Aubin, and I will 
send and see if my brother be within-: You go, Mont- 
Augier," she added, turning to one of the young cava- 
liers, who instantly sprang to obey her: but ere he 
reached the door, the Duchess, by a sudden movement, 
placed herself near him ; and, while D^Aubin was for a 
moment occupied by some other person present, she 
said in a low voice, " Do not return, do not return : we 
must keep the Count away from Mayenne, or they will 
together spoil some of our best schemes." 

D^Aubin's eye turned upon her ; and his quick sua- 

gicions might have gone far to counteract her purposes, 
ad not Madame de Montpensier, almost as soon as 
Mont-Augier^s back was turned, contrived, on varioua 
pretences, to dismiss the rest of her little court. Left 
thus alone with a fascinating and beautiful woman, who 
condescended to court his society, D^Aubin could not 
resist the temptation to trifle away with her half an hour 
of invaluable time, though he knew all her arts and even 
suspected that, on the present occasion, they were em- 
ployed against him for insidious purposes. He was on 
the watch, however, and, ere long, the clatter of many 
horses^ feet in the courtyard caught his attention and 
led him instancy to conclude that the Duke of Mayenne 
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was about to go forth, without having seen him. It was 
now all in vain that Madame de Montpensier, who like- 
wise heard the sounds, and attributed them to the same 
cause, endeavoured to occupy his attention by every 
little art of coquetry. D^Aubin started up, and, in gay, 
but resolute terms, expressed his determination of se^ ' 
ing the Duke ere he left the house. 

To what evasion Madame de Montpensier would have 
had recourse, is difficult to say : but, ere she could reply, 
the door opened, and a lady entered, whom we will not 
pause here to describe. Suffice it, that she was the 
widow of the murdered Duke of Guise, and that, though 
her person wore the weeds, her face betrayed few of 
the sorrows, of widowhood. 

"Catharine! Catharine!" she exclaimed, entering; 
••there is our slow brother of Mayenne just return^, 
and calling for you so quickly that one would think he 
were himself as nimble as Harry of Navarre." 

" Returned ! I knew not that he was absent !" replied 
the Duchess de IVfontpensier, with an air of irrepressible 
mortification, on finding that all her arts had been thrown 
away, and, instead of preventing D^Aubin from seeing 
her brother ere he went forth, had only tended to keep 
the Count there till he returned. A meaning smile, 
too, on the lip of D'Aubin, served to increase her cha^ 
gnu ; and she exclaimed, with a slight touch of pettish 
impatience in her tone, ** Well, well, I go to him ; and 
you, my fair sister, had better stay and console this tire- 
some man, till my return." 

The Duchess of Guise saw that something had gone 
wrong : but D^Aubin laughed, and replied, as Madame 
de Montpensier turned towards the door, *'May I re(]ue8t 
you to tell his Highness that th^ tiresome man waits an 
audience ; and, as his business will be explained in few ~ 
words, he will not detain the Duke Sd long as he has de- 
tained Madame de Montpensier, — or as, perhaps, I might 
say, more truly, Madame de Montpensier has detained 
him, — probably under a mistake ;" and he made her a low 
and significant bow, to which she only replied by shaking 
her finger at him as she passed through the doorway. 

" Where is the Duke V she demanded eagerly of the 
pages in the corridor, who started up at her approach ; 
and then, scarcely listening to their answer, she hurried 
on to the room 'in which she expected to find him, and 
<^ned the door without ceremony. 

13 
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Hie Ihike was seated at a table, hastily sealing some 
letters, while a courier, booted, spurred, and armed, 
stood by his side, ready to bear them to their destina- 
^ tions as soon as the packets were complete. 

" Why, how now, CMharine !" he exclaimed, turning 
towards :ier as she entered, and, in so doing, spilling 
the boiling wax over his broad hand, without suffering 
the pain to produce the slightest change of expression 
on his heavy, determined countenance ; " why, how now, 
Catharine ! you have been tampering, I find, with things 
wherein you have ho right to meddle. What is this 
business about the young Marquis of St. Real t Is it not 
bad enough that that rash boy, Aumale, should lose me 
a battle beneath the walls of Senlis, without ray sister 
losing me my honour V ^ 

'^Tush, nonsense, Duke of Mayenne!'' replied his 
sister ; '^ Nonsense, I tell you ! If you intend that packet 
for Senlis, you may spare the wax, and your trouble, and 
your fingers, for it shall never go !" 

" Indeed !^' said the Duke, pressing firm upon it the 
broad seal of his arms ; " indeed ! and why not ? Do you 
not know me better ihan that, my fair sister ? Do you 
' rfot know that my word, or my safe-conduct, was never 
in life violated by myself, and never shall be violated by 
any one else with impunity V 

" All very true ! all very true, Charles of Mayenne !" 
she replied ; " but, in the first place, I tell you that your 
safe-conduct cannot be said to be violated, because some 
friends of mine choose to help this young St. Real to 
pursue his journey on the very road for which the safe- 
conduct was given ; and, in the second place, there is 
no use in sending to Mortfontaine or Nanteuil either, 
for within an hour St. Real will be, I trust, in Paris." 

" Then within an hour he shall be set at liberty !" re- 
plied the Duke ; " for I shall suffer no quibbling with 
my honour : he shall be free to come and free to go, till 
the term of the safe-conduct expires." 

" Nonsense, nonsense, Charles !" replied the Duchess ; 
" do not talk like the man in the mystery. Send this fel- 
low away, and let me speak with you calmly ; for here is 
the Count d'Aubin already in the house ; and, if you go 
on vapouring in this way, you may miss a golden oppor- 
tunity of gainingmore than the battle of Senlis has lost." 

The Duke made a sign for the courier to withdraw. 
'* I know your skill well, Kate !" he said, as the man leii 
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tthe room, " and am far from wishing to comiteract your 
views ; but neither must you meddle with my schemes^ 
nor affect my honour. Now let me hear what it ib you 
have done, and what you propose to do/^ 

^ For the done, first, then," replied Madame de Mont- 
pensier : " what I have done is simply this : — Hearing 
from good authority that this St. R6al had left his troops 
under the command of his Lieutenant, and, while lus 
cousin D'Aubin went to join Longueville at Chantilly, 
had shown a strong inclination to seek the camp of the 
Henrys before he came to Paris, I thought it mucn better 
to change his destination, and bring him hither, well 
knowing that the first step is alL So much for the past ! 
and now for the future. Leave him but in my hands two 
days ; and if^ in that time, I do not find a way, by one 
means or another, to make him put his hand to the union, 
and draw his sword for Mayenne, why, set him free, 
in God's naine I and then talk of your honour and your 
safe-conducts as much as you like. He shall be well 
and kindly treated, upon my word!" 

The Diike smiled. " I doubt not that, Catharine,^ he 
said ; " you and your fair sister of Guise, who, I suppose, 
has some hand in the affair, are not such hardhearted 
dames, I know, as to use harsh measures, when tender 
ones will do." 

** WeU, well, Mayenne," she answered, " if we bestow, 
our smiles to promote your interest, you, at least, have 
no occasion to complain, good brother: but you consent, 
is it not so V 

'^ On condition that no harshness is used — ^that 1 know 
not where he is — that I see him not — ^and, that he finds 
no means for ap[^ying for liberation to me : for on the 
instant I set him free !" 

" Manifold conditions !" replied his sister ; " but they 
shall be all complied with. And now for the Count 
d'Ait^n. If we can but win St. R^al, I will promise 
you D'Aubin ; for I know one or two of the good Count's 
secrets, which give me some tie upon him. 

** I hold him by a stronger bondi" replied the Duke ; 
" the bond of interest, Catharine ; for, by my faith, if 
he quit not soon him whom Beatrice of Ferara calls the 
crowned Vice at St. Cloud, I will give the hand of Eu- 

fenie de Menancourt to some better friend of the League. 
am ^ad he is come, for I may give him a gentle notice 
to decide more speedily. 
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At the name of Beatrice de Ferara, the cheek of 
Madame de Montpensier reddened, and her brovr con- 
tracted ; and, without noticing the concluding words of 
her t)rother, she replied, " I hate that woman, that Bea- 
trice of Ferara!" and, as she spoke, she moved ab- 
sently towards the door. The Duke marked her with a 
smile, and followed, saying, ** Well, well, where is this 
Count d'Aubin t" 

The Duchess led the way to the apartment in which 
he had been left with the Duchess de Guise, and where 
she still found him, bandying repartees with the fair 
widow, and with the Chevalier d'Aumale, who had late- 
ly been added to the party. The entrance of the Duke 
of Mayenne, however, at once put a stop to the light 
jests which were flying thick and fast ; and the Duke, 
without preface, entered upon the subject of D'Aubin*8 
journey to Paris. 

" Good morrow ! Monsieur le Comte," said he, with 
an air of unconsciousness, which his somewhat inex- 
pressive countenance enabled him easily to assume. 
" Right glad was I of your application for a safe-con- 
duct'last night, doubting not that, by this time, you are 
heartily tired of consorting with the effeminate rabble of 
painted minions and Huguenot boors gathered together 
at St. Cloud, and are come to siipport the Cathojic faith, 
with a sharp sword, that has been somewhat too long 
employed against her." 

" Your Highness's compliment to the sharpness of my 
sword," replied D'Aubin, " does not, I am afraid, extend 
to the sharpness of m^ wit ; for the occurrences which 
have taken place withm the last five days are, surely, 
not calculated to bring over a cousin of the Marquis of 
St. Rpal to the party of the Catholic League, or to raise 
very high the character of dealers in Spanish Catholi- 
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The Duke of Mayenne turned a sharp and somewhat 
angry glance upon Madame de Montpensier ; but to 
D'AuWu he replied, coldly, "* You seem angry, Monsieur 
le Comte d'Aubin ; and as it is far from my wish to give 
just cause for anger to a French nobleman, whose good 
sense, I am sure, will, sooner or later, detach him from 
a party composed of all that is either infamous or he- 
retical, if you will explain the subject of your wrath, I 
will do all that is in my power to satisfy you, if I shall 
find your complaints justaud reasouablel" 
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** M^ complaint is simidj^ this, my lord Duke,^ replied 
D^Aubui, smiling at the air of unconsciousness w&ich 
Mayenne assumed : — *^ If my imagination have not de- 
ceived me, somewhat less than a month ago, Chariesy 
Duke of Mayenne voucbsafed, under the title of lieu- 
tenant-General of the kingdom, to grant a regular safe- 
conduct to a noble gentleman called the Marquis of St. 
Real, m order that the said Marquis might visit, in safe- 
ty, the capital of this country, as well as the court of 
King Henry, in order to judge between the factions 
which strangle this unhappy l^id, and take his part ac- 
cordingiy*" 

**■ True,*' said the Duke of Mayenne, bowing his head, 
" true, we did so." 

** Well, then, my lord," continued D'Aubin, ** is it not 
equally true that, when my cousin, St. R6al, thought fit 
to leave his forces at a sufficient distance from either 
army to give him an opportunity of joining which he 
pleased hereafter, and was advancing calmly to confer 
witibi the King, he was entrapped by false information, 
surrounded by a party weariiig the green scarfs of the 
League, and earned off, in direct contravention of the 
safe-conduct you had given him V^ 

" 1 will not aflfect to deny. Monsieur d'Aubin," replied 
the Duke,— and Madame de Montpensier looked m no 
small anxiety while he spoke ^— ^ I will not affeqt to 
deny, that the rumour of some such skirmish as you 
speak of has reached me— « — "^ 

"* Skirmish, my lord Duke !" exclaimed D^Ai^in ; 
'* there has been no skirmish in the business ; the sim- 
ple facts are these : My cousin, with only twenty gen- 
tlemen in his train, was surrounded by a party of two 
hundred men; and, of course, offered no resistance. 
He produced jrour safe-conduct, however ; but it was 
set at nought ; and the leaders of the band gave him 
very sufficiently to understand, that they had your own 
authority for what they did. Such, at least, is the ac- 
count brought me by one of my cousin's attendants, 
who contrived to effect his escape ; and I now make the 
charge boldly and straightforwardly, in order that you 
may have the opportunity of clearing yourself at once ; 
or,tii^ the spot of darkness, which such a transaction 
nittst aifix to the character of the Duke of Mayenne, may 
be stamped upon it in cfaaraeten which no aftertime 
can efface." 
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The Bake reddened, and bit his lip. ^ You make me 
angry, sir," he said, — ^" you make me angry !" 

" No cause for anger, toy lord Duke," replied B'Aubin, 
if you be clear of this transaction. It is I who am a 
friend to the character of the Duke of Mayenne, by 
giving him an instant opportunity of clearing it; — and 
let me say, my lord, if you be not free from share in 
this business," he added, sternly and boldly, " you may 
find that you are not the only one who is made angry : 
for, putting aside all respect- for your rank, and to ther 
station which you hold, I shall urge the matter against 
you as noble to noble, and gentleman to gentleman." 

*^ Was ever the like heard 1" exclaim^ Madame de 
Montpensier. "Heed him not, JJrother of Mayenne! 
heed him not ; the man is mad, raving mad !" 

" Not so mad, nor so foolish, lady," replied D'Aubin, 
his lip bending into a slight smile, "as to be turned from 
my purpose,^ either by sweet words, or angry ones. My 
lord Duke," he continued, approaching nearer to the 
Duke of Mayenne, who had taken a hasty turn in the 
room, as if to give his passion vent before he spoke ^ 
" my lord Duke, I mean not to offend you ; but my 
cousin has suffered vrrong, and that wrong must be 
redressed." 

"You have spoken too boldly. Count d'Aubin," re- 
plied. Mayenne, to whom the considerations of policy 
had by this time restored the calmness of which personal 
anger had deprived him : " but 1 must make excuses for 
the warmth of affection which you seem to bear your 
cousin ; and, in reply to your charge, I have merely to 
say, that the first correct information respecting this 
event " — and he turned a somewhat reproachful glance 
upon Madame de Montpensier — " has been received from 
yourself; that the x;apture of your cousin was unau- 
thorized by, and unknown to, me ; that I know not pre- 
cisely in whose hands he is ; and, that 1 promise you, 
upon my honour, he shall be set free as soon as ever I 
meet with him. Farther still, I pledge myself to find 
him and liberate him before three days have expired, 
and to punish, most severely, those who are concemedy 
in case he has met with any ill-treatment whatever." 

" Your promise goes farther than even I could expect, 
my lord Duke," replied D*Aubin, in a softened tone ; "and 
I most sincerely thank you for having met so candidly m 
charge which I may, perhaps, have urged too boldy, 



THB DAYS OF RBNltT QUATRE. 107 

jour Highness saysk Fbrgiye my hastiness, my lord ; 
Tor, on my honour, in these times of indiiference, it is 
tiometimes necessary to give way to a little rashness, in 
•order to show that we have some heart and feeling left.'' 
" We esteem you all the more highly for it," answered 
the Duke, and only regret, Monsieur d'Aubin, that one 
who can so well feel what is right and noble, in some 
points, should attach himself to a party stained with 
murder, treachery, falsehood, and many a vice that I 
will not number ; while sense, and wisdom, and ^ood 
feeling should all induce him to take the more patriotic 
part that we are in arms to maintain." 

'* And, let me add, his own interest also," said Mad- 
ame de Montpensier, ^^ should lead him to join us 
here." 

" Wisely reserving the best argument for the last !" 
joined in the Chevalier d'Aumale. " The great God 
interest, first cousin to the little God Mammon, is pow- 
erful both with Catholic and Huguenot, Leaguer and 
Royalist ; and, doubtless, beautiful priestess, if you can 
show that the Deity favours the League niore than its 
opponents, you will soon bring over Monsieur d'Aubin 
to worsHip at his shrine." 

" That can be easily shown," rejoined the Duke of 
Mayenne, following the idea of the Chevalier d'Aumale, 
half in jest and half in earnest : *** Has not the god 
already put at our disposal sundry Huguenot lands and 
lordships, purses well stuffed with gold, and above «iT)« 

the hand of more than one fair heiress! On my 

word ! Monsieur d'Aubin," he added, assuming a more 
serious and feeling tone, " far would it be from me to 
hold out to you views of interest, in order to bring you 
over to the party of the Faith, did not those views of 
interest coincide entirely with your honour, your repu- 
• tation, and your duty." 

D'Aubin mused for a moment, and then answered 
laughing, " I never yet did hear, my lord, that interest 
did not bring a long train of seeming virtues, to give 
greater strength to her own persuasions : and yet, I do 
not see how my honour could be raised by abandoning 
my king at a nK>ment of his greatest need ; how my 
reputation could be increased by qnitting a party M'hich 
I have long sensed ; or how my duty is to be done by 
breaking my oath of allegianct? to my legitimate sove- 
reign," 
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** Tlnw, Monweur d'Aubin," replied the Duke :— " if 
you are a man of honour, — and most truly do I hold 
you to be such, — ^you will flee the society of those who 
have none ; if you have a fair reputation, you will quit 
a court whose very^ breath is infamy ; and, if you hold 
sincerely to the Catholic faith, you cannot refuse to 
turn your sword against its most inveterate enemies." 

" No, no, my lord !" replied D*Aubin ; '^ King Henry 
holds the Catholic faith as well as yourself; and, in- 
deed, loves monks and priests rather better than either 
you or I do. To him, also, have I sworn fidelity and 
attachment, as my lawful sovereign ; and I will heither 
break my oath nor forget my allegiance." 
' " Thank God, that the thread of a tyrant's life is spun 
of very perishable materials V^ said Madame de Mont- 
pensier, with a significant glance at the Duchess de 
Guise ; " and were this Henry dead, we might well 
count upon you, D'Aubin : is it not so 1" 

D'Aubin replied not for a moment; and the soft 
sleepy-eyed Duchess of Guise could not refrain from 
pursuing the subject jestingly ; although her sister-in- 
law endeavoured, by a chiding look, to stay her, till 
D^Aubin had answered. " Perhaps the noble Count 
may be a Huguenot himself." she exclaimed : ** who 
knows, in these strange changeable times " 

*' Or, perhaps, this dearly beloved cousin of his may 
have been one these twenty years," said the Chevalier 
d'Aumale ; *' for, shut up in that old castle of theirs, 
these St. R6als may have been Turks and infidels, for 
any thing that we can tell." 

" I wish there was as good a Catholic present as St. 
R6al," replied D^Aubin ; *' and as for myself, though not 
very learned in all its mysteries, I hold the faith of my 
fathers, and will not abandon it. My lord of Mayeime, 
I would fain speak with you for one moment, in thi». 
oriel here," he added. 

The Duke of Mayenne instantly complied ; and ad- 
vancing with the Count into the deep recess of one of 
the windows at the farther end of the room, he listened 
to what D'Aubin had to say, and then replied gravely. 
The Count rejoined; and, though the subject which they 
discussed ^seemed to interest them highly, it might be 
inferred, frpm the laughter which occasionally minffled 
with their discoone, Uiat their conversation had tsuLon 
a turn towards tome topic less ui^)le«6ant thaa that 
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which been broaehed at the begiUnitii^ of their first 
interview. 

In the meantime, however, a new personage had been 
added to the party at the other end of the room* He 
was a tall gaunt man, of about five-and-forty , with aqui- 
fine features, a keen kite4ike eye, fine teeth, and curly 
hair and beard : in short, he was one of those men who 
are called handsome by people in whose computation 
of beauty the expression of mind, and soul, and feeling 
make no part of the account. His dress was not only 
military, but of such a character as to show that hm 
most recent occupation had been the exercise of his 
profession. The stedi cuirass was still upon his ^toul- 
ders, the heavy boots upon his legs ; and, thou^ some 
attempt had been made to brush away the dust of a jour- 
iiey, a number of long brown streaks, on various parts 
of his apparel, evinced, that whatever toilet he had made 
had been hasty and incomplete. 

As soon as Madame de Montpensier caught the first 
glance of his person entering the saloon, sl^ made hini 
an eager sign not to come in ; but he either did not per- 
ceive, or was unwilting to obey the signal, and proceeded, 
with an air of perfect assurance, til! the Duchess, start- 
ing up, advanced to meet him ; trusting, apparently, that 
the eager conversation which was going on between 
D'Aubin and the Duke would prevent either of them 
(torn remarldng her manxzmvres at the other end of the 
room, 

"What, in misfortune^s name, brought you here I'' 
she said, giving a hasty glance towards the oriel, and 
perceiving at once that she must make the best of what 
nad occurred, for that D'Aubin's eye had already marked 
the entrance of the stranger; "what, in misfortune's 
ttjune, brought you here just now ? Here is D'Aubin 
Umself inq[uiring furiously after this young kestril, that 
^e have taken such pains to catch ; and Mayenne, like 
a fool, standing on his honour, has promised to set him 
fiee as soon as ever he finds him. So, you know nothing 
about the matter : pretend utter ignorance ; and swear 
you have never seen the young Marquis.* 

"That I can well swear," replied the other, in the 
same low tone, but with a slight Teutonic accent ; " that 
I can well swear, most beautiful and charminff of prin- 
cesses ! for I took especial care to keep out of the way 
while the poor Ibitd was being limed ; and have ridden 
I. K 
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on before to tell you that, by this time, he must be safe 
in my house, in the rue St. Jacques." 

" Keep him close and sure, then," replied Madame 
de Montpensier, " at least till his shrewd cousin is out 
of the city ; for Mayenne will let us keep him but two 
days ; and we must work him to our purpose before that 
time expires." She had just time to nnish her sentence, 
ere Mayenne and D'Aubin quitted the recess of the oriel 
window; and the latter, advancing towards the place 
where she stood, addressed her companion as an old 
acquaintance. 

"Ha! Sir Albert of Wolfstrom," he said, with an 
ironical smile, " faithful and gallant ever ! Receiving 
the soft commands of this beautiful lady with the same 
devotion as in days of yore, I see ! But I have reason 
to believe that you are lately become acquainted with 
one of my cousins, and have laid him under some obli- 
gations." 

"No, no;" replied Wolfstrom, with a grin which 
showed his white teeth to the back ; " no, no ; if you 
mean Monsieur de Rus, we have been very intimate 
ever since that night when we three played together 
at Vincennes, and when I won from you ten thousand 
livres. Monsieur d'Aubin." 

"Well, well, I will win them back again," replied 
D'Aubin, " the first truce that comes." 

" I don't know that," rejoined the German ; " you are 
always unlucky with the dice, D'Aubin : you should be 
more careful, or, by my faith, the Jews will have all your 
fine estates in pawn." 

D'Aubin coloured deeply; for, as Wolfstrom well 
knew, the hint that he threw out of excessive expenses, 
and consequent embarrassments, went home. Mayenne, 
however, who by those words gained a new insight into 
the situation of the Count, smiled, well satisfied; as- 
sured, from that moment, that those who had it in their 
power to grant or to withhold the hand of the rich heiress 
of Menancourt would not be long without the support 
of Philip of Aubin. 

The Count recovered himself in a moment ; and, turn- 
ing the matter off with a pointed jest, which hit the 
Gennan nearly as hard, he prepared to take his leave 
before any thing more unpleasant could be said. 

" I shall look for the performance of your promise, 
my lord Duke,'^ he said, as he turned to depart ; " and 
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three days hence shall hope to hear that my cousin has 
been liberated." 

" Come, to make sure of it, yourself," replied Madamo 
de Montpensier, holding out to him her hand, which he 
raised with gallant reverence to liis lips; "come, ta 
make sure of it, yourself. Come and sup with me at 
Ren6 Annandi^s, our dearly beloved perfumer, who has 
a right, choice, and tasteful cook ; and, though the pro- 
fane rabble insist upon it that he used to aid our god- 
mother, of blessed memory, Catharine, mother of many 
bad kings, in sending to heaven, or the other abode, 
▼arious persons, to prepare a place for her, we will 
ask him, on tMs occasion, to give us dainties, and not 
poisons." 

" You must send me a safe-conduct, however," re- 

Elied D'Aubin, laughing, " and I will come with all my 
eart." 

** A safe-conduct you shall have," answered Mayenne, 
** and as many as you like. But, remember, I do not 
make myself responsible for Armandi no, nor Catha- 
rine, either," he added, with a smile. 

"Oh* I wiM trost her Highness," replied D'Aubin: 
** the only thing I fear are her eyes ;" and, with a low 
bow, and a glance which left it difficult to determine 
whether the gallsmt part of his speech was jest or 
earnest, he took his leave, and, mounting his horse, 
rode away towards the gates of Paris. 

" He teazes me, that Count d'Aubin," said Madame 
de Montpensier : " I dont know whether to love him, 
or to hate him." 

Oh ! if he teazes you, you will love him, of course," 
reptied the Chevalier d'Aumale. 

" I think you may love him, Kate," replied the Duke. 
** At all events, one thing is very certain, that Philip 
Count d'Aubin is var3ring fast towards the League ; and 
if you, Catharine, by some of your wild schemes, do 
not spoil my more sober ones, we shall soon have him 
fls one of our most •strenuous and thoroughgoing parti- 
sans: for you know, Wolfstrom," he added, laying his 
broad hand significantly upon the iron-covered shoulder 
of the German, who, together with three thousand 
lansquenets, had deserted from the party of Henry the 
Third, on the pretence of wanting pay ; " for you know, 
Woli8trom> there is no one so zeaious as a renegade T* 
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CHAPTER X. 



T^sE were busy days in Pans ! So manifold were the 
intrigues, so frequent the changes, so rapid the events, of 
that time, that it would have required almost more than 
mortal strength and activity, m those who played any 
prominent part amongst the factions of the day$ to ac- 
complish the incessant business of every succeeding 
hour, had not that levity, for which the Parisians have 
been famous in every age of history, stood them in bet- 
ter stead than philosopliy could have done, and taught 
them to consider the fierce turmoil of party, the eager 
anxiety of intrigue, and even the appalling scenes of 
strife and bloodshed in which they lived, rather as play- 
things and as pageants, than as fearful realities. 

No sooner had \he conference terminated, of which we 
have given an outline in the last chapter, than Madame 
'de Montpensier, leaving her brother of Mayenne to 
break his somewhat bitter jest upon the leader of the 
lansquenets, hurried from the room ; but, ere the con- 
versation which succeeded was over, though it lasted 
but a very brief space, sh» reappeared, covered with 
what was then called a penitent^s cloak, and holding her 
mask in her hand, as if prepared to go forth.. 

Beckoning Wolfstrom towards her, she spoke with 
him for a few moments, in an under tone ; and then, 
concluding with, ^Well, be as quick as possible, and 
bring me some certain tidings," she again quitted the 
apartment, without making Mayenne, who was convers- 
ing upon lighter nmtters with the Duchess de Gmse and 
the Chevalier d^Aumale, a sharer in her plans and pur- 
poses. 

We shaU not follow the progress of her chair through 
the long, tortuous, busy streets of Paris ; nor record how 
her attendants cleared the way through many a crowd> 
gathered together round the stall of some great book-* 
seller, or before the stage oa which some itinerant friar, 
like a mountebank of modern times, sold his treasure 
of relicks, or chaplets, or authentic pictures of sainta 
and martyrs, or the still-valued indulgence, which the 
church 01 Rome did not fail to grant to those who had 
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money and folly enough to purchase either the right 
of eating flesh, while others were doomed to fish, or 
the gratification of any other little carnal inclination, 
not held amongst irremissible sins. Suffice it that — 
amidst stinks, and shouts, and bawlings, mingled now 
and then with the " shrill squeaking of the wry-neck- 
ed fife," and various savoury odours wafted from the 
kitchens in which cooks, and traiteurs, and aubergistes 
prepared sdl sorts of viands, from the fat quail, and lus- 
cious ortolan, to good stout horse-flesh and delicate 
cat — ^the Princess's vehicle bore her on, till wide at her 
approach flew open the gates of the Dominican con- 
vent, in the rue St, Jacques, and entering the first 
court, the Duchess was set down, under the archway, 
on the left-hand side. 

After whispering a word to the frert porHer, the errant 
daughter of the noble house of Guise was led through 
the long and narrow passages of the building, not to the 
parlour which usually formed the place of reception by 
the priors of the convent, but to a small room, which had 
but one door for entrance, and but one narrow window to 
admit the needful light. The furniture was as simple as 
it could be, consisting of five or six long-backed ebony 
chairs, a table, a crucifix, a missal, and a human skull, 
not, as usual, nicely cleaned and polished, so as to take 
away all idea of corruption from the round, smooth, 
meaningless ball of shining bone, but rou^h and foul as 
it came from the earth, with the black dirt sticking in 
the hollows where once had shown the light of life, and 
the green mould of the grave spreading faint and sickly 
over the fleshless chaps. 

Standing before the table, with his arms crossed upon 
his breast, and his dark gleaming eye fixed upon the me- 
mento of the tomb, stood a tall pale man, habited in the 
Uack robe of a prior of the order of St. Dominick, with 
the white under-garment of the Dominicans still appa- 
rent. He raised his eyes as the Duchess entered, but 
fixed them again immediately upon the skull ; and, ere 
he proceeded to notice in words the approach of his 
visitant, he muttered what appeared to be a brief 
inrayer, and bowed towards the cross." 

"Welcome^ madam!" he said, at length; "I have 
been eagerly expecting you ; for it will not be long ere 
vespers, and we have much to consider." 

'* I have been forced to delay," replied the Duchess, 

K2 
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*' in order to save some of our very best schemes iWnn 

going wrong. But is not Armandi come 1 He should 
ave been here an hour ago.'' 

'* He is here, though he has not been here so long,*^ 
rephed the Prior. ^' I made them keep him without till 
you came ; for I love not his neighbourhood.'' 

" I ought to pray your forgiveness, father, for bringing 
him here at all," rephed the Duchess ; " but, in truth — ^^ 

" Make no excuse, lady, make no excuse !" replied 
the Prior. " We labour for the holy church, — ^we Isdiour 
for the faith ; and there is no weapon put within our 
reach by God, but we have law and hcense to use it 
against the rank and corrupted enemies of the church* 
militant upon earth. Did not the blessed St. Dominick 
himself say, * Let the sword do its work, and let the 
fire do its work, till the threshing-floor of the house of 
God be thoroughly purged and purified of the husks and 
the chaff which pollute it 1^ Did not he himself lead 
the way in the extirpation of the heretics of old, till 
the rivers of Languedoc, from their source even to the 
ocean, flowed red with the foul blood of the enemies of 
the faith 1 And shall we, his poor followers, halt like 
fastidious girls at any means of pursuing the same great 
object, of obtaining the same holy end ? As I hope to 
reach the heaven that has long received our sainted 
founder, if this Armandi can find means of accompli^* 
ing our mighty purpose, I will embrace him as a brother, 
and pronounce with my own hps his absolution from all 
the many sins of his life, on account of that worthy act 
in defence of the Catholic faith. — Shall I caU him in V* 

*' By all means !" said the Duchess, seating herself 
near the table ; " by all means ! let us hear what he has 
devised." 

The Prior of the Dominican, or rather, as it was called 
in Paris, the Jacobine convent, proceeded to the door, 
and made a sign to some one, who, standing at the end 
of the long passage, seemed to wait his commands ; and, 
aifter a momentary pause, an inferior brother of the 
order appeared, introducing the perfumer, habited ia 
the same silks and velvets wherewith we have seen him 
clothed when visited by Beatrice of Ferara, about ai| 
^ur before. With a courtly sliding step, inclined head, 
^d rounded shoulders, Armandi advanced towards the 
spot where the Duchess was seated ; and, after laying 
^ hand uppn im breast, and bowing low and rever- 
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ently, drew back a step beside her chair, as if waiting 
her commands, with a look of deep humility. The 
Prior of the Jacobines seated himself at the same time, 
and looked towards the Duchess, as if unwilling himself 
to begin the conversation with the worthy coadjutor 
who had just joined them. Madame de Montpensier, 
whose acquaintance with Armandi was of no recent 
dkte, had not the same delicacy on the subject, but at 
once began, in a familiar and jocular tone which the 
Ught dames of Paris were but too much accustomed to 
use, towards the smooth minister of evil that stood 
before her : " Well, pink of perfumers," she said, " let 
OS hear what means your ingenious brain has devised 
for accomplishing the little object I mentioned to you 
some days ago." 

*' Beautiful as excellent, and bright as noble !" replied 
Armandi, in his sweetest tone; "adorable princess, 
whose charms the lowest of her slaves may reverently 
worship, sorry I am to say, that the enterprise which 
Toa have been graciously pleased to propose to me, I ! — 
luckless I ! — ^am unable to undertake." 

The Duchess heard all his rhodomontade upon her 
charms — although the very broadness of Armandi^s flat- 
tery savoured somewhat of mockery — ^with more com- 
plaisance than had been evinced towards him by Beatrice 
of Ferara ; but the Prior listened with impatience to his 
waste of words, and seemed to hear his concluding dec- 
laration with disappointment and indignation. 

•* How is this ?" cried he, " how is this 1 Surely 
Ihoa, unscrupulous in every thing, aifectest no vain 
qualms in regard to the tyrant at. St. Cloud ! If thou 
noldest dear the Catholic faith," — and the keen eyes of 
the Prior fixed searching upon the soft smiUng counte- 
nance of the poisoner; — "if thou art not infidel, or 
atheist, or Huguenot, thou wilt clear away thy many 
sins, by exercising a trade, hellish in other circum- 
stances, in the only instance where it is not only justi- 
iable and praiseworthy, but where by the great deliv- 
erance of the church it may merit you hereafter a crown 
of glory. Or is it, perchance," he added, " that thou 
fearest because this tyrant is a king, and the son of thy 
former patroness 1 I tell thee, that were he thine omti^ 
brother, as a good Catholic, thou shouldst not hesitate," 

Armandi Ustened to the vehement declamation of the 
maak with his usual composed air, and hall*siibdu04 
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smile, and at the end replied, with every apparent ret- 
erence, " No, holy Father Bourgoin ; you mistake en- 
tirely your humble and devoted servant. I am not so 
presumptuous as to think, that what such a holy man as 
you tells me to do can be against either right or religion; 
and, besides, I would humbly beseech you to give me 
absolution for any thing I might do at your command ; 
so that, being a sincere and devoted Catholic, my con- 
science would be quite at ease." There was the 
slightest possible curl on Armandi's lip as he Spoke, 
which in the eyes of the Dominican looked not unlike 
a sneer ; but his manner, as well as his words, was in 
every other point respectful, and he went on in the same 
tone : — " Neither is it, reverend father, that the royal 
object of the ministry which you wish me to practise, 
has had more than one crown put upon his head, which 
makes me halt ; for I never yet could discover that the 
holy oil with which he is anointed has the least resem- 
blance to that elixir of life which forbids the approach 
of death ; or that in the golden circlet with which his 
brows are bound lies any antidote for certain drags 
that I possess. Nor am I moved by considering that 
his most Christian Majesty is the son of my dear and 
lamented mistress ; for, taking into account the troub- 
lous world in which we live, and the many difficulties, 
dangers and disasters which surround Henry at this 
moment, truly it would be no uncharitable act to give 
him a safe and easy passport to another world." 

" Then why, why," demanded the Duchess, " why 
do you hesitate to do so 1" 

"Sweet lady! it is because I cannot," answered 
Armandi : " the King's precautions put all my arts at 
fault. Not a dish is set upon his table, but a portion of 
it is tasted two hours before ; his gloves themselves are 
made within the circle of the court ; his own apothe- 
caty prepares the perfumes for his toilet ; and the cos- 
metic mask which he wears in bed, to keep his counte- 
nance from the chill night air, is manufactured by his 
own royal hands." 

Madame de Montpensier and the Prior looked at each 
other with somewhat sullen and disappointed looks; 
and Armandi added, " Unless you can get me admitted 
to his household, I fear my skill can be of no avadl.** 

"We have no such interest with the effeminate 
tjrrant," replied Madame de Montpensier, " and so this 
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scheme is hopeless," she added. "But I fear me, 
Armandi, that, from some love to this t3rrant, or to his 
minions, your will is less disposed to find the means 
than the means difficult to be found." 
•* No, as I live, beautiful princess !" answered the 




should be wise and chaste : when, one mid-day, in the 
open streets of Paris, my child was met by the base 
minion. Saint Maigrin, hot with pride, and vice, and 
wine. He treated ner as if she had been an idle cour- 
tesan ; and how far he would have carried his brutality, 
none biit the dead can tell, had not a gentleman, whose 
name I knew not, rescued her from his hands : although 
so hurt and terrified, that, ere long, she died. I called 
loudly for justice, lady — I called with the voice of a 
father and a man ; but I was heard by this Henry, who 
has never been a father and is but half a man. He 
mocked me openly : but the house of Guise, in reveng- 
ing their own wrongs, revenged mine ; and you may 
judge whether I would not willingly aid you to remove 
from the earth one who has cumbered it too long." 

" Then you absolutely camiot do it ?" demanded the 
priest. 

"I cannot," answered Armandi; "but,Jf I may say 
80, reverend father, I think you can." 

**Ay, and how sol" demanded the Prior eagerly: 
" if it rests with me, it is done ; for, so help me Heaven ! 
if this right hand could plant a dagger m his heart, I 
would not pause between the conception and the act : 
no, not the twinkling of ian eye ! — ^no, not the breathing 
of a prayer ! so sure am I that, by so doing, I should 
better serve the Catholic faith, than had I the eloquence 
of St. Paul to preach it to the world. How can I do it 1" 

"Very simply, I think," replied the poisoner. " I have 
often remarked, standing by the gate of your convent, 
or kneeling at the shrines at Notre Dame, a dull, heavy- 
looking man, pale in the face, strong in the body, and 
having but little meaning in his eye, except, when before 
some relict, or the image of some favourite saint, a wild 
and uncertain fire is seen to beam up but for a moment, 
and go out again as soon. He seems about twenty 
years of age ; and I met hjim now just going forth as I 
caine hither." 
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" Oh, yes ! I know him well," replied the Prior ; " yow 
mean poor Brother Clement ; a simple, dull, enthusiastic 
youth, whose strong animal passions now, most happily 
for himself, all centre in devotion." 

A dark and bitter smile curled the lips of Ren6 Ar- 
maudi as he listened to the Prior's account of the person 
on whom he himself had fixed as a fit instrument fqi 
the foul and bloody schemes that were agitated so trap- 
quilly in their strange conclave. " Yes," he said ; *' yes. 
stupid he is ; wild, visionary, and enthusiastic, he seems 
to be ; and the same animal passions, which once plunged 
lum in brutal lusts and foul debauchery may now act as 
a stimulus to drive home the dagger in the cause of the 
CathoUc faith!" 

The gleaming eyes of the Prior fixed sternly upon the 
countenance of the poisoner while he spoke ; and it 
seemed that no very Christian feelings were excited in 
the bosom of the monk by the bitter and sneering toiiB 
which the Italian employed. The suggestion, however, 
which his words had implied, rather than expressed, 
instantly caught liis attention, and diverted his mind 
towards more important matter. " Ha !" he exclaimed ; 
"ha! think you he could be prevailed upon?" 

"I have often remarked, reverend father," replied 
Armandi, who had caught the transitory look of wrath 
as it had passed over the monk's countenance, and who, 
being but Uttle disposed to make an enemy of one both 
powerful and unscrupulous, now spoke in a milder and 
more deferential tone; "I have often remarked, rev- 
erend father, that there are men in whose souLs the 
animal part seems to be so much stronger than the intel- 
lectual, that mere appetite drives them on to coarse 
extremes in every thing, however opposite and appa- 
rently incompatible. Thus, do we not see^" he asked, 
lowering his tone, as if he suspected that the case he 
was about to put might be that of hi^ auditor ; " do we 
not see that men, who, in their youth, have given them- 
selves up somewhat too freely to gallantry, and to those 
fair sins which the church condemns in vain, in after- 
years wear the bare stones with their bended knees, 
and tire all the saints in the calendar with penitence 
and prayer?" 

" Thou speakest profanely," said the Prior : " is it not 
natural and just that men, who have great sins to atone 
for, should do the deeper penance when their conscience 
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is awakened to repentance ? But what if it were even 
as thou wouldst sneeringly imply ? How does this af- 
fect our Brother Clement 1" 

" If I reason wrongly," replied Armandi, " my reason- 
ing affects him not ; but if my view is right, it matters 
much. I doubt, good father, that it is always true 
repentance which brings the libertine to the altar. My 
conviction is, that it is but one appetite gone, and another 
risen up in its place ; and amongst such men, had I some 
good and reasonable cause, — some powerful motive to 
stir them up to action, — it is amongst such men, I say, 
that I should seek for one to undertake fearlessly, and 
execute resolutely, such a deed as that which has been 
proposed to me : and let me say too," he continued, a 
natural tendency to sneer at his companions getting the 
better of the moderation he had assumed ; " and let me 
say, too, that 1 would seek for one whose reasoning 
powers, in the nice balance of the brain, would kick the 
beam when the opposite scale were loaded with animal 
passion and vagrant imagination. Do you understand 
me ?" 

The Prior made no reply ; but, starting up from his 
seat, walked up and down the i-oom with his hands 
clasped, his head bent, and his lips muttering. In the 
meanwhile, Madame de Montpensier beckoned Armandi 
towards her, and held with him a brief conversation in 
aa under tone. His communication with her, however, 
seemed to be much more free and unrestrained than it 
had ^een with the monk ; for jest and laughter appeared 
to take the place of shrewd and somewhat bitter dis- 
cussion ; and, though looks of intelligence and signifi- 
cant gestures made up fully one half of what passed, the 
lady and the poisoner seemed to understand each other 
perfectly. Their conversation ended by Madame de 
Montpensier exclaiming aloud, " Oh, never fear, never 
fear ! To attain that object 1 will act the angel myself, 
and go any lengths in that capacity." 

" Reverend father," continued the Princess, " this 
scheme is a hopeful one, easily executed, and involving 
no great risk." 

The Prior paused, and turned to listen to the Duchess, 
who knew much better how to treat him than Armandi. 
"What is the scheme, lady 1" he demanded: "as yet 
1 have heard of none, except vague hints regarding a 
brother of th(^ order, mingled with sneers at religion and 
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religious men, which, in better days, would have had 
their reward." 

" No, no, good father," replied the Duchess ; " poor 
Armandi means no evil. Answer me one or two ques- 
tions : think you not that Henry, — the excommunicated 
tyrant, the sacrilegious murderer of one of the prelates 
of the holy church, the friend of heretics, who is at this 
moment doing all that he can to spread heresy and de- 
stroy the Catholic faith in France ; — think you not that 
he is without the pale of law, and that any means are 
justifiable to stop him in his damnable course, and save 
the holy church and the Catholic population in this 
country ?" 

" Not only do I think so," replied the Prior vehement- 
ly, " but 1 think that he who does stop him in his course 
will gain a crown of glory, and would obtain, should 
death befall hifn in the act, the still more glorious crown 
of martyrdom." 

" That is enough, that is enough !" replied the Duch- 
ess ; " I will explain to you the whole scheme when we 
are alone. You, Armandi, go and prepare every thing 
that you spoke of, — ^the rose-coloured fire, and the dress, 
and the wings, and come to me to-night, that we may 
arrange all the rest." 

With profound and repeated bows, the perfumer was 
in the act of taking his departure from the apartment 
where this somewhat iniquitous conference had taken 
place, when three soft taps on the door arrested his 
progress, and the next moment the same monk who 
had ushered him thither on the arrival of the Duchess, 
announced that a noble gentleman, without, craved to 
speak with Madame de Montpensier, according to her 
own appointment. 

" Give him admittance, father ! give him admittance !" 
cried the Princess ; " it is our faithful friend Wolfstrom, 
who brings me news of other feats accomplished in the 
same good cause that occupies us here." 

The order for his admission was immediately given 
hy the Prior ; and as Armandi passed out, the leader of 
the lansquenets entered, exchanging glances of recog- 
nition with the poisoner, the circle of whose acquaint- 
ances had extended itself, by one means or another, to 
almost every one possessing any degree of rank, wealth, 
or influence in Paris. 
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«* Well, lady!" said the soldier of fortune, after a for- 
mal bow to the Priori '* the staff is safely housed, and 
we wait but your commands to follow up the sport." 

" But have you learned any particulars of hia mind 
and character V- demanded the Duchess eagerly ; " have 
you discovered which way we best may lead or drive 
him to the point ? Remember, our time is but short, 
and much remains to be done in those brief three days." 

^'Good faith! there seems but little to be learned, 
lady," replied the soldier. " As I promised, I took care 
that he should have companionship with none but those 
who would take up every light word, to let us see into 
the dark nooks of his heart, and report all truly that they 
learned ; but, by the Lord ! it seems that there are no 
dark nooks to be found out ! All is open and clear ! he 
seems simple as the day, religious in the true Catholic 
faith. Sir Prior ; bold and calm, but having little to take 
hold of, if it be not his devotion." 

" Of whom speak you t" demanded the Prior, while 
Madame de Montpensier fixed her fine dark eyes thought- 
fully on the ground ; '* is it of the young St. R6al, of 
whom our noble lady, here, spoke some days since 1" 

Albert of Wolfstrom nodded ; and the Prior also fell 
into a fit of meditation, seeming to revolve, like the 
I>uches8, the means of dealing with one of those char- 
acters, whose right simplicity of nature renders them 
much more difficult to manage than even the wily, the 
worldly, and the shrewd. 

" We must think of this matter. Sir Albert," said the 
priest, ** we must think of this matter. Is he in safety, 
at your house, do you think ?" 

" Why, by my honour, that is doubtful," answered the 
German. " My lansquenets have active duty to perform ; 
people are coming in and out at all hours ; and I never 
know when his Higimess the Lieutenant-general him- 
self may not make his appearance there." 

" That will never do !" said the Duchess ; " that will 
never do ! we must send him to the Bastile. Mayenne 
will never venture there ; for he knows very well that 
within those walls he would meet many a sight which 
his fine notions of honour and justice would oompel him 
to inquire into, to the mortification of his policy, and the 
destruction of his prospects. We must have him to the 
Bastile." 

T. L 
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" Your pardon there, madame," said the soldier, some- 
what uncourteously ; " myprisoner goes not to the Bas- 
tile, wherever he goes ! That foul burgher demagogue 
Bussy le Clerc shall hold at his good pleasure no pris- 
oner of mine." 

Madame de Montpensier's dark eye flashed, and her 
cheek reddened as she listened to the bold tone of the 
mercenary leader ; but gdl the tangled and complicated 
political intrigues in which his services were necessary, 
and perhaps some more private considerations also, ren- 
dered her unwillijig to break with one whose faith and 
integrity ,were somewhat more than doubtful. She 
smothered her anger, therefore, and, after a few mo- 
ments' thought, replied, " I have it, I have it ! He shall 
be brought here. You say. Sir Albert of Wolfstrom, 
that, notwithstanding the intimacy of his father with the 
Huguenots, he seems to hold fast by the CathoUc faith. 
You, reverend father, shall try your oratory upon him ; 
and, if possible, we must make him benefit by all that 
we do to lead on Brother Clement to the point we desire. 
You object not to this plan ; do you. Sir Albert V 

" It is more hopeful than the Bastile," replied the sol- 
dier ; " and 1 will bring him here with all my heart : but 
yet," he continued, with a doubtful shake of the head : 
" but yet — though I cannot well tell why — ^but yet I have 
some fears that you will not find this young roebuck so 
easy to manage as you imagine. There is something 
about him, I don't know what, that makes me doubt the 
result." 

" Oh ! but we have means that you know not of," re- 
plied the Duchess, " which, if he be in faith and truth a 
son of the holy chuch, must bring him over to the Union 
for her defence." 

" Well, well, I will bring him here," said the merce- 
nary leader ; " and you, fair lady and reverend father, 
must do the rest." 

" Away, then, quick ! and you will find me here at 
your return," replied the Duchess ; "but take care that 
you meet not with Mayenne by the way, for he will set 
him free to a certainty ; and then all that we have done 
will only tend to drive him over to the other party, in- 
stead of gaining a powerful adherent for the League." 

"No fear, no fear!" replied Wolfstrom. "The dis 
tance is but a hundred vaitis ; and T will post scouts at 
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the end of the street before we set out." So saying, the 
leader of the lansquenets took his departure, leaving 
Madame de Montpensier with the Prior of the Jacobine 
convent, with whom an eager and interesting conver- 
sation instantly took place, the consequences of which 
we may have to detail hereafter. 



CHAPTER XI. 



We must now turn once more to the young Marquis 
of St. R^al ; and, although the events which had be- 
fallen him since the death of his father may have been 
gathered by the reader from what has passed in the 
chapters immediately preceding, it may not be unneces- 
sary to recapitidate here, as briefly as possible, the 
occurrences which had placed him a prisoner in the 
midst of Paris. 

According ta the promise which Henry of Navarre 
had obtained from the old Marquis of St. R^al on his 
death-bed, that nobleman's son, as soon as possible after 
the last rites had been paid to his father's memory, had 
prepared to take the field in behalf of one of the great 
contending parties which then struggled for mastery in 
France. He had applied for and obtained, both from 
King Henry the Third, on the one part, and from the 
Duke of Mayenne on behalf of the League/ a safe- 
conduct to visit the camp and the capital, accompanied 
by twenty retainers. The rest of his forces, it was ex- 
pressly stipulated, were to remain at the distance of 
fifteen leagues from the Royalist army ; and the posi- 
tion of the two kings, as they advanced to lay siege to . 
Paris, had compelled him, in compliance with this stipu- 
lation to deviate from his direct road to Paris, and ac- 
company, for a short way, his cousin, who was advancing 
to reinforce the troops of Longueville and La None. 
Although strongly pressed by messengers from those 
two generals to decide at once in favour of the royal 
cause, and join the partisan force which they com* 
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manded, St. R6al steadily refused to do so, till according 
to the determination he had expressed, and in consid- 
eration of which he had obtained a safe-conduct from 
Mayenne, he should have visited the head-quarters of 
the King and of the League. 

As soon as he had obtained such a position for his 
forces as enabled him to leave them in perfect security, 
he set out with his small train, purposing to proceed 
first to the camp of the two Henrys, as the nearest at 
the moment, and then to visit Paris. He had scarcely 
advanced, however, half a day's march on his way, 
when he was suddenly surrounded by an immensely 
superior body of reltres and lansquenets, who had been 
sent forth from Paris for the express purpose of obtain- 
ing possession of his person. How Madame de Mont- 
pensier had gained such accurate intelligence of all his 
movements, was a matter of surprise even to her own 
immediate confidants i but it was very well understood 
that the orders, in consequence of which this bold stroke 
was executed, emanated from her ; and the leaders of 
the mercenaries, who captured St. Real, were not only 
furnished with the exact details of his line of march, but 
also with a ready answer to the indignant appeal which 
he instantly made, on his arrest, to the safe-conduct he 
possessed under the Duke of Mayenne's own hand. 
That safe-conduct, they replied, had been given him in 
order to facilitate a peaceful visit to Paris ; while he, on 
the contrary, had not only led his troops into such a 
position as to enable him to give strong support to the 
Duke of Longueville, but had even detached a body to 
aid that nobleman in the battle of Senlis. 

It was in ,vain St. Real explained to his captors, that 
the troops which had left him were the immediate re- 
tainers of his cousin, the Count d'Aubin, over whom 
he had no authority, and that he himself had positively 
refused to take part with the Duke of Longueville. 
His remonstrance was without effect ; and, although he 
well knew his own innocence, he could not but admit 
that the reasoning against him was specious. In reply 
to all his explanations, the Captain of the Lansquenets 
simply urged that he had no power to release him, and 
that his justification must be made to the Duke of 
Mayenne himself. To submit^ therefore, was a matter 
of necessity; and, as he .was in every respect well 
treated, the young Marquis did submit without any very 
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angry feelings, concluding that he might as well reverse 
the order of his proceedings, and first visit Paris instead 
of the royal camp. 

On his arrival in the capital, he demanded to be 
carried instantly to the presence of the Duke of May- 
enne ; but this application was evaded, it being boldly 
asserted by those who held him in their hands that tile 
Duke was absent from the city. Hitherto his attend- 
ants had been pennitted to bear him company ; and, as 
he had ridden through the crowded streets of the city, 
he had felt less as a prisoner than as a voluntary visiter 
of the great metropolis ; but when, after having been 
detained for some time at the house of Albert of Wolf- 
strom, he was told that he must accompany his captor 
to the convent of the Dominicans, whither only one 
servant could be permitted to attend him, he began to 
suspect that the bonds of his imprisoment were being 
straitened ; and he remonstrated with calm but firm 
language, reiterating his demand to be brought before 
the Duke of Mayenne, and expressing his determination 
to hold the name of that nobleman up to the reproba- 
tion of all honourable men, if he suffered any of his ad- 
herents to violate the safe-conduct from his hand with 
impunity. 

Wolfstrora, however, who on more than one occasion 
had shown himself but little tender of his own fair 
fame, could not be expected to feel much solicitude for 
that of another ; and, although he held the potent Duke 
in some degree of awe, he had become hardened by the 
impunity which every sort of falsehood enjoyed in the 
good easy times of civil war, and doubted not that, in 
the end, he should find means of extricating himself 
from the consequences of the present intrigue, as he 
had done in regard to many which had preceded, 
namely, by the unlimited command of impudence, 
shrewdness, and three thousand mercenaries. 

He turned a deaf ear, therefore, to the complaints of 
St. Real ; and the young Marquis was conducted to the 
convent of ^he Jacobins, in the midst of precautions 
which he did not fail to mark, and from which he 
augured little good in regard to the intentions of his 
gaolers. . 

The distance from the dwelling of the mercenary 
leader to the convent was but short ; and the people of 
Paris were well accustomed to see parties oi soldiers 

L2 
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pass through their streets : but the indescribable pleas- 
ure of /taring, in this instance, as in all others, collected 
a little crowd round the centre of bustle ; and the gates 
of the Jacobins, as they opened to receive St. Rdal, 
were surrounded by between twenty and thirty persons 
of different conditions. To those who have eaten suf- 
ficiently of the tree of good and evil in a great capital 
to know that they are naked, the presence of a gaping 
mob to witness the fact of their being dragged along 
like culprits by a party of rude soldiers, would be a 
subject of annoyance. St. Real felt injured, but not 
ashamed or afraid ; and fixing his eye upon the most 
respectable personage of the crowd, he suddenly stopped 
where he stood, and, ere any one could prevent mm^ 
exclaimed, in a loud and distinct voice, ^^ My friend, 
if the Duke of Mayenne be in Paris, you will serve 
both him and me by telling him that the Marquis of St. 
Real is here detained, contrary to the Duke's safe-con* 
duct and his honour.'* 

" You will tell him no such thing, as you value your 
ears !" shouted Albert of Wolfstrom, fixing his eyee 
upon the Parisian with a marking glance, which seemed 
to intimate that he would not be easily forgotten by the 
wrath of the German leader in case of disobedience. 
The Parisian drew back determined from the very first 
to practise that sort of wisdom which those long resi- 
dent in great cities, and much habituated to scenes of 
contention and intrigue, do not fail to acquire ; namely, 
to meddle with nothing that does not personally con- 
cern them. There was another person present, how- 
ever, whose diminutive stature, and the simplicity of 
garb which he had assumed, combined to conceal him 
from the notice of either St. Real or the mercenary 
leader; no other, indeed, than the young Marquis's 
dwarf page, Bartholo ; who, peeping through the open 
spaces between the other personages that formed the 
little crowd, saw and heard all that passed without 
attracting notice himself. Slipping out at once from 
amongst the rest, he made his way down the street, 
holding one of his usual muttered consultations with 
himself. 

" Now, shall I tell Mayenne," he said, " that the great 
baby is caught, and shut up here in the Jacobins, like a 
young imprudent rat, in a politic rat-trap ; or shall I let 
him he there for his pains, tiU that spoiled boy, D'Auhi^ 
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has married the other fair-haired baby, and that matter 
is irrevocable ?" 

He paus^ for a moment at the end of the- street, re- 
volving the question he had put to himself in silence. 
" No, no," he added, at length : " no, no, ttiere I might 
outwit myself! these Leaguers are too cunning for that. 
If they can't get St. R6al on any other terms, they may" 
marry him to this Eugenie de Menancourt, and spoil all 
my schemes at once. If Mayenne hears publicly where 
he is, he must set him free, for his honour's sake. Then 
will he go off, in the heat of his anger, to the people at 
St CIoikI ; D'Aubin will come over to the League, marry 
the girl, and all will be safe. Yes, yes, to Mayenne ! I 
will to Mayenne !" 

In consequence of this determination, he proceeded 
as quickly, but as quietly as possible, to the H6tel de 
Guise, and demanded to speak with the Duke of May- 
enne, — ^a privilege which every one in Paris claimed in 
regard to that leader, whose power was principally based 
upon his popularity. The duke, however, had by this 
time set out to watch the progress of the skirmishes 
which were taking place almost hourly in the Pr6 aux 
Clercs, and the dwarf, not choosing that the tidings he 
had to communicate should be given in any other than 
a public, manner, refused to intrust them to Mayenne's 
retainers, and retired, resolving to repeat his visit early 
the next morning. 

In the meantime St. Real was hurried into the con- 
vent, the gates were shut, and, preceded by two or three 
of the Dominicans, he was led along the dark and gloomy 
passages of the building, towards the apartment in whicn 
the Prior and Madame de Montpensier were still in con- 
ference. Here, however, he was stopped at the door ; 
and Albert of Wolfstrom, entering alone, held a brief 
but rapid conversation with the Prior. It ended in St. 
R6al being led back again across the great court to a 
distant pait of the monastery, where, after climbing two 
flights of steps, he was ushered into a corridor extreme- 
ly narrow, but of considerable length. In the whole 
extent of wall, however, which this corridor presented, 
there only appeared three doors, besides the low arch 
by which he entered. Two of these opened on the left, 
and were close together ; the other was at the further 
end of the passage. 

Albert of Wolfstrom and his soldiers paused at the 
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entrance ; but the monks led St. R§al on, and, in a rtio* 
ment after, the Prior himself followed. He seemed to 
regard the young stranger with some degree of interest, 
and addressed him with mildness and urbanity. "I am 
told, my son," he said, " that it is necessary, for reasons 
into which I have no authority to inquire, to hold you as 
a prisoner tiU the decision of the Lieutenant-Oeneral of 
the kingdom is known in regard to your destination ; bat , 
at the same time the members of the holy Catholic Unioni 
whose object is solely to maintain the faith and liberties 
of the people, and to oppose the progress of tyranny 
and heresy, desire that you should not be treated as a 
common prisoner of war, but rather should have every 
comfort and convenience till your fate is otherwise de^ 
cided. For this purpose, they have consigned you to 
our care rather than to the rude durance of the Bastile ; 
and, instead of assigning you one of the common ceils 
of the brotherhood, I have directed that you should be 
placed here, where you can have more space and con- 
venience. Yonder door, at the farther end of the cor- 
ridor, belongs to a cell fitted for your attendant ; this 
first door on the left leads to an apartment which we shall 
assign to one of our brethren of St. Dominick, through 
whom you can communicate with the convent and tStf 
world without. This is your own apartment " 

As he spoke, he opened the second of the two doors, 
which stood close together on the left, and led St. R6al 
into a spacious and well-furnished chamber. It was airy, 
but somewhat dim, as it derived its only light from a 
window, which appeared, by its great height and Gothic 
shape, to have once formed part of some church or 
chapel. At the present moment, such arrangements had 
been made — amongst the various alterations which the 
old buildings must have undergone — that this single 
window, which reached from the ceiling to the floor, 
served to give light both to the room in which St. R6al 
stood, and to the other immediately by its side, which 
together must have once formed but one large chamber. 
The thin partition of wood-work which separated thJe 
one room from the other, was supported, from the floor 
to the roof, by the strong stone pillar that divided the 
Gothic window into two parts ; and thus, though the two 
chambers were completely distinct, they both had an 
equal share of light. 

" This chamber is somewhat obscure," continued the 
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Prior ; " but, in the alterations which were made in this 
building, some twenty years ago, we could not arrange 
things better. What are now sleeping-rooms were then 
part of the old chapel, and this high window looked out to 
the Prior's dwelling." So saying, he advanced and opened , 
the casement, a great part of which, swinging back on its 
creaking and clattering hinges, gave admittance to the 
free air of summer from \f ithout, and showed to St. R6al 
the heavy walls of another body of the building rising up 
before the window, at the distance of scarcely five feet. 
Running along upon the same level as the chamber in 
which he stood, might be seen one of those Gothic pas- 
saffes of fretted stone-work, which, in churches, are 
caBed monks' galleries ; while, at the distance of about 
twenty feet below, appeared between the two buildings 
the narrow paved alley which united the inner to the 
outer court of the Dominican convent. 

The Prior proceeded with some more excuses for the 
dimness of the chamber ; but as soon as he had con- 
cluded, St. R6al, who had listened calmly, replied. " I 
complain not of the apartment, father, I have slept in 
worse ; but I complain of imprisonment, when my safety 
and freedom were guaranteed to me by the Duke of May- 
enne himself. However, let me warn you, that I am 
aware, from some circumstances which occurred at the 
gate of the convent, that his Highness of Mayenne is 
purposely held in ignorance of my imprisonment. I 
acquit him, therefore, of all dishonourable conduct : but 
how you, and others, will answer to him for bringing his 
honour and good faith in question, you must yourself 
consider." 

"For my actions," replied the Prior, somewhat stern- 
ly, " I am prepared, my son, not only to answer to him, 
but to God. Those of others I have nought to do with. 
It suffices for me, that I have authority from those who 
have a right to give it, to detain you here till I am assured 
that the Lieutenant-General thmks it fit that you should 
be set at liberty. You are ungrateful, my son, for kind- 
ness felt and shown: you might have undergone harsher 
treatment, had you been consigned to the Bastile." 

" Father, I am not ungrateful," replied St. R6al, whose 
simple good sense was no unequal match for even 
monkish shrewdness ; '' but when an act of injustice is 
committed, it is somewhat hard to require that the suf- 
ferer should be well pleased that that act of injustice is 
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n6t greater than it is. To confine me here is wrongs*- 
to coniine me in the Bastile were worse ; but, surely, I 
cannot be expected to feel grateful to the thief who cuts 
my purse, simply because he does not cut my throat 
also!" 

** Your language is hard," replied the Prior, " and your 
similes are indecent towards a minister of the religion 
you profess to hold ; I shall, therefore, waste no more 
words upon you, young sir! your conduct, however, 
makes no change in my purposes. The treatment you 
receive shall be as gentle and as good as if you were 
grateful for kindness, and courteous towards those whom 
you should respect. You will one time know me bet- 
ter ; and you may be sure, even now, that I have no pur- 
poses to serve by your detention ; as you will fina by 
our intercourse, be it long, be it short, that I shall strive 
for nothing but, if possible, to lead you in that course in 
which your honour, your happiness, and your best inter- 
ests, here and hereafter, are alone to be found." 

St. Rfeal made no reply ; and the Dominican, bowing 
his head with an air of conscious dignity, withdrew from 
the apartment, and, proceeding through the doorway by 
which he had entered, left the young Marquis and his 
attendant alone. The sound of turning keys and draw- 
ing bolts succeeded, and St. Real for the first time found 
himself a prisoner indeed. Now, the soul, secure in its 
existence, may smile at the drawn dagger, and defy its 
point ; yet there are many things which may happen to 
the body, that defy the soul to preserve her equanimity, 
although they be much less evils, in comparison, than 
that irretrievable separation of matter and spirit, which 
we are accustomed to look upon with more indifference. 
For a moment or two, St. Real lost his calmness, and, 
striding up and down the room with his arms folded on 
his breast, gave way to that bitterness of spirit, which 
every noble heart must feel on the loss of the great, 
the mcomparable, the inestimable blessing of liberty. 
His more philosophical attendant, who had been se- 
lected in haste from among the rest of his 'followers, 
without any great attention to his mental qualities, con- 
soled himself, under the privation which so painfully 
affected his master, by examining every hole and comer 
in the apartments to which they were consigned ; and 
comforted himself not a little, under all their woes and 
disasters, by the sight of soft and downy beds, tidli 
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arras, and velvet hangings. Before his perquisitiooB 
were well complete, however, and just as his master 
was reasoning himself into csdmer endurance of an 
event he could not avoid, the door once more opened, 
and admitted a brother of the order, on whose appeslr- 
ance and demeanour we^tnust pause for a moment. 

He was younger than any of the friars that St. Real 
had yet seen, — ^pale in countenance, heavy in expres- 
sion, with a certain degriee of sadness, if not wildness, 
in his eye, and that close shutting of the teeth and com- 
pression of the lips, which, in general, argues a deter- 
mined disposition. A httle above the midSe height, he 
was powerful in limb and muscle ; but the appearance 
of strength and activity, which his form would other- 
wise have displayed, was contradicted by a certain 
slouching stoop, which deprived his demeanour of all 
grace ; while the habit of gazing, as it were, furtively 
from under the bent brows which almost conce^ded his 
eyes, gave his dull countenance a sinister expression, 
not at all prepossessing. 

" Benedicite !" said the friar, as he advanced towards 
St. Real ; " benedicite '." 

St. R6al made some ordinary answer in Latin ; but 
the dull unreplying countenance of the monk showed 
that his stock of Latinity did not extend even to the 
common phrases in use amongst persons of his profes- 
sion ; and the young Marquis proceeded in French : 
"You are, I presume, the brother appointed to keep 
watch over us in our confinement 1" 

" The Prior has giveh me, for a penance," replied the 
monk, " the task of lying in a down-bed, and waiting 
your will in communicating with the parlour and the 
refectory, till to-rhorrow morning. I am commanded 
to ask you if you will have supper : it grows late." 

" I am here, father," replied St. Real, with a smile, 
" as a bird in a cage ; and you must feed me at what 
hours you please ; it matters but little to me." 

The monk gazed on him, for a moment, in sullen si- 
lence, as if he hardly attended to his reply, or hardly 
understood its meaning ; and then, as his slow compre- 
hension did its work, he turned away with a few mut- 
terr^ half-intelligible words, and left the apartment, 
going apparently to command the meal of which he had 
spoken. It was soon after brought in ; and, during its 
course, the Dominican sat by, turning over the leaves 
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of his breviary in silence, from time to time reading 
few sentences, and filling up the intervals in gazing va 
cantly upon the pages, seemingly occupied in dull an 
gloomy dreams. 

The meal did not occupy much time; and after i 
was concluded, St. Real, anxious to hear somethini 
more precise concerning the state of the capital, and t 
obtain some information in regard to his own situatioc 
endeavoured to enter into conversation with the monk 
but the course of all their thoughts lay in such differen 
lines, that he soon perceived the attempt would be i; 
vain. The Dominican sat and listened, and replied eithe 
by monosyllables, or by long fanatical tirades, in genen 
totally irrelevant to the topic which called them forth 
and, as twilight began to grow upon the world, till 
young Marquis abandoned the endeavour, and intimatec 
by his silence, a desire to be left alone. It was Ion 
before the other gratified his inclination in this respee 
however, but sat mute and absent, still turning over th 
leaves of his breviary, and gazing, from time to Wmt 
upon the face of his companion. Nor was it tiU Si 
Real expressed his desire to have a lamp, and 16 be lei 
to his own thoughts, that the monk deemed it advisaU 
to retire. 

Fatigued in body and mind by the events of the da] 
St. Real soon cast himself down to rest ; and sleep wa 
not long in visiting his eyelids. His slumber was pre 
found also ; and he awoke not till various sounds in th 
immediate vicinity of his chamber disturbed his repot 
somewhat rudely. 

The nature of the first noises that roused him h 
could not very well distinguish, for slumber, though i 
flight, still held, in some degree, possession of hi 
senses. They seemed, however, as far as he cool 
remember afterwards, to have proceeded from som 
smart blows of a hammer upon a wooden scafTolding 
but, before he was well awake, those somids had ceasec 
and a buzzing hum, like that of a turner's wh^el, or 
quickly moved saw, had succeeded. St. R^al listene 
attentively; and, having convinced himself that th 
noises, by whatever they were occasioned, were nc 
produced by any thing in his own chamber, but rathe 
seemed to proceed from some part of the building oppc 
site to his window, he addressed himself to sleep agaii 
and not without success. 
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Bat his repose was not so full and tranquil as before. 
His former slumbers had been profound, forming one 
of those dreamless, feelingless, lapses of existence, 
which seem given us to show how the soul, even while 
dwelling in the body, can pause with all her powers 
suspended, unconscious of her own being, till called 
again into activity by some extraneous cause. The 
sleep which succeeded, however, was very different; 
dreams came thick and fast ; some of them were con- 
fused and wild, and indistinct, but some were of that 
class of visions in which all the objects are as clear and 
definite as during our waking moments, — in which our 
thoughts are as active, our mind is as much at work, 
our passions are as vehemently excited, as in the strife 
and turmoil of living aspiration and endeavour ; dreams 
which seem given to show us how intensely the soul 
can act, and feel, and live, while the corporeal faculties, 
which are her earthly servants, are as dead and useless 
as if the grave's corruption had resolved them into 
nothing. 

At one moment it seemed that he was in the battle- 
field, amidst the shout and the cry, and the clang of 
arms, and the rush of charging squadrons ; and then he 
was in the flight of the defeated army, and he knew all 
the bitter indignation of reverse, and all the burning 
thirst to retrieve the day, and he felt all the vain effort 
to rally the flying, and the hopeless and daring effort to 
repel the victor ; and then again, when all was lost, and 
not the faint shadow of a despairing hope remained, he ' 
was hurrying his rapid course across some dark and 
midnight moor ; and, while he spurred on his own weary 
horse, he held in his hand the bridle-rein of another, 
who bore one for whom he felt a thousand fears which 
he knew not for himself; and ever and anon, as he 
turned to look, the soft sweet eyes of Eugenie de Men- 
ancourt would gaze upon him with imploring earnest- 
ness. Then, suddenly, the figure changed, the rein 
dropped from his hand, and, armed all in steel, with 
lance couched and visor up, as if galloping to attack him, 
appeared his cousin, Philip of Aubin ; and with a feel- 
ing of horror and a sudden start, St. R6al woke. 

The sounds that he now heard — for as yet the night 

had by no means assumed her attribute of quietness — 

were certainly not calculated to produce the painful 

sensations that he had just undergone. There was 

I. M 
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music on the air — soft and delicate music, — ^not gay and 
yet not sad, but with a certain wild solemnity of tone* 
that well accorded with the hour, and seemed calculated 
to raise the thoughts to high and unearthly aspirations. 
At first, the music was solely instrumental ; but, in a 
moment or two afterwards, two sweet voices were 
heard singing, with a peculiarly thrilling softness of 
tone, that seemed to have something supernatural in 
its clear melody. St. Real listened ; and, though the 
sounds must have proceeded from some distance, yet 
the words were pronounced so distinctly, that he lost 
not a syllable of the song they poured upon the night. 



First Voice. 

Second Voice, 
First Voice. 



Second Voice. 
First Voice. 



Second Voice. 
First Voice. 



Second Voice. 
Both Voices. 



SONG. 

Blessed ! blessed ! art thou 

Amongst the sons of men ! 
For angels are wreathing for thy brow 

Flowers that fade not again ! 

A crown, a crown <^ glory for the brave ! 

Blessed ! blessed ! are those 
That sleep the sleep of the good ' 

Blessed is he whose bosom glows 
To shed the tyrant's blood ! 

Glory to him whom the Church shall save ! 

Amongst the saints in Paradise, 

In glory he shall dwell ! 
And angels shall greet him to the skies, 

When to earth he bids farewell ! 

Joy, joy, joy to the champion of the Lord ! 

His arm is now endued with might, 
The foes of the Faith to destroy ! 

To sweep the tyrant from God's sight, 
To crush the worm in his joy ! 

Death, death, death to the tyrant abhorred ! 

Blessed ! blessed! blessed art thou 

Amongst the sons of men ! 
For angels are wreathing for thy brow 

Flowers that fade not again ! 



It was no longer doubtful whence these sounds pro- 
ceeded ; for, in consequence of the closeness of a hot 
August night, St. R6al had left his window open ; and 
he now distinctly perceived that the music issued from 
a spot in the monk's gallery very nearly opposite. 
Springing out of bed as soon as the sounds had ceased, 
he advanced to the window, and looked out ; but he 



TH£ DAYS OF HENRT QITATKE. 1S5 

could perceive nothing. The night was somewhat ob- 
scure, the moon by this time was down, and it was 
with difficulty that he distinguished the fretted stone- 
work of the gallery from the rest of the dark mass 
that rose before him. He paused for a moment to con- 
sider what all this could mean. Though a sincere 
Catholic, and habituated to make a marked distinction 
between the doctrines of the religion he professed 
and the absurdities, superstitions, and corruptions with 
which knaves and fools had endeavoured to disguise 
it, still the Reformation had disclosed too much, and 
the young noble was of too inquiring a disposition for 
Mm to be unaware of the multitude of tricks, intrigues, 
and deceptions, which some of the more bigoted mem- 
bers of the Roman church thought themselves justified 
in practising for the attainment of an end desired. The 
sounds he had just heard, therefore, he attributed at 
once to their right cause, looking upon them as part of 
some piece of monkish jugglery. Almost as rapidly 
joining this conclusion in his mind to his own arrest 
without the knowledge of Mayenne, to his detention in 
the Dominican convent, to his separation from the rest 
of the community, and to the peculiar position of the 
apartments assigned to him, he was led to believe — 
though wrongly — that he himself was the object of the 
somewhat absurd stratagem which he had just wit- ' 
nessed. 

" These monks must surely deem me a very great 
fool indeed !" he thought, as he stood and gazed out 
upon the building opposite, longing to give the persons 
who had been singing an intimation of his conscious- 
ness of their arts, and of the contempt in which he 
held them. But, while considering whether it would 
not be more dignified to let the matter pass over in 
silence, a new trick was played off. A sudden light 
burst through the apertures of the stone- work, and was 
poured, as it were, in a full stream upon the window at 
which he stood, but not on the part contained in his 
own chamber, bein^ directed entirely upon that portion 
of the casement wnich was beyond the partition, and 
which gave light to the chamber assigned to the young 
monk who had been given him as an attendant. The 
first ray of light that St. R6al perceived was of the 
ordinary hue, though of a dazzling brightness ; but the 
next moment it assumed a bright rose-colour, and pro- 
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ceeded to pour on, changing to a thousand varied and 
beautiful tints, which the young noble thought certaiidy 
very admirable, but not at all supernatural. The next 
moment, however, he heard through the partition the 
murmuring of voices in the neighbouring chamber; and, 
blinking that the jugglery had been carried quite far 
enough, he determined, if possible, to put and end to it. 
Throwing his cloak round him, therefore, lie approached 
the door, intending to enter the chamber of the young 
Dominican, and tell him in plain language, that he was 
not to be deceived ; but, when he attempted to draw the 
lock, he found that the key had been turned upon him 
from without ; and, with a curling lip, he cast himself 
again upon his bed, and soon forgot, in tranquil slumber, 
events which had excited in his mind no other feeling 
than contempt. 



CHAPTER XII 



It was late in the morning when St. Real woke ; anc 
so profound had been his slumbers during the latt« 
hours of their course, that the door of his chamber hac 
been opened without his knowing it ; and, on looking 
round, ne found the young Dominican sitting at the far 
ther end of the room, employed, as usual, in tuminf 
over busily the leaves of his breviary. In his eye then 
was more wild and gloomy fire than St. R6al had re 
marked on the preceding evening ; and tlie young noble 
who could not help connecting the monk with the tricl 
that had been played off upon him during the night 
resolved to speak upon the subject at once, in the hop< 
of discovering what was the real object of the friars. 

" Good morrow, father!" he said, as their eyes flrar 
met ; " I trust you have slept more soundly than I have.' 

" Why should you sleep unsoundly V demanded th< 
Dominican in return. "You have no mighty thoughts 
you have no heavenly calling ! you have no glorioiy 
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revelations to keep you waking! Why should you 
sleep unsoundly ?" 

" Simply because foolish people took the trouble to. 
distiuh me," replied St. R^al. "Heard you not the 
singing, and saw you not the light t" 

** Foolish people !" cried the friar, with his gray eyes 
gleaming : " call you the angels of Heaven foolish 
people 1 Yes, profane man, I saw the light, and I heard 
the singing ; and that you heard and saw it too, shows 
me that it was no dream, but a blessed reality ! But 
you saw not what I saw ! you heard not what I heard ! 
You saw not the winged angel of the Lord that entered 
my cell, bearing the sword of the vengeance of God ! 
you heard not the message of Heaven to poor Jacques 
Clement, bidding him go forth in the power of faith, 
and smite the Holofemes at St. Cloud, — the oppressor 
of the people of the Lord, the enemy and contemner 
of the will of the Highest !" 

" No, indeed !" answered St. R^al, " I neither heard 
nor saw any of these things; but I now perceive, 
father, that the vision was addressed to you, not to me, 
as at first I believed it to be. But tell me, good father, 
you surely are not simple enough to take all this that 
you have seen for " 

Ere St. Real could conclude his sentence, the door, 
which the Dominican had left ajar, was thrown wide 
open, and the Prior of the convent entered the room, and 
approached the bed where the young gentleman had 
remained resting on his arm while he maintained this 
brief conversation with Father Clement. " Good mor- 
row, my son !" said the Prior. " What ! still abed ! 
Brother Clement, thou may'st withdraw." 

The friar immediately obeyed ; and the superior went 
on : "I bring you tidings, my son, which you will be 
glad to hear. The Lieutenant-General of the kingdom 
has been informed of your arrest; and, notwithstanding 
Bonie circumstances of a suspicious kind which justified 
that measure, trusts so much to your good faith and 
honour, that he has ordered your liberation, and recog- 
nises the validity of your safe-conduct. Some of his 
officers wait below ; your own attendants are now col- 
lected in the court ; and all is prepared in order that you 
may immediately visit him. In the meantime, however, 
while you rise and dress yourself, I would fain speak a 
few words of warning ana advice." 

M3 
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" Willingly will I attend, reverend father," replied St. 
R^al, who was disposed to show every Sort of respect 
to the teachers of his religion, although he could not but 
believe that there was a good deal of double-dealing, even 
in the very speech by which the Prior announced the 
tidings of his liberation. " Happy, am I to hear that the 
Duke of Mayenne, however he may have learned my 
detention, is more awake to a sense of his own honour, 
than that detention itself seemed to imply. But let me 
hear : what is it you would say, good father 1" 

" As a vowed teacher of the true faith, and a preacher 
of the holy Gospel," replied the Dominican, " I would 
warn you, my son, against any hesitation in those par- 
ticulars where your eternal salvation is concerned. In 
matters of faith, as in matters of virtue, there can be 
but one right and wrong : there is no middle course in 
religion; and, if you are a true Catholic, holding the 
doctrines of the apostolic church, and reverencing that 
authority which the Saviour of mankind transferred to 
blessed St. Peter and his successors, you must hold the 
enemies of that church, who oppose its doctrines, and 
strive for its overthrow, as blasphemous and sacrilegious 
heretics, whose existence is an ulcer in the state, whose 
very neighbourhood is dangerous, and whose compan- 
ionship is a pest. You must hold those who, pretending 
to be apostolic Catholics, support„maintain, and consort 
with the enemies of that religion, as even worse than 
those enemies themselves, inasmuch as they add hypoc- 
risy and falsehood to heresy and sacrilege ; and when 
you perceive that every vice which can degrade human 
nature characterizes those who are thus apostates to the 
church, and protectors of heresy, you will see the natu- 
ral consequences which fall upon such as disobey the 
injunctions of the church they acknowledge, and the 
punishment that will attend all those who uphold a foul 
and evil cause, — disgrace, dishonour, loss of their own 
esteem, crimes that they once regarded with horror; in 
this life infamy, misfortmie, and reverse; speedy death; 
and then eternal condemnation." 

In the same strain the Prior proceeded for some time, 
enlarging, and not without eloquence, upon all the com- 
mon topics with which the preachers of the League 
were accustomed to stir up the fanatical spirit of their 
auditors. He touched also upon St. R6al's own situation, 
his power of choosing, at that moment, between good 
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and bad : he spoke of the unquestionable honour and 
h^fa repute of many of the leaders of his faction; he 
painted in the most dark and terrible colours the vices 
and the crimes thatstained the court of Henry the Third; 
and he artfully glossed over, or passed in silence, all 
that could be detrimental to his own party in the opinion 
of an honourable and an upright gentleman. He said 
nothing of the ambition, the rapacity, the debauchery, 
the prostitution of feeling, honour, virtue, patriotism, to 
the basest party purposes and the most sordid self-inter- 
ests, which disgraced the faction of the League. 

While he proceeded, ^. Real went on with the occu- 
pations of his toilet, and, somewhat to the annoyance 
of the Dominican, heard his oration in favour of the 
League with a degree of calmness that set all his powers 
of penetration at defiance. He expressed neither assent 
nor dissent; neither wonder at sdl the charges which 
the Prior brought against the king and his mmions, nor 
admiration of the characters which he attributed to the 
leaders of the League. He listened, but he did not 
even take advantage of any pause to answer ; and, when 
the Prior had completely concluded, he merely said, 
"Well, father, I sh^ soon see all these things with my 
own eyes, and shall then determine." 

Somewhat piqued to find that all his oratory had pro- 
duced so small an effect, the Prior rose, and, with an air 
of stem dignity, moved towards the door. As he ap- 

Eroached it, he turned, drew up his tall figure to its full 
eight, and lifting his right hand, with the two first fin- 
gers raised, he said, in an impressive tone, while he fixed 
his keen eyes upon the figure of the young Marquis, 
" Remember, my son, what Christ, your Saviour, him- 
self has said : ' He that is not for me, is against me ;' " 
and, without waiting for a reply, he turned and quitted 
the room. 

Unmoved by what he considered, rightly, a piece of 
stage effect, St. R^al soon followed, and found the door 
of the corridor left open; while the servant, who had 
been suffered to accompany him to the convent, was 
Been in the little anteroom beyond, speaking with some 
persons in rich military dresses, with whose faces 6t« 
H6al was imacquainted. The moment he approached, 
however, one stepped forth from the rest, and addressed 
hhn by his nan^e. 
" I am commanded, Monsieur de St. R4al, to greet yoH 
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on the part of his Highness the Duke of Mayenne, Lien- 
tenant-Genersd of the kingdom, and to inform you that 
the arrest under which you have suflfered, took place 
without either his knowledge or consent, by a mistake 
on the part of a body of reltres, who seem to have con- 
founded you in some way with the troops attached to 
Monsieur de Longueville. I am further directed to con- 
duct you to the presence of his Highness, who will 
explain to you more at large how these events have 
occurred. Your own attendants and horses are already 
prepared below : and, if it suits your convenience, we 
will instantly set out." 

" At once, if it so please you, sir," replied St. Real : 
" I am so little used to imprisonment, that every minute 
of it is tedious to me." 

Proceeding, therefore, to the door of the antechamber, 
at which stood one of the Dominican friars, St. R6al 
and his companions were led down to the court, and 
there mounted their horses. As he was turning his rein 
towards the gate, however, his eye fell upon the form 
of the Prior, standing at an oriel window above ; and, 
raising his hat, he bowed with all becoming reverence. 
The Prior spread his hands, and gave his blessing in 
return, adding, " May God bless thee, my son, and give 
thee light to see thy way aright !" 

On the present occasion, there appeared to bo not 
only dignity, but even sincerity, in his tone. Nor, in- 
deed, (fid St. Real doubt the purity of his' intentions 
throughout ; but, in the wars and factions that had pre- 
ceded the time of which we now speak, the young noble 
had, as we have said, acted the part of a looker-on ; 
and thus he had learned many a lesson in the art of 
appreciating the character of such men as Prior Edme 
Bourgoine, — men who, devotedly sincere themselves in 
their attachment to the party they espouse, and con- 
vinced by passion's eloquent voice of the justice of their 
cause, think every means justifiable to attain its objects, 
or to bring over converts to its tenets. St. R6al felt sure 
that the Prior entertained not a doubt of the rectitude 
of his own motives, and the propriety of every thing he 
did in behalf of the League : but he felt equally sure, that 
the Dominican would think right and just a thousand 
means and stratagems, to obtain his purposes, which he, 
St. R6al, would look upon as base, dishonourable, ami 
even impious. Wliatever end, therefore, had been sought 
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by confiaiiig him in the Jacobin conveu^, the effect had 
been any thing rather than increased affection for the 
League ; and as he rode away from its gates towards 
the H6tel de Guise, his only reflection was, " Well, if 
such be the means by which the League is supported, 
and such the stratagems by which its adherents are 
gained, I, at least, will not be one of the crowd of fools 
whereof its followers must be composed." 

At the H6tel de Guise a different scene awaited him, 
and different means of attraction were played off m or- 
der to win him to the faction. All that had passed at the 
Jacobins had apparently been minutely reported to Mad- 
ame de Montepensier ; and, with a profound knowledge 
of human nature, and a perfect command of art, she at 
once read the principal points of St. Real's character, 
and adapted her own behaviour to suit it. The mistakes 
which she committed^ as we shall presently see, were 
not from misapprehending the traits of his disposition, 
but from not perceiving their depth. 

On alighting from their horses, the young officers who 
had conducted St. R6al from the Dominican convent, led 
him at once towards the audience-chamber of the Duke 
of Mayenne. At the door, however, they were informed 
by an attendant that the Duke was busy on matters of 
some deep importance, but that he would be at leisure 
in a few minutes. Another attendant then stepped forth 
to usher him to some waiting-room ; and, ere he was 
aware of it, St. R6al was in the presence of two beau- 
tiful women, — the Duchess of Guise, and the Duchess 
of Montpensier, — who appeared busy with the ordinary 
morning occupations of ladies of that day, and seemed 
surprised at the intrusion ; though it need scarcely 
be said, that the whole manoeuvre had been conducted 
upon their own positive orders. The attendant, who led 
the young cavalier thither, seemed also surprised to find 
that chamber engaged^, and, begging St. Real to follow 
him again, was retiring, with many profound reverences 
and apologies to the two ladies, when Madame de Mont- 
pensier demanded the gentleman's name ; and, glancing 
her eye over his person, with a smile not at all unnatural,, 
added, before the man could answer, that, as all the other 
chambers were occupied, the stranger might, if he so 
pleased, remain there till her brother was disengaged, as 
be did not seem so ferocious a person as to make war 
upon a bevy of women, though Henry of Yalois had 
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shown that even the sacred rohe of the church was some 
times no protection. 

St. Rears name was then given by the attendant ; who 
without further question, retired, leaving- the young cav 
alier to play his part with the two artful women ii 
whose society he was placed, as best he might. Thi 
Marquis, however, did not play that part ill. Gracefu 
by nature and by education, his manners were embai 
rassed by no kind of bashfnlness ; for although his ac 
quaintance with society was but limited, yet there wen 
two feelings in his bosom which gave him ever perfec 
self-possession without presumption. The fhrst of thes< 
feelings was a slight touch of the pride of birth, whicl 
taught him, when in company with the high or the proud 
never to forget that he was himself sprung from thi 
noblest of the land ; the second, was the consciousness 09 
perfect rectitude in every thought, feeling, and purpose; 
Besides all this, the St. R6als had been, as I have s^ 
from age to age, a chivalrous race ; and their represen 
tative had strong in his own bosom that species of chiv 
alrous gallantry, which made him look upon woman*) 
weakness as a constant, undeniable claim to deferenct 
to courtesy, and to those small attentions, which giTi 
greater pleasure very often than even greater services 

Madame de Montpensier was surprised and pleased 
and the Duchess de Guise, perhaps, inwardly determinec 
to add St. Real to her train of admirers. At all events 
both bent their efforts, in the first place, to gain him foj 
the League ; and the sister of the haughty house of Lor 
raine pursued her plan with the calm and steady purposM 
of a great diplomatist. In her communion with the 
young Marquis, she scrupulously avoided aught of co 
quetry — she suffered not a touch even of levity to b« 
apparent in her man^e]^— she put a guaid upon h« 
tongue and upon her eyes, and suffered not even an idli 
jest to pass those lips with which such things were sc 
familiar. At first, affecting even a degree of distant cold- 
ness, she suffered the softer and more blandishing inaa- 
ners of the Duchess of Guise to smooth away all the ^• 
Acuities qf an accidental introduction ; and then, as the 
conversation proceeded, she affected to become moro in- 
terested, spoke wisely and cautiously, and assumed the 
tone of virtue and deep feehng, which she knew would 
harmonise with his principles ; though, if all tales be 
true, that tone was the most difiicult for her to affect* 
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She soon contrived to discover a fact, of which she 
seemed to be ignorant till St. R6al told her ; namely, that 
he was the cousin of the Count d'Aubin ; and then, act- 
ing upon one of those vague intuitions, which women 
are occasionally gifted with in regard to matters of the 
heart, she turned the conversation suddenly and abrupt- 
ly to Mademoiselle de Menancourt, and the subject of 
her detention in Paris* St, R6al was taken by surprise : 
there had been some warring in his bosom too, of late, 
in regard to the fair girl, who had been the companion 
of his early youth : it was the only point on which his 
thoughts were not as free and light as the sunshine on 
the waters ; and, at the name of Eugenie de Menancourt« 
80 suddenly pronounced, the blood mounted for a moment 
into his cheek, and glowed upon his brow. * 

Madame de Montpensier saw, without seeming to see ; 
and instantly understood the whole : but she fancied even 
more than she understood. Even though the purity of 
St. Real's nature forced itself upon her conviction, the 
evil and subtilty of her own character affected the im- 
pression which his left upon her mind, and changed it 
urom its natural appearance. It was like a beautiful 
face seen in a bad mirror — the traits the same, and yet 
the aspect changed. She fancied that she saw in the 
feelings of St. Real towards Eugenie de Menancourt the 
secret of his hesitation between the League and the 
Royalists : not, indeed, that she believed that he wished 
to bargain for his services, as so many had done, or that 
he designed to attempt to deprive his cousin of the hand 
of her he loved ; but she imagined that secret, and per- 
haps unconscious, hopes of some fortuitous circum- 
stance, proving favourable to his wishes, might be the 
cause of a lingering tendency towards the party who 
could bestow the hand of Eugenie de Menancourt, when 
his politic-id feelings led him to support the royal cause. 
Upon these suppositions she shaped her plans, and pro- 
ceeded to spefi of the young heiress with all the ten- 
derness and consideration of a sister. She commiser- 
ated her situation, she said,--promi8ed by her father, to 
a man that she could not love, and then left an orphan 
in the midst of such troublous times. It was happy, in- 
deed, she added, that the young lady had fallen into the 
hands of one in every respect so noble and considerate 
as the Duke of Mayenne; for Monsieur d'Aubin must, 
by this time, have learned, that the Lieutenant-General, 
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endeavouring to exercise his power for the happiness ot 
all, would not suffer any restraint to be put upon the 
inclination of Mademoiselle de Menancourt, but would 
bestow her hand upon any one that she could really love, 
provided his rank and station presented no invincible 
obstacles. 

St. R6al was, for a moment, silent ; but he at length 
replied, that he could not conceive upon what ground 
Mademoiselle de Menancourt's present objections to a 
union with the Count d'Aubin could be founded. Du- 
ring her father's lifetime, he said, she had not, appa- 
rently, opposed the alliance ; and, as far as he had heard, 
D'Aubin had given her no new cause of offence. 

The subject was one on which St. R6al found it dif- 
ficult to speak, not from any feelings he might experi- 
ence towards Eugenie de Menancourt, — for by a strong 
sense of honour, and a great command over his own 
mind, he crushed all sensations of the kind as soon as 
he found them rising in his breast, — ^but his difficulty 
proceeded from a consciousness that D'Aubin was to 
blame, and from a wish to say as much as possible in 
favour of his cousin, without deviating from that rigid 
adherence to truth, which was the constant principle of 
his heart. What he said was true, indeed. Eugenie 
de Menancourt had evinced no strenuous opposition to 
the proposed alliance, so long as her father had lived ; 
and yet it was during his lifetime that St. R^al had 
principall)r remarked those errors in the conduct of his 
cousin which he thought most calculated to give offence 
to that cousin's future bride. He did, therefore, wonder 
what new motive had given such sudden and strong 
determination to one whom he had always remarked 
as gentle and complying : and, although he doubted not 
he should find Eugenie in the right, he did long to hear 
from her own lips the reasons upon which her conduct 
was founded. 

Madame de Montpensier remarked the restraint under 
which he spoke, but attributed it to wrong motives, and 
shaped her answer accordingly. " Perhaps," she said, 
with a significant smile, " Mademoiselle de Menancourt 
may have perceived that there are other people, more 
worthy of her heart ; and, as soon as she finds that her 
duty to her father no longer requires obedience, sto 
may yield to her own inclinations, especially where she 
finds they are supported by reason." 
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"I do not think that, madam," replied St. Real. **I 
do not think Eugenie de Menancourt is one to love 
easily; though, where she did love, she would love 
deeply." 

There was a degree of simplicity and unconscious- 
ness in this reply, that somewhat puzzled Madame de 
Montpensier, and put her calcidations at fault. She 
did not choose to let the subject drop, however ; and 
she replied, " You seem to know this young lady well. 
Monsieur de St. R6al : have you been long acquainted 1" 

" I know her as if she were my own sister," replied 
St. Real. " We have been acquainted since our infancy ; 
and, indeed, we are distantly related to each other." 

" Not within the forbidden degrees, I hope 1" said the 
Duchess de Guise, with a smile. 

" She will scare the bird from the trap with her broad 
jests ?" thought the more cautious Catharine of Mont^ 
pensier, as she saw the colour come up again into St. 
Real's cheek ; but he replied, with his usual straight- 
forward simplicity, " I really do not know, madam : I 
never considered the matter; but the relationship is, I 
trust, sufficiently near to justify me in asking his High- 
ness of Mayenne to grant me an interview with Made- 
moiselle de Menancourt, as I wish to see whether I can- 
not remove any false impression she may have formed 
of my cousin, and induce her to fulfil an engagement on 
which his happiness depends." 

Madame de Montpensier gave a sharp eager glance to- 
wards the Duchess de Guise, to prevent her from press- 
ing St. Real too hard ; and she herself replied, " My bro- 
ther will doubtless grant you the interview, Monsieur de 
St. Real ; but I am afraid you will be unsuccessful. One 
thing, however, you maybe sure of, that Mayenne him- 
self will in no degree press Mademoiselle de Menan- 
court to such a union, for he is fully convinced that her 
objections are but too well founded ; and although, per- 
haps, the party that we espouse might be benefited by 
holding out to your cousin the prospect of our support 
in this matter, yet it can be in no degree granted, unless 
some great change takes place in the feelings of Made- 
moiselle de Menancourt herself." 

As St. Real was about to reply, an attendant again 

appeared, and announced that Mayenne was for a few 

moments, free from those weighty affairs with which 

the situation of his party overwhelmed him. The young 

l. N 
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Marquis rose to obey the summons: but Madame de 
Montpensier was not at all inclined to abandon her un- 
concluded schemes to the chances of a private interview 
between her more candid brother and the object of bei 
wiles. That which had at first been the mere desire of 
gaining a powerful acquisition to her party, and of de- 
priving the Royalists of a strong support, had now 
become, under the opposition and difficulties she had 
met with, the eager struggle of compromised vanity. 
Her reputation for skill and policy were even dearer to 
her, at that moment, than her reputation for beauty and 
wit had ever been : and, at the mere apprehension Of 
missing her stroke in a matter where she had risked 80 
much, and employed such means, she called up before 
the eyes of imagination the calm half-sneering smile 
with which Mayenne would mark her failure, and the 
galling compassion with which all her dear friends and 
favourite counsellors would commiserate her disap- 
pointment. 

" I have a petition too to present to my all-powerAil 
brother," she said, rising at the same time ; " and, there- 
fore, with your good leave, Monsieur de St. Real, I will 
accompany you to his high and mighty presence." St. 
Real, perhaps, would have preferred to see Mayenne 
alone, but no choice was left him ; and, offering his hand, 
he led her through the long galleries and corridors of 
the Hdtel de Guise to the audience-chamber of the 
Lieutenant-General. 



CHAPTER Xni. 

On entering the cabinet of the Duke of Mayenne, Ma- 
dame de Montpensier and her companion found him still 
engaged in listening to the reports of several military 
men. He instantly made a sign, however, for the pur- 
pose of enjoining silence as his sister approached ; and, 
turning to St. Real, he pointed to a seat. "The Mar» 
quis of St. R6al, I presume ?" he said, with an air of 
plain and unaffected dignity. " Your mourning habit* 
sir, reminds me that I should condole with you on the 
death of one of the uoblest genUemeu Franco has ever 
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^own. He would not, it is true, take part with those 
who wished him well ; but, even had he drawn his sword 
against us, I should have lamented his death as a star 
gone out that may never be lighted again." 

There was a brief pause, for St, R6al would not trust 
his voice with a reply, and the duke, after having dis- 
missed the officers by whom he had been surrounded, 
proceeded: "I trust. Monsieur de St. Real, that you 
know enough of him who speaks to you to believe, even 
without my saying it, that Charles of Mayenne is utterly 
incapable of such an act as that by which my safe conduct 
was violated in your instance. For my own part, the 
persons who captured you allege, in their excuse, some 
dispositions of your troops, which gave cause to suspect 
an inclination to support our adversary, the young Duke 
ef Longueville ; but I, judging your sentiments by my 
own, absolve you from all such suspicion." 

*'You do me justice, my lord," replied St. R^al; "I 
am incapable of taking advantage of your pass in order 
to injure you ; and though, in the first heat of anger at 
my arrest, I might have cast the blame on you, I have 
since learned to judge better, and to know that it was 
the purpose of those who detained me to keep you in 
ignorance of my imprisonment. At least, I conclude so 
from the fact that, on my desiring one of the iQokers on, 
28 I was carried through the streets, to bear the tidings 
to you, the commander, as he seemed, of the reitres 
threatened to cut the man's ears oflf if he obeyed. How 
the news was at length brought to you I know not, and 
would willingly hear." 

** 'Twas a little misshapen dwarf," replied Mayenne, 
** whom I remember well about the court some years 
ago, that brought the tidings, and bellowed them forth 
just as I was mounting my horse to ride out this morn- 
ing." 

** 'Tis one of my own pages, doubtless," replied St. 
R6al. " I fancied that the little pigmy could ill bear the 
fatigues of our long march, and i sent him on hither in 
a caariot with another young lad, to prepare a lodging 
for me while in Paris." 

" I knew not, sir marquis," replied Mayenne, " that 
you, who affect so much retirement in the provinces, 
took such pains to follow the modes of the court. What ! 
you have dwarfs for pages, too, have you 1 And doubt- 
less, in such a household as yours, yoju equal this HcQry 



148 ONE IN a' TnpUSAND 5 OR, 

of Valois, and have the tailleur aux nains, as well as the 
dwarf's valet." 

A fear crossed the mind of Madame de Montpensier, 
lest her brother should be pressing St. Real somewhat 
too hard for his own interests; and she accordingly 
joined in the conversation at once. " No, no !" she ex- 
claimed; "depend upon it, Charles, Monsieur de St. 
Real has obtained this dwarf through some accident. I 
am a better judge of nature than you, Mayenne ; and I 
will answer for it that a St. Real is not one to ape the 
follies of a vicious court, and have his dozen or two of 
dwarfs and buffoons." 

*' You are quite right, madarae," replied St. R6al, who 
eould not but feel pleased to hear himself so boldly de* 
fended by such lovely hps. *' This dwarf was given me, 
when I needed a page, by my cousin of Aubin, who 
prophesied that one day he would serve me at my need— 
a prophecy which you see has been happily fulfilled, by 
the unexpected service he has rendered me to-day ; and 
I only trust that his highness of Mayenne will punish as 
severely those who have abused his authority, as I will 
reward largely the activity of my little page." 

Mayenne's brow darkened a little : for, of course, thp 
contrivers of the scheme by which St. Real had been 
bropght to Paris he could not punish : and the executors 
of that scheme were too necessary to his own purposes 
to admit of any severity being exercised towards them, 
tiven had a sense of justice not pointed out that they 
were mere instruments in the hands of his sister. He 
was embarrassed therefore ; for he felt that the mind 
of the young Marquis of St. Real was too clear and too 
straightforward not to detect and appreciate any evasive 
reply : but Madame de Montpensier came to his aid. 

'* Nay, nay. Monsieur de St. Real," she said, half play? 
fully, half sadly, "let us not talk of punishments to-day. 
The miseries and the pangs which are inflicted by either 
party on the other are sumcient, Heaven knows, without 
requiring us to be very severe upon our own. But you 
talked," she added, changing the subject abruptly, "of 
your page's seeking you a lodging in Paris. Now, this is 
the Hotel de Guise ; and I, as a daughter of that house» 
will take upon me to bid you make it your dwelling 
while you stay ; though my brother, here present, might 
have had the courtesy to do so before now." 

" Nay, Catharine," answered Mayeiuie» " I wished to 
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pat no restraint upon Monsieur de St. R6al. He came 
to the capital to act and to judge for himself; to examine 
our cause, to mark the demeanour'of those who support 
it ; and, though anxious — most anxious — to have so noble 
a name joined to all those who already uphold the Cath- 
olic faith against the apostate and excommunicated 
tyrant who would destroy it, yet on no account would I 
bias for a moment the judgment of our noble friend, 
which, indeed, he might think I wished to do if I pressed 
him to dwell here." 

There was a dignified simplicity in the demeanour of 
the Duke of Mayenne which pleased St. R6al much ; but 
still he wished in no degree to commit himself with the 
League, till he had ascertained that there was some 
strong and imperative cause for quitting the path which 
loyalty aiKi his allegiance pointed out for him to follow. 
" I thank you, my lord, for your considerati9n," he re- 
plied ; " but it was my purpose, after this interview, and 
after having obtained one boon at your hands, to take 
ray leave for the time, in order to proceed to St. Cloud, 
as I at first intended." 

A cloud came over the brow of the duke ; but Madame 
de Montpensier again interfered. " Monsieur de St. 
R^al," she said, laughing, with something of a double 
meaning, " you are strongly inclined to spoil all my best 
plans in your favour ; but I do not intend to let you do 
80. Positively, for this day at least, you shall make 
your habitation in the Hotel de Guise. The morning 
you shall spend as you please — see all our faults and 
failings, and sp}' out the nakedness of the land. At 
night you sup with me, to which supper I also bid my 
lord duke here ; and I will take care that, in the course 
of the evening, you shall have an opportunity of urging 
your cousin^s suit upon the ear of Mademoiselle de Me- 
nancourt, as long and as privately as you please." 

Mayenne cast an inquiring glance upon his sister; but 
she only replied, '* Ay, Charles, even so : your fair ward, 
Eugenie de Menancourt, with whom Monsieur de St. 
R6al desires to speak in favour of the Count d'Aubin. 
However, to this plan I will have no objections, my lord 
marquis ; so, on your gallantry, 1 call you to obey with- 
out murmuring, remembering that, as it is impossible for 
a young, gay, handsome cavalier like yourself to have a 
private interview with a beautiful girl like Eugenie de 
Menancourt at her own dwelling without notorious scan* 

H 2 



l50 oKE IN A thousand; Olt# 

dal, this is your only chance. No reply !" she ^ddedf 
with an air of playful imperiousness ; ** no reply * bul 
obedience ! Herbert !'' she continued, raising her voice 
loud enough to be heard in the anteroom, '* command 
the mattre cThdtel to conduct this gentleman to such a 
suite of rooms as may be sufficient for himself and hio 
attendants, and strited to his high quality.*' 

It would have needed a heart very stem and stoical 
to disobey commands so pleasantly given, and coupled 
with such temptations. St. Real, therefore, signified his 
assent, and, following the officer who had come to 
Madame de Montpeusier's call, was conducted to an 
apartment in the Hotel de Guise, where he was soon 
joined by his own attendants, bearing the various arti- 
cles of baggage which he had brought with him on quit- 
ting his little camp near Senlis, and which, to^ their 
singular honour be it spoken, the reltres had left with no 
very important abstractions, though plunder was no un- 
common part of their military avocations. 

Madame de Monlpensier, although she had in reality 
neither boon nor question to demand of her brother, 
lingered for a moment after St. Real was gone, looking 
archly in the grave face of the Duke of Mayenne. 
'* Well, Charles," she exclaimed, ** do you not thank me 
for my assistance 1 have I not got you nicely out of a 
scrape 1" 

** After having wildly gort me into one," replied the 
duke. ** But tell me, Kate, what is this business about 
Mademoiselle de Menancourti I will not suffer^ you to 
trouble the course of events there." 

"Nor do I purpose to do so," replied Madame de 
Montperisier ; *' but i see farther than you do, Charles^ 
and, at all events, for this day will have my own way. 
So, you look to your plans, and I will look to mine, and 
may come to help you again when you get into diffi- 
culty." Thus speaking, and without waiting for any 
further questions, she turned away, leaving the duke to 
pursue the military arrangements in which he had been 
previously occupied. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

St. RfiAL, whose toilet at the convent of the-Jacobins 
had been, from the circumstances in which he was 
placed, both hasty and unceremonious, now proceeded to 
change a dress suited alone to a journey, and both de- 
ranged and soiled by all that he had lately passed through. 
While thus occupied, a loud but well-known voice maide 
itself heard in the anteroom, exclaiming, ** Make way, 
make way ! Paul Thiebaut and Pierre Langlois, if you 
do not get out of my way, I will break your pates with 
the hilt of my dagger ! I will break your pates, though 
they may be as thick, and as hard, and as heavy as the 
leaden pummel of my old lord's double-handed sword ! 
Out of the way, I say : do you think one can walk 
through your great hulking bodies 1" 

** No," replied one of the attendants, in a gruff voice^ 
*' no ! but you could walk between our legs, I suppose, 
little Master Bartholo." 

What was the dwarf's reply did not appear ; but it 
would seem that it was somewhat of a manual nature, for 
a loud oath and stamp of the foot followed ; and the door 
of the chamber opened so unceremoniously as to evince 
that Bartholo was in some haste to escape from the ven- 
geance that his replication, whatever it had been, was 
hkely to call down upon his head. Banging the door in 
the face of those behind, he instantly recoved his tran^^ 
quillity, when he found himself in the presence of his 
master ; and advancing towards St. R^al with graceful 
ease, bent his little knee to the ground, kissed his lord's 
hand, and gave him joy on his arrival in the great 
capital. 

St. Real replied something kind to his first salutation, 
and then added, ** But how now, Bartholo ! you claim 
no merit for the service you have rendered me this 
morning I" 

" I never like to claim merit," replied the dwarf, in 
his usual cynical tone ; '' I never like to claim merit es^ 
pecially with people who think themselves generous; 
because, if they have forgot my merit, and do not intend 
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to reward me, my claim is a reproach which they never 
forgave ; and if they remember my merit, and design to 
thank me, my claim is a disappointment.'* 

** It would be well, my good Bartholo,*' replied St. 
R^al, *' if every one else acted upon the same principle, 
not alone to those who think themselves generous, as 
you say, but to all men. It would, I believe, save many 
a disappointment, and many a bitter aggravation of in- 
gratitude ) for I have remarked that> as yoii say, those 
who are simply forgetful of services hate those who 
serve them when they are called on to be grateful. But 
where is Leonard de Monte 1 Could not he find out his 
master's abode as well as you, Bartholo t or is he one 
of those whose memory of kindness does not outlive 
the act 1" 

" Good truth, I do not know, my lord !" replied the 
dwarf. " I never judge of folks on brief acquaintance. 
His memory of kindness may be as shortlived as a jest 
at the gallows, or a widow's mourning, or a court lady's 
constancy, the sincerity of Madame de Montpensier, or 
the smiles of Monsieur de Mayenne, or any other short 
thing in this short life, for aught I know ; but, in regard 
to the reason why Leonard's black eyes did not find you 
out here, it is that they are even now looking for you 
at St. Cloud. As you were two or three days later than 
your appointed time, the silly boy took fright, and set 
out late last night to seek for you. He would fain have 
persuaded me to go too ; but I was not to be wheedled 
into such an errand. I knew well that every fool finds 
his way to Paris, and that you, therefore, could not well 
miss it. So I remained quiet, watching every comer till 
you appeared ; and then, as I found you guarded more 
strongly than necessary, and lodged more holily than I 
judged you would like, I made bold to bear the tidings to 
the Duke of Mayenne, begging him to deliver you forth- 
with from the preaching friars, for fear you should be 
tired of the friars' preaching." 

*• You did well and wisely, Bartholo," replied St. 
R6al : *' and, as this is the first piece of real good- will 
that I have ever seen you display to any one, it shall not 
go without reward. There is my purse, good BarthOlo ; 
and now, while I dress, give me the news of Paris; for 
you are sharp enough and shrewd enough, I take it, to 
discover and to mark all that is passing in this great 
city.** 
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According to his master's desire, Bartholo proceeded 
to detail all the gossips, the scandal, and the real news 
of the capital, commenting, as he went on,^ on every 
anecdote that he related with the keen shrew<lness and 
sagacity which peculiarly distinguished him. His ob- 
servations, indeed, might derive a peculiar turn from his 
own particular views and purposes ; but, in this curious 
and complicated world in which we live, every part fits 
into the other with such exact nicety, that the great de- 
pend upon the little nearly as much as the little depend 
upon the great : the intrigues of the mighty and the 
powerful, the schemes of the noble and the high, are al- 
most always found to be effected in their course — to de- 
rive their success or receive their overthrow — from the 
most mean and despised things that crawl almost unseen 
around their presence. Thus, in the present instance, 
all the art, the tortuous policy, the consummate acting 
of Madame de Montpensier was rendered nearly una- 
vailing by the keen and sarcastic observations, the 
knowledge of parties, and the insight into real motives 
and actions, of even so insignificant a person as the 
dwarf. In the course of the half hour that succeeded, 
he gave St. R6al a completely new view of the state of 
the League, and the motives and characters of its sup- 
porters ; and, without one direct assertion, without one 
attempt to controvert his opinions, or one apparent effort 
to obtain a particular object, he showed his master that 
frank simpli(!ity might be assumed as the best cloak for 
art, just as much as religion and patriotism might be af- 
fected for the purpose of concealing selfishness and am- 
bition. 

As soon as he was dressed, St. R6al went forth on foot, 
followed, as was customary in those days, by two or three 
armed attendants, and guided by the dwarf, who took 
care that he should see everything which the capital 
contained that could disgust him with the proceedings 
of the League : though why he wished to drive his mas- 
ter into the rdyal party was somewhat difficult to dis- 
cover. He first led the young marquis into the large 
open space in the neighbourhood of the university, upon 
tlie pretence of showing him that building from which 
the light of knowledge had been so frequently poured 
forth upon France ; but it would seem that he had cal- 
culated upon another and more important object pre- 
Banting itself by the way : nor was he disappointed ; fort 
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immediately 'on entering: the great square, St. R^aPs 
eyes encountered a considerable crowd ; and making 
his way forward through the press to a spot where he 
could see what was proceeding, he immediately beheld 
one of the many curious scenes which no city in the 
world, at any period of its history, has presented, except 
Paris in the days of the League. Covered with steel 
corslets, armed with sword, and pike, and musketoon, 
and' with their shaven heads covered with that species 
of iron caps called a salad, appeared a dense body of 
about fifteen hundred men, manceuvring with that close 
and serried discipline which was peculiarly attributed to 
the Spanish infantry. They seemed, indeed, at first, a 
very strong body ot regular troops, though somewhat 
singularly clothed ; but nearer inspection showed the 
large hanging sleeves and long flowing gowns of various 
communities of monks and friars protruding from under 
the iron panoply of war. 

As soon as St. R6al had satisfied himself that his eyes 
had not deceived him, he turned away disgusted, and, 
led by the dwarf, proceeded onward to the Bastile; 
where, entrance being refused to all but those who came 
against their own will, or those who had something to 
do with the act of bringing them thither, St. R6al and 
his attendants stood without, while the dwarf comment- 
ed in a low voice, but in bitter terms, upon the uses to 
which that prison was for the time applied. While thus 
engaged, a party of horsemen, followed by k small guard 
of cavalry, came up at full speed ; and their leader, as 
he sprang to the ground at the gate of the fortress, 
turned to give a hasty glance at St. R^al, exposing, as 
he did so, the features of the Duke of Mayenne. 

As soon as the duke perceived who it was that was 
gazing up to the building, he beckoned to him to ap- 

S roach, saying, in the same bold and candid tone which 
e usually employed, ** If you will come in with me. 
Monsieur de St. R6al, you shall see the inside as well as 
the outside of this famous prison : and nriay also see," 
he added, knitting his brows, "and may also see to 
what evil purposes power may sometimes be applied in 
troublous times, and how difficult it is for one who en- 
deavours to guide aright the outburst of popular indigna- 
tion to ensure that his name and authority shall not be 
Abused by others, even while he is labourmg night and 
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day himself to re-establish order and justice, and pro- 
mote the public weal." 

St. R6al readily agreed to his proposal, as his desire 
was to see all that he could during his short stay in the 
capital. All gates opened at the appearance of the 
duke : but, as if by previous orders, he was not alone 
accompanied by his own immediate suite, but was also 
followed by at least one half of the cavalry forming his 
escort ; who, dismounting from their horses, gave their 
bridles to their companions, and kept close to the heels 
of Mayenne as he advanced. The guards and warders 
at the second and third gates looked suspiciously upon 
the number of soldiers thus introduced into the fortress, 
and seemed to hesitate in regard to giving them admis- 
sion. Mayenne advanced, however, and, before his 
bold and determined aspect, all opposition at once gave 
way. A. man at the second gate, indeed, made a sud- 
den movement, as if to communicate the fact of the 
duke^s arrival to others in the interior of the building ; 
but, in stern though low tone, Mayenne commanded 
him to stay where he was, and advanced rapidly unan- 
nounced. It would seem, indeed, that his coming took 
the demagogues th^n in possession of the Bastile by 
surprise. In the inner court a knot of several persons 
might be observed standing under a beam, which was 
thrust out of one of the loophole windows of an angular 
tower, and from which beam dangled a strong cord, 
formed into that ominous ellipsis, the sight of which has 
made many a stout heart turn cold. One of the group 
assembled below was in the very act of demonstrating to 
his fellows that it would be necessary to fetch a bench 
or table in order to bring their pastime to a crisis, inas- 
much as the rope was too short, and the noose fully 
eight feet from the ground, when the appearance of 
Mayenne stopped his oration in the midst. 

The speaker raised his hat at the approach of the 
duke ; but the glance that he gave was certainly not one 
of welcome or of love. " What are you doing, Monsieur 
le Clerc 1" demanded Mayenne, sternly eying the fatal 
peparations before him. " All this seems very like an 
intention of again overstepping your authority." 

The person he addressed was a shrewd bold-looking 
man, with an expression of quick eager cunning, not un- 
like that of a monkey. ** We were going, my lord duke, 
to do what, I trust, you will be well pleased to witness," 
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replied Bussy le Clerc : ** we were going to execute a 
traitor, a rebel to lawful authority, and an enemy to the 
apostolic League and to the Catholic faith — him who 
was formerly called the President Blancmesnil." 

" And how did you dare, sir," exclaimed Mayenne, in 
a tone that cowed even the bold plotter before him, 
" how did you dare to stir in such a matter without my 
authority 1 I ask you not where you got the impudence, 
for that you lack not for any feat ; but where did you 
get the courage for such a deed ? Am I, or am I not, 
lieutenant-general of the kingdom 1 and am I a man to 
pass by such an act without punishment 1" 

•* You are, my lord — ^you are lieutenant-general of the 
kingdom," replied Bussy le Clerc, in an humbled tone : 
but the next moment he muttered between his teeth, 
" You are lieutenant-general of the kingdom ; but those 
who made can unmake." 

Notwithstanding the low tone in which he spoke, 
Mayenne seemed to catch his words ; for, grasping him 
suddenly and firmly by the arm with his left hand, he 
pointed to the instrument of death, which Le Clerc had 
prepared for others, and, shaking the fore finger of .his 
right in the pale countenance of the bloody man before 
him, he fixed his eyes upon him with a look of dark and 
stern significance, the meaning of which was not to be 
mistaken. He said not a word, but the glance was suf- 
ficient ; and there was no one present who did not read 
therein a threat to make the demagogue taste of the 
portion he assigned to others, if he pursued his bloody 
course any further — a threat which did not fail to receive 
its accomplishment at an after period. 

Mayenne held him in his powerful grasp for nearly a 
minute ; then, letting his arm drop, he turned, and, 
while Le Clerc slunk away among his creatures, ex- 
claimed, " Bring forth the President de Blancmesnil !" 

Several of the officers hastened to obey ; and an old 
man, whose noble countenance and silver hairs might 
well win respect and pity, was brought out into the 
court, while two or three of the governor's satellites 
hurriedly untied the cords which had pinioned his hands 
behind. 

" Ah ! my good lord of Mayenne !" he exclaimed, as 
he approached, "lam happy to see your face." 

" I had nearly come too late. Monsieur de Blancmes- 
nil," replied Mayenne ; ** but still I am in time to tell 
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you that, by the authority in me reposed, you are set free 
from this moment ; and that whatever proceedings have 
been taken against you, in whatever court, whether 
legal or illegal, are null and void, so far as I can rendei; 
them so." 

The old man cast himself at Mayenne^s feet and 
embraced his knees. '* Thank you, my lord ! I thank 
you, and. God will reward you for saving a guiltless man, 
on whose life some hopes and some affections are still 
fixed by those he loves ; but yet, my lord*, one boon — 
grant me one boon more, and let the cup of your gen- 
erosity overflow! You have given me life — give me 
also liberty, and suffer me to retire from a city where 
each day shows me something either to condemn or to 
regret, and retire to the court of my lawful sovereign, 
where alone I can serve my country as I ought." 

Mayenne paused for a moment, and his countenance, 
though not of the most expressive character, gave evi- 
dent marks of a strong internal struggle ; the quick 
glance of displeasure, and the open expansion of more 
generous feelings succeeded each other rapidly, like the 
quick light and shade flying across a landscape in an 
autumn day, as the clouds are borne over the bright sky 
by the hasty wind. The sunshine, however, at length 
predominated. " Be it so, Blancmesnil ; be it so," he 
replied : " be it so. I had hoped that your wisdom, your 
attachment to the faith, and your love of virtue would 
have kept you from a court of fools, of heretics, and 
of villains ; but I will not stay you if you love such 
men." 

** My lord," said Blancmesnil in a tone almost of sor- 
row, **it would be ungrateful in me to answer you. 
, Suffer me alone to say, that the most imperative and 
absolute sense of duty alone would induce me to repeat 
the request which I have made. None would more 
willingly spend his last few hours of this brief life in 
the service of one so noble and so generous as yourself 
than old Blancmesnil ; but it cannot be, my lord, with- 
out the sacrifice of all those principles which have won 
me the esteem of your highness." 

" Well, well !" replied Mayenne, conscious that the 
impression produced by any further discussion of this 
kind in the hearing of St. R6al would be very opposite 
to that which he could desire ; " well, well ! far be it 
from me to withhold any man from the path on which 
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he thinks that duty prompts him. A bold enemy I love 
next to a faithful friend : it is only traitors to either 
cause that deserve punishment. Go ! Blancmesnili go ! 
and do not furg^ that as much as we hate the vices 
which we are armed to Crush, so much do we love virtue, 
even in an enemy !" 

Mayenne felt that he had regained his advantage; 
and turning to St. Real, he said, ** Well, Monsieur de 8t. 
Real, you will return with me, for it grows late, and my 
sister will soon expect us. I will bear you company on 
foot. Sometimes I love to ramble among the people for 
a while, and hear the unvarnished opinions of the streets. 
Greatness, caged in gilded saloons, knows too little of 
the world around it, and needs now and then to take a 
flight among the wide universe of other beings, to learn 
how many varied and different aspects the state of all 
things can assume to the myriads of eyes that are look- 
ing upon each passing event. You, Longjumeau," he 
continued, *' take the horsemen, and guard Monsieur de 
Blancmesnil safely to his house. Wait there with him 
till all his preparations are made ; and then, with a 
white flag, pass him safely to the outposts of the 
Huguenots at Meudon. Fare you well, Blancmesnili" 
he added, turning to the old man ; " I must embrace you 
once more, though you will be my enemy." 

" Perhaps more your friend, my lord, in quitting you, 
than I should have been in staying with you," replied 
the president. Mayenne answered nothing, but turning 
away, led St. Real from the Bastile, and took his way 
back to the Hotel de Guise, followed on foot by the prin- 
cipal part of the gentlemen of his household who had 
attended him to the state prison. No matter of any im- 
portance occurred during their vv^alk ; and St. Real was 
pleased to find that, far from attempting in any degree to 
influence him against his better judgment, the duke con- 
fined his conversation solely to indiflerent topics, com- 
mitting upon all the many objects of attention which 
all great cities present with as much livehness as his 
nature permitted. More than one interruption occurred 
as they passed on, springing from the various duties and 
functions with which the duke had charged himself, or 
with which the people chose to burden him. It was 
now an officer from the outposts, who stopped them on 
the way to demand orders and directions for the night ; 
then a barefooted friar, of not the most prepossess- 
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ing appearance, approached the princely Mayenne, and 
held with him a whispering conversation of several 
minutes in the open street ; then again a high officer, 
belonging to one of the courts of law, with his bonnet 
in his hand, presented some papers relative to the pro- 
ceedings agaii^t the President de Blancmesnil ; and then 
an old woman, thinking that she had as good a right as 
any other citizen of Paris to her share of the great 
duke, hobbled across his path, and presented her dirty 
placet regarding a stall in the Fauxbourg de I'Universite, 
and reinforced her petition by a torrent of that peculiar 
eloquence possessed by old apple women in all civilized 
countries. 

Mayenne gave her some mild but evasive reply ; and 
turning with a smile towards St. Real, as they walked 
on, he said, " You see the post I occupy is not without 
its cares, and those cares so nicely balanced as to be all 
equally weighty ; for you may judge, by that old woman, 
that, if the greater cares are more oppressive, the lighter 
are the more importunate." 

All these interruptions of their onward progress had 
occupied no small time ; so that the western sky began 
to look rosy with the summer sunset ere they reached 
the H6tel de Guise. *' Quick ! Monsieur de St. Real," 
said Mayenne, as they entered the vestibule ; " quick ! 
for in less than half an hour my sister will expect us at 
her supper table." 

St. R6al accordingly retired to his apartments, and 
changing his dress with all speed, sent down one of his 
followers to seek out some of the attendants of the 
Duchess de Montpensier, and discover to what chamber, 
of all the many in that wide and rambling mansion, he 
was to bend his steps. Almost immediately after a ser- 
vant of the duchess appeared to conduct him ; and he 
was led down the stairs, and through the manifold pas- 
sages and turnings of the Hotel de Guise, at that par-' 
ticular moment of the day ere factitious light has sup- 
plied the place of the blessed sunshine, and when such 
rays of the set orb as still linger in the sky and find 
their way through the windows — though as rosy as those 
of the morning — are melancholy rather than gay. At 
length the servant opened the door of a small cabinet, 
and, passing through, led Si. Real into a larger room 
beyond, where he left him. 

Standing near one of the windows at the farther end, 
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and apparently gazing forth with some attention, ap- 
peared the figure of a lady in deep Inourning. The light 
was not sufficient for St. R6al to distingtiish who she 
was ; but her garb showed that it was not Madame de 
Montpensier, and St. R^al was sure that it was not the 
Duchess de Guise. His heart beat quick, far quicker 
than he liked — for the heart is sometimes a prophet; 
and, for a moment, he paused in the midst of the room. 
The next instant, however, he again advanced : the lady 
turned as he approached, roused from her revery by the 
sound of his footsteps, and St. R^al suddenly found him- 
self alone in the chamber with Eugenie de M enancourt. 
He was not surprised — at least he had no right to be so 
— for he was prepared to meet Mademoiselle de Menan- 
court at the H6tel de Guise that night ; but it were vain 
to say that he was not agitated. He knew not why, and 
he was angry with himself for feelings which he could 
not, which he would not, perhaps, account for to his own 
understanding. 

With Eugenie it was different. She was both sur- 
prised and agitated ; for the last person she had expected, 
yet the person she had most wished to see, was the Mar- 
quis of St. R^al. It was natural enough, too, that she 
should desire to see him : she had known him from her 
infancy ; she had learned, in the early habits of unre- 
strained intercourse, to look upon him as a brother; she 
had found him always kind and gentle in his affections, 
clear and just in his opinions, and firm and noble in his 
principles ; and, in the friendless and orphaned state in 
which she was now left, there was no one to whom she 
so longed to apply for advice, assistance, and protection 
as ta Huon of St. R6al. At one time, indeed; in her utter 
ignorance of the selfishness of faction, she had contem- 
plated applying to the Duke of Mayenne for permission 
to retire to the castle of the old Marquis of St. R6al, 
whose neutrality between the contending parties of the 
day, she had fondly fancied, might obviate the objections 
which the leader of the League would entertain to any 
other asylum not within the immediate grasp of his own 
power. There was, however, in her bosom a vague 
unacknowledged consciousness of feelings,' which she 
wished not to render more distinct — a sort of apprehen- 
sion lest the world should attribute to her. motives that 
she would have shrunk from entertaining — which made 
her hesitate so long in regard to giving voice to her re- 
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quest, that ere she decided the tidings reached her that 
the old lord was dead, and that the refuge which she 
might otherwise have hoped to find in his dwelling was 
consequently shut against her for ever. Her thoughts, 
then, had often heen busy with St. R6al ; she had often 
longed to see him, to speak with hini) to confide her 
situation, her fears, her anxieties, her danger, to one in 
whom she was sure to find a kind and feeling auditor. 
With these wishes, however, no hopes had l^en com- 
bined. She knew, or believed she knew, that St. Real's 
principles would lead him to join the royal party ; and 
that, therefore, unless he entered Paris as a victor or a 
prisoner, there was little chance of his visiting the capi- 
tal. Madame de Montpensier, in summoning her to the 
Hotel de Guise, had given her no information of the 
object for which she was called thither; and she had 
obeyed with some degree of alarm, which had not been 
decreased by an apparent inattention and want of cour- 
tesy on the part of the duchess, evinced by leaving her 
for nearly half an hour unnoticed in the wide and soli- 
tary chamber to which she had been ushered on her first 
arrival. Her sensations, therefore, on beholding St. 
Real, were purely those of surprise and pleasure ; but 
they reached the height of agitation. 

She spoke not ; but, as the last light that lingered in 
the sky shone upon her beautiful countenance through 
the open window, St. Real beheld the warm blood rush 
up into her cheek and forehead, a beaming lustre dance 
in her eyes, and a bright irrepressible smile play about 
her lips, that plainly told he was no unwelcome visiter. 
The hand that was instantly extended to him he took 
in his ; and he thought it no treason to his cousin to press 
his lips upon it. What either Eugenie or himself first 
said was too hurried and confused, too shapeless and« 
meaningless, to bear the writing down in mere cold 
words, without the looks, and the gestures, and the feel- 
ings, that at the time gave life and soul to those words 
themselves. They had a thousand things to speak of. 
Since their last meeting each had lost a father, each had 
lost a friend; and the afifection that either had borne to 
the dead parent of the other was matter of deep sympa- 
thy and feeling between them. All their thoughts, their 
sorrows, their regrets, were in common, and their con- 
Tersation, for long, was one of those deep, touching, 
artless, unrestrained communications of mutual ideas, 
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^hich, full of the reciprocation of bright sentlmentfl^ 
more than aught else on earth knit heart and heart to* 
gether. 

At length St. Real remembered that he was losing 
moments which he had destined for another purpose x 
and some of the servants entering to light the lamps and 
sconces in the dpartment^ at once showed him that he 
had no time to lose, and gave him an opportunity of 
changing the topic. As soon as they were once more 
left alone he spoke of his cousin, the Count d'Aubin, and 
approached, without directly speaking of the subject of 
his pretensions, to Mademoiselle de Menancourt. 

Eugenie turned as pale as deaths and then again the 
red blood mounted to her cheek with a quick vehement 
blush : she too felt that there was an infinity to be said) 
and feared that there might be little time to say iti 
There was much— she felt there was much— to be staked 
upon the conversation of the next few instants ; and she 
determined that, whatever report of her sentiments St. 
R^al might bear his cousin, it should be such as to put 
an end for ever to his hopes of her affection* 

" And would you, St. Real," she said, '* would you, who 
know both him and me*— would you press me to fulfil an 
engagement, in making which I myself bore no part, and 
which, even on the side of my father, was, as far as I 
can learn, but conditional ? No, St. Real, no { sooner 
than disobey my father*s commands, I would have sacri- 
ficed happiness, perhaps life itself: but he lefl; me free, 
and pointedly, with his last breath, bade me, in the diffi- 
cult circumstances in which 1 should be placed, use my 
own judgment. That judgment will never lead me to 
become the wife of one who can act as you and I have 
seen Philip of Aubin behave." 

" But, believe me, Eugenie,^' replied St. R6al, " Philip 
has changed. He loves you deeply, sincerely ; and that 
love will teach him to seek your happiness by gaming 
yout esteem." 

" No, no ! St* R6al," replied Eugenie, with a sigh, " no, 
no ! he loves nothing but himself. I know him better 
than you do^ SU R6al. While I thought that I was to 
become his wife, I strove to love him as much as woman 
can strive to direct the feelings of her own heart. In 
striving to love him, I strove to know him ; and thus I 
learned all the baseness, all the selfishness, of his char- 
acter. Forgive me, St. Real, for speaking so harshly : 
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3rou know it is not in my nature to speak or to feel thosi 
except in a case where all my happiness is concerned i 
but I wish you to understand at once, and tor ever, that 
I will not marry Philip of Aubin, because 1 do not love 
him." 

'' But might not time, and assiduity, and better deeds, 
teach you to love him ?" demanded St. R6al ; ** for, be- 
lieve me, Eugenie, there are better qualities lie slumber- 
ing in his heart, which a great object might awake and 
strengthen. Might he not teach you to love him 1" 

** ] would not love him for a universe," replied Eugenie; 
*•* for the woman who loves him is sure to be miserable. 
But press me no more, St. R^al, press me no more : my 
resolution is taken—my mind ana my heart are fixed. I 
do not love Philip of Aubin — I never have loved him— I 
liever can love him ; and, sooner than become his wife, 
1 would resign all that 1 have on earth but the dowry of 
a nun ; quit the world, and seek peace in the cloister.*' 

St. R^al replied but by a sigh ; and although that sigh 
might be one of sorrow for the disappointment of his 
t^ousin, yet it called up in the bosom of Eugenie de Me* 
nancourt varied emotions, that, for a moment, sent an- 
other briglit flush across her cheek, which, fading away 
again, left her as pale as death. Ere the soft natural hue 
bad returned, and ere St. Real had time to separate his 
mingled feelings from each other, and give to those he 
thought it right to express a tangible* form in language, 
the door opened, and Madame de Montpensier appeared 
alone. 

Strange it is to say, but no less true, that though 
Eugenie de Menancourt and Huon de St. R6al had both 
longed for such a moment of calm and unobserved com- 
munion, the approach of a third person was, at that mp;- 
ment, a relief to both. Nor was the manner of Madame 
de Montpensier at all calculated to lesson that sensation : 
it was the same which she had assumed in the morning 
towards St. Real, and which she had found succeeded so 
well, that she determined not to abandon it till he had 
quitted Paris. She was, perhaps, even calmer and more 
tranquil in her demeanour now than she had appeared 
before : for readings with deep knowledge, the secrets of 
the human heart, she knew that such a demeanour was 
best in harmony with the feelings which she wished St. 
R6al and Eugenie to experience towards each other. 
Approaching, then> slowly and tranquilly, she welcomed 
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Mademoiselle de Menancourt cordially, and then pro- 
ceeded to speak of various indifferent subjects with wit 
and grace, but with very tempered gayety, until the ap- 
pearance of the Duchess of Guise, and then of the Duke 
of Mayenne, gave a different turn to the conversation. 
Supper was almost immediately announced ; and, during 
the meal, all passed in the same calm tone. Eugenie, 
for the first time in her life, thought Madame de Mont- 
pensier as fascinating in manners as she was generally 
reported to be ; and although she could not help feeling, 
with a degree of discomfort, that the eyes of the princess 
were frequently upon her with an inquiring, or rather in- 
vestigating glance, yet the minutes went by more pleas- 
antly than any she had known for many months. St. 
Real, too, felt the time brief and sweet ; but, arguing from 
the costly apparel of the duchess and her sister, that 
they were either going forth to figure on some more 
splendid scene, or were about to receive other guests at 
home, he judged that the moments allowed to such con- 
versation as he then enjoyed would be but few ; and he 
tormented himself by remembering a thousand things he 
wished to say to Mademoiselle de Menancourt, which he 
had forgotten at the only time when they could have 
been said. 

At length the party rose ; and, if the sound of rolling 
wheels, and shouting attendants, and trampling horses, 
augured true, the members of the house of Guise were 
even somewhat late in preparing to receive the noble 
guests who were invited that night to meet together in 
gayety and splendour, though the morning had passed 
with many in strife and bloodshed, and though iron war 
was thundering with his cannon at the gates. 

On the first signal of their design to quit the supper 
table the attendants, who stood round, threw open the 
doors of the hall, and Madame de Montpensier, taking 
Eugenie by the hand, led the way into another chamber, 
which was already brilliantly hghted, and evidently pre- 
pared for some occasion of splendour, but into which, as 
yet, no one had been admitted. Passing through that 
and several rooms beyond, they at length approached a 
saloon, the door of which was open, and from which pro- 
ceeded the busy hum, of many voices r while various 
figures were seen passing to and fro across the aperture 
of the doorway, like the painted shadows cast by a 
phantasmagoria. Some of those guests, however, who 
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watch for greni men*s steps, and observe their looks, 
soon perceived the approach of the family of Guise; and 
the words, ** The duke, the duke ! his highness the lieu- 
tenant-general l" pronounced by several voices within, 
created, for the moment, abrief bustle among the guests, 
and then a silence of expectation, till the party entered 
the room. 

The number already assembled might amount to nearly 
fifty, of whom the greater portion were officers and sol- 
diers, either personally attendant upon the Duke of May- 
enne, or eager to pay court to him whose fortmies were 
for the time in the ascendant. To them governments, 
commands, and the many military employments which 
gave profuse opportunity of squeezing a divided people, 
were attractions towards one at whose disposition were 
all the good things of at least one half the empire. The 
rest of the party who occupied the saloon were made up 
of the lower classes of the French nobility, male and 
female, principally the noblesse de la rohty with their 
wives and daughters, who, with the same views, though 
directed in a different line, sought to be among the first 
at the Hotel de Guise. 

Not long after, however, another class began to arrive, 
who, willing to associate with Mayenne, to partake of the 
influence of his good fortune, to share whrTt he chojse to 
delegate of his power, and to obtain for their younger chil- 
dren the various benefices in his gift, were yet desirous to 
distinguish themselves from even the democracy of their 
own order, by making the hour of their visit somewhat 
later, that they might not be confounded in the first rush of 
the subservient crowd. Last of all, as if in mockery of 
the pride of their immediate predecessors, came the fops, 
the coxcombs, the witlings, the debauchees of Paris, 
heedless of all interests but the dear first all-absorbing 
interest of their own vanity, and ready to laugh or sneer 
at everything and everybody from the great duke him- 
self, down to the last new made procureur, who claimed 
a right to bear arms and call himself ^en/i7Aomme. 

On his arrival in the hall, the duke advanced and 
bowed round him with the dignity, and perhaps with a ' 
Uttle more than the pride, of a legitimate monarch* 
Though his ^ye had not much of the fire and energy 
which characterized that of his father and his brother, it 
was sufficiently quick and marking to observe in the 
room all those who are likely to be serviceable, either 
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individually to himself, or, more generally, to the state ; 
and to each of these he took care to address some word 
of more particular favour and encouragement. Some 
he passed with a mere inclination of the head; some he 
noticed not at all. Madame de Montpensier, however, 
though in her heart prouder than her brother, was on6 
of those — of those few persons — capable of feeling the 
master passions of human nature in all the terrible ener- 
gy in which they can display themselves. Hatred, re- 
venge, and ambition were, for the time, predominant in 
her heart : and these are idols to which, as to the Mo- 
loch of the Ammonites, pride will even sacrifice its chil- 
dren. Knowing and feeling that the meanest man pres- 
ent might accelerate or retard the objects of her de- 
sire, casting aside all her natural vanity, and all the 
haughtiness of her race, Madame de Montpensier min- 
gled with the crowd, and, while her languishing sister, 
the Duchess of Guise, sat coquetting with her own par- 
ticular admirers — she spoke with every one, smiled upon 
every one, and left each with increased prepossession 
in her favour, and renewed attachment to her cause. 

As the crowd increased, and the rooms became full, the 
party separated into groups, classing themselves by the 
various standards of rank, opinions, wit, or tastes. For 
all, amusement was provided in case conversation should 
not be sufficient to fill up the time ; and many took ad- 
vantage of such arrangements to favour or to conceal 
the purposes and the views with which each came thi- 
ther more or less preoccupied. In one chamber the 
dice rolled upon the board, while one of the most ve- 
hement players was every now and then seen to hold a 
brief conversation with various persons who came and 
went in the room. At other tables again, those flat, 
dull pieces of mischievous pasteboard called cards were 
dealt and played in solemn silence, except when some 
biting jest, or well-directed and premeditated sneer, 
found a hook to hang itself upon, even in so insignifi- 
cant a thing as the foolish names assigned to different 
cards. Then, again, in a vast and brilliant hall beyond, 
music of the sweetest kind hung upon the air ; while 
the dance offered its protection to every sort of sche- 
ming, from the soft business of innocent love, to foul 
intrigue, and tortuous policy. 

In the midst of all this, St. R6al, in the simplicity of 
his heart, saw nothing but very innocent amusement. 
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Eugenie refused to take a part in the dance : and, how 
or why he knew not, St. R6al found himself generally 
by her side. Such a scene, of all others on the earth, 
affords the greatest opportunity of private communica- 
tion ; but, if the thoughts, the wishes, and the purposes 
of the speakers be not iniiniately known to each other, 
it may become the most dangerous place for such com- 
munion also. The half-spoken sentence is so often in- 
terrupted at the very point where it is the most interest- 
ing, and where it the most needs explanation — so much 
must be said in haste, or not said at all — so much must 
be left to fancy — so great is the treasure turned over to 
imagination, that he who plays with hearts should be 
very sure of his game before he ventures boldly in such 
a scene as that. St. Real and Eugenie de Menancourt 
conversed, at first, upon subjects of everyday import 
and of general reference ; but there were between them 
so many stories of private feeling and thought, that, 
upon whatever topic they began, the conversation soon 
flowed back to matters in regard to which their own 
hearts were in unison respecting either the past or the 
present. They found it vain to struggle against the 
stream of sympathies that either sooner or later drew 
their communion apart from the things that surrounded 
them ; and, as the evening went on, they more and more 
gave way to what they felt; endeavouring, indeed, to 
avoid speaking of their own sentiments in an individual 
manner, but still only covering their personal feelings 
under a -thin veil of general observations. This veil, 
too, was so often rent by accidental interruptions — the 
termination of a phrase which was intended to give it 
its general character so often remained unspoken, that 
every minute, as it flew, left the hearts of Eugenie de 
Menancourt and Huon de St. Real with deeper and 
more agitating feelings than either of them had ever felt 
before: and yet, like all other people who have loved 
where it would have been wisej not, they were uncon- 
scious ef what they were encouraging in their own 
hearts. Eugenie was agitated, but was not alarmed. 
St. Real was delighted, but only fearful, when he saw 
the eye of any one marking the close position that he 
occupied by Eugenie's side, lest it should be supposed 
that he was making love to her who had been promised 
to his cousin ; but he never believed — he never even 
dreamed — ^that he was making love — that he was win- 
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ning her heart, and yielding his own. The very efibrU 
he had made that very night in favour of his cousin were 
sufficient to blind him entirely, and to lead him, like a 
general deceived by his guides, into the cunning ambush 
which the keen archer Cupid so skilfully lays for the 
advanced parties of the humpin heart. 

At length, towards midnight — that enchanted hour, 
when all the powers of the imagination, the fairies of 
the microcosm within us, are up and revelling in the 
greenest spots of the human heart ; at length, towards 
midnight, when music, and conversation, and gay sights, 
and happy faces all around, and pleasant words, and the 
bright eyes of the sweet and beautiful, had left St Re- 
al's fancy as excited as ever was lacchus^s self by the 
juice of the Achaian vine, Madame de Montpensier stood 
by his side ; and, laying the jewelled fore finger of her 
right hand upon his arm» called his attention while she 
said, ** I have a message to give Monsieur de St.- Real 
from my brother, who cannot detach himself from that 
group to speak with you in person, and who feary that 
you may be absent to-morrow, ere he can see you. I 
will not detain you one instant." 

St. R^al obeyed the summons at once, giving but one 
look, as he turned to follow Madame de Montpensier, to- 
wards Eugenie de Menancourt, and another towards a 
young cavalier, who hastened to fill up the place he aban- 
doned at her side. The duchess also gave a glance to 
each, and a third to St. Real ; and then, with a smile, 
led the way across the ballroom, and through two or 
three chambers beyond, to the utmost verge of the long 
suite of apartments, which was that night thrown open 
to the public. 

l^ere, looking round her to see that she was unob- 
served, she paused, and turned towards the young cava- 
lier. " Monsieur de St. R6al," she said, in a calm, sweet, 
but impressive tone, " when you came to Paris, you 
came undecided whether to join the friends and sup- 
porters of the Catholic faith, or its enemies. I think that 
you have seen enough of us now to judge and to decide ; 
and I have not the slightest doubt of what your decision 
will be ; nay, what it is ! But, setting all that apart, I 
have an offer to make y6u, which the noblest among all 
yon glittering throng would give his right hand to hear 
addressed to himself. Mark me, Monsieur de St. R6al ! 
A woman's eyes are keen : you love Mademoiselle de 
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Menancourt ! Nay, stop me not ; but hear ! Eugenie 
de Menancourt loves you I I, in the name of the lieuten- 
ant-general of the kingdom, offer you her hand. Take 
it, and be happy ! Spare my brother a world of anxiety 
and difficulty on her account ; spare her the pain of im- 
portunity; relieve her from the helpless exposure of 
her present situation ; and make the loveliest creature 
of aU France happy in the protection of him she loves I" 

Pausing for a moment, she gave one glance at the 
countenance of her auditor, and then added, ** Say not a 
word to-night ! but breakfast with me tete-a-tete to-mor- 
row, when all difficulties and obstacles shall be removed 
for ever !" She turned away, and left St. R^al standing 
alone in the room, feeling that the casket of his heart 
was opened to his own sight, and its deepest secrets dis- 
played, never to be concealed again by any of of the* 
thin and glistening veils with which human weakness 
cloaks itself so effectually against the purblind eyes of 
self-examination. He cast himself into a seat, and for 
some minutes remained in bitter commune with his own 
heart, while the music and the dancing, and the gay so- 
ciety of the capital, were as unmarked as if they had not 
existed. Then remembering, painfully, that his demean- 
our had been already* but too accurately watched, he 
rose, and, with a flushed cheek and contracted brow, re- 
turned to the chief saloon. As he approached Eugenie 
de Menancourt, however, he perceived that she was pre- 
paring to depart with a lady of high rank and advanced 
years, under whose especial care Madame de Montpen- 
sier had placed her. Eugenie paused as he came near. 
The crowd of gay gallants, who were pressing forward 
with the formal courtesy of the day to offer their ser- 
vices in conducting her to the carriage, drew back as 
he approached, as if already warned of the purposes of 
Mayenne in regard to the rich heiress. St. R6h1 felt 
what was expected of him, and at once offered his hand; 
but it was with an air of restraint and absence that in- 
stantly caught the eye of her to whom he spoke. She 
gave her hand, and followed in silence as he led her 
through the rooms ; but, as a turn on the staircase" left 
them for a moment alone, her anxiety prevailed, and, 
with an unsteady voice, she said, *' You seem suddenly 
unhappy, Monsieur de St. Real : has anything occurred 
to pain you ?" 

St. Real was not a good dissembler ; and Eugenie had 
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not dissembled. He heard in the soft, scarce audible 
tone — he felt in the trembling of the hand that lay in his 
— he saw in the soft and swimming eyes that looked on 
him — the truth of one part of what the princess had 
said ; and in his own heart he felt but too strongly the 
truth of all the rest. St. Real was not a good dissem- 
bler ; and all he could reply was, ** Oh, Eugenie !" — but 
it was enough. 



CHAPTER XV. 

St. Real entered not again the lighted halls in which 
the leaders and partisans of the League were assembled ; 
but he paused for a moment in the open air, after the 
carriage which bore Eugenie de Menancourt towards her 
solitary home had driven out of the courtyard and passed 
away down the echoing streets. A momentary burst 
of artillery and small arms came, borne upon the wind, 
from a distance, as the indefatigable Henry of Navarre 
roused the Parisian garrisons with an alerte from the 
side of Meudon : but the mind of St. Real was too deep- 
ly busied with other thoughts for the thunder of the can- 
non to awake in his heart the martial and chivalrous 
spirit that lay within. The discovery which he had made 
of his own feelings, was, in every respect, painful ; and 
the insight which he had gained into those of Eugenie 
de Menancourt herself — although there is ever a sweet 
and soothing balm in the consciousness of being loved 
— was hardly less bitter. The idea of entering into ri- 
valry with his cousm ; of attempting to deprive one who 
confided in him of the hand of his promised bride : the 
idea of seeking, or even receiving, happiness himself at 
the expense of that of Philip of Aubin, found not harbour 
in the bosom of St. Real for one single moment. Deep- 
ly and severely did he blame himself for having suffered 
such feelings to grow up in his heart as the occurrences 
of that night had discovered to his own sight ; and stilly 
more bitterly did he reproach himself for having al- 
lowed his feelings to carry him away as they had lately 
done. Even the degree of regard with which he saw 
that Eugenie de Menancourt looked unon him was an 
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additional reproach ; for he well knew that that regard 
could not have been obtained without conduct on his 
own part which, however involuntary, he looked upon 
as a betrayal of his cousin's confidence. 

St. R6al was not a man, however, to waste upon fruit- 
less regrets those powers of mind which should be em* 
ployed in forming and executing noble resolutions. He 
grieved bitterly for what was past, but he grieved only 
with the purpose of shaping his conduct differently for 
tiie future ; and, as he turned again to enter the Hotel 
de Guise, it was with the full determination of never 
seeing Eugenie de Menancourt again, till the fate of 
Philip of Aubin, as far as it was connected with hers, 
was fixed beyond all recall. 

This resolution was joined with another, which ren- 
dered the first not difficult to execute. With all her art, 
with all her skill, with all her knowledge of human char- 
acter, and with all her insight into that of St. R4al, Mad- 
ame de Montpensier had overreached herself. She had 
been able to comprehend and appreciate the simplicity 
and purity with which he was attached to Eugenie de 
Menancourt, without perceiving the nature of his own 
feelings; but the quality of her own mind prevented her 
from comprehending the deep firmness of principle which 
existed in his heart, and from foreseeing the means that 
principle would take to combat love as soon as ever th« 
progress of the insidious enemy was discovered. The 
proposal that she had made to him had produced upon 
the mind of St. R6al an effect the most directly oppo- 
site to that she had intended, which it is possible to 
conceive. The character of the Duke of Mayenne, St. 
R6al could not but esteem : there was a dignity, a gen- 
erosity, a frankness about it, which, together with his 
splendid talents, commanded no small admiration ; and, 
had St. Real been convinced that his opposition to his 
king, that his bold rebellion, that even his connection 
with a party, factious, turbulent, and depraved, origina- 
ted in motives of patriotism and virtue, his views of the 
League might have been modified by his opinion of the 
leader, and his ultimate conduct determined by the judg- 
ment he might form in regard to whether that leader's 
efforts would, or would not, be ultimately beneficial to 
his country. In the course of that night, however, he 
had heard and seen enough to convince him that the 
passion of Mayenne was ambition, and that his object 
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WB8 his own aggn^ndizement ; and the only hold* t] 
fore, that the League could have had upon St. 
would have been virtue, honour, and patriotism^ ii 
whole, considered as a party. 

The question, therefore, with the young marquii 
now become, whether the League did or did not 
sess such qualities. At the Jacobins, on the preci 
night, however, he had witnessed the means emp] 
by those who were considered the holiest men ai 
them to obtain ends which he could not doubt 
treacherous and bloody: that very night it had 
calmly proposed to him, as a bribe to attach him t 
party of the League, to betray his cousin's confidi 
and to gratify his own pHssions at the expense o 
honour and integrity. In his examination of the 
during^ the day, he had seen the high and the nobl 
meanmg themselves to court popularity by fawniii 
persons they despised — an irrefragable proof that 
own designs were base ; he had seen the good an 
just in the filthy and unsparing hands of villaina 
plunderers ; and he had seen those who professed 1 
the ministers of a God of peace armed for the pi> 
tion of a civil war and the bloodshed of their fel 
creatures ! 

What, then, could be the result, he asked bin 
when a leader, whose principle was ambition, took 
him to guide a fierce and lawless multitude, comp 
of nobles whose motive was selfishness, of priests w 
spirit was fanaticism, and of a rabble whose ob 
were licentiousness, bloodshed, and plunder ! Thi 
swer was not difficult ; and, as he turned and mot 
the staircase, amid the crowd of lackeys and atl 
ants who stared at his thoughtful and abstractec 
raeanour without his noticing their presence, he d 
mined to proceed to the royal camp as early as n 
be on the following morning ; doubting not that, v 
ever might be the vices and the follies it presented t 
eight, he should there find the path which led tc 
country's welfare, and, he trusted, also to his own p 
of mind* 

Passing the doors of the saloons, he proceeded to 
part of the house in which was situated the apartn 
that had been assigned to him ; and, sending fo; 
master of the horse, a common officer, at that tin: 
ihe houses of the principal French nobility, he din 
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him to have everything prepared to quit Paris by day- 
break on the following morning. The earliness of the 
hour which he thus appointed was not dictated by any 
apprehension that Mayenne would endeavour to impede 
his departure ; but, his resolution being taken, and his 
opinion fixed by the most favourable view that could be 
afforded him of the party of the League itself, ho wished 
to avoid, as far as possible, anything like solicitation ; 
and he likewise desired neither to explain his feelings, 
nor reason upon his motives, in the conduct he was about 
to pursue regarding Eugenie de Menancourt« 

His sensations, indeed, upon the subject were so pain- 
ful in themselves, that St. Real did not wish either to 
speak of or to dwell upon them. Arguing, with the usual 
simplicity of his nature, that, where our wishes and our 
duties are at variance, it is better to employ our thoughts 
in performing the duties, than to give them up to the 
hard task of combating the wishes— in which combat 
they are but too often defeated — he prepared to occupy 
all the energies of his mind in the attempt to serve his 
country, and to benefit to the utmost of his power the 
party he had determined to espouse, leaving his cousin 
to pursue his suit towards Eugenie de Menancourt as 
best he might ; but endeavouring to serve him therein 
by pointing his efforts to nobler objects than had hitherto 
employed them, and by taking care that all he did should 
be placed in a fairer light than that in which the levity 
and somewhat vain indifference of Aubin had hitherto 
permitted his own actions to appear. 

Poor St. Real, however, did not know how hard is the 
task — ^how painful, how continual is the struggle, to 
turn the thoughts of a feeling and affectionate heart 
from the objects of its first attachment, and to occupy, 
even in the busiest scenes and most stirring actions 
wherein other men find employment for their whole soul, 
a mind to which love has given its direction elsewhere. 
His first experience of what he was but too long to un- 
dergo was made when he lay down to rest, on the night 
of which we have just spoken. He thought to sleep, to 
taste the same refreshing, undisturbed slumbers which 
were so rarely absent from his pillow ; but, alas ! alas ! 
how changed were all his sensations. The burning 
thirst for thoughts to which he would not give way — the 
consciousness that he was resigning for ever that which 
would have made his happiness through life — anxieties, 

p2 
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which he dared not probe, regarding the happinen of 
her he loved— self-reproaches, slight, indeed, bat bittert 
because they were the first he had ever had occasion to 
address to his own heart — and doubts respecting the 
conduct and vows of his cousin, which he now saw with 
eyes sharpened by Idve^— all planted his pillow thick 
with thorns ; and he tossed in feverish restlessness upon 
his uneasy couch, while slumber and all its wholesome 
balms were far away> 

The sounds of music and of laughing, which to his sad- 
dened heart rang like the revelry of fiends, come in 
bursts up to his windows ; and the roll of carriages, the 
trampling of horses, the shouts of torch-bearers, and the 
murmuring hum of a thousand less vociferous tongues, 
poured irritating opon his ear, and set sleep at defiance. 
Gradually, however, those sounds died away, and that 
space of time which the citizens of the masterless metrop- 
olis called a day, and set apart for the transaction^ of a 
certain portion of intrigue and faction, levity, sensuality, 
and bloodshed, came to an end. The bell of the neigh- 
bouring church, unheard during many an hour of turbu- 
lence and noise, struck two, and the whole world around 
eank into silence, if not into repose. Still, however, 
sleep came not to the eyes of St. Real ; and he lay and 
counted the moments till a new class of sounds began 
to be heard, announcing that the sons of toil were up 
and busy in the task of preparing luxuries for the sons 
of idleness and dissipation. At length, a faint rosy light 
was seen to glimmer through the open window, the in- 
distinct forms of the massive furniture began to stand 
out from the gray darkness, and St. R6al started up more 
weary and fatigued with that one night of restless anxiety 
than he would have felt after weeks of watching in the 
tented field. 

The first task, after dressing himself, was to sit down, 
and, with the writing materials that stood at hand, to 
indite a brief note to the Duke of Mayenne, apologizing 
for not waiting to make a more formal leavetaking. 
He did not, it is true, announce in distinct terms hu 
determination of joining his arms to the other supporters 
of the royal cause, because he felt that it was within the 
bounds of possibilit ythat circumstances might yet change 
his purpose ; though, as he left the matter still open, he 
thought that bad must be the scene presented by the 
camp of the Henrys indee^i if it could make him prefer 
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the craft) the treachery, and the baseness he had beheld 
in Paris. In this respect, while expressing his high 
opinion of the duke himself, he did not scruple to me 
language and to display sentiments which had already 
brought many a venerable and respected head low among 
the factions and anarchy of the day ; and having said 
enoug[h to show which way his feelings at that moment 
led him, he descended to the court, and mounting his 
horse, which, with his train, stood prepared for departure^ 
he bade adieu to the Hotel de Guise. 

The streets of Paris now presented a very different 
scene from that which they afforded in either the full 
life of the risen day, or in the dregs of the evening. Few 
were the persons to be seen walkingjslowly along in the 
fresh, clear, unpolluted light of the early morning ; and 
the long irregularperspectiveof the antique streets might 
be «een unencumbered by the many gaudy vehicles 
which obstructed the sight at a later hour. As St. R6al 
rode on towards the suburbs, indeed, one or two patrols 
of horse, returning from their night watch beyond the 
walls, passed him with tired faces and soiled arms ; but, 
although the numbers that composed his train were suf- 
ficteiit to have justified some inquiry, yet such was the 
confused ^organization of the garrison of Paris, and of the 
array of the League in general, that no one asked his 
errand, and he passed on uninterrupted to the gates. 

Here* however, he was detained for some minutes, 
while the drowsy commander of the guards examined 
his pass and safe-conduct ; and some suspicious glances 
were given to the apparel of his followers, who neither 
wore the black cross, nor the scarf of the followers of the 
League. At the end of about a quarter of an hour, how- 
ever, he was suffered to proceed ; and, as the position of 
the royal armies was not distinctly known to him, he 
directed his course towards Meudon, at which place it 
was certain that a part, at least, of the Huguenot force 
had shown itself the day before. Greater watchfulness 
was now apparent on the part of the League ; and St. 
R6al was challenged and stopped five or six times within 
half a mile of the gates of Paris. At length, a wide 
green meadow by the banks of the Seine presented itself; 
and at the angle of this meadow and the road stood a 
solitary sentinel, covered with his cuirass, his salad or 
iron cap, and steel plates to defend the thighs. In one 
hand he carried his long musket, whUe with the other he 
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held his coil of match, smouldering slowly, between th^ 
finger and thumb, and only requiring to be blown to pre-» 
pate it for immediate action. In the ground, just on^ 
pace before him, was planted the iron-shod stake, which, 
supporting a sort of two-pronged fork, afforded a rest 
for his long and unwieldy weapon in case of his being 
called upon to make use of it against any advancing 
enemy. Painted in front of his iron cuirass appeared 
the black cross of the League : and there could be no 
doubt that this was the extreme outpost of the garrison 
of Paris. It would seern^ however, that he had no order 
to oppose the passage of persons coming from the side 
of the city ; for< although he gazed attentively at the 
young marquis and his party as they passed, he asked 
no questions; and St. Real advanced along the road 
skirting the meadow, towards an extensive building thai 
he saw at the distance of a quarter of a mile before him, 
and which bore every sign of being, what it really was, 
a religious house belonging to some order of friars. 

Scarcely had he passed half the distance between the 
sentinel of the League and the gale of the monastery, 
when a considerable body of horsemen drew out from 
behind some trees at the farther extremity of the field, 
and galloped towards the travellers with their lances 
down in somewhat menacing array. St. Real immedi- 
ately halted his men, and wailed calmly for the approach 
of the strangers, who advanced at full speed almost till 
the parties met, without choosing to notice the peace- 
able demeanour of the young lord and his attendants. 
The moment after, however, they came to a halt ; and 
two or three, riding forward before the rest, demanded 
"Qm» vive .?" apparently not half satisfied with the appear- 
ance of St. R6al and his attendants. The white scarfis 
borne by the leaders of this impetuous party sufficiently 
indicated to what army they belonged; and, replying 
"Fiue/eroi/" St. Real produced the pass he had re- 
ceived from Henry the Third* 

** No game for us, this !" exclaimed he who seemed 
to be their chief, as he read the authentic letters of safe 
conduct placed before his eyes. " Good faith, Sir Mar- 
quis of St. Real ; we thought that Monsieur de Mayenne 
had roused himself from his bed full four hours before 
his ordinary time, and was sending out parties to take 
us by surprise, thinking that we were as lags^ard and 
tleepy headed as himself. However, we will, if you 
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please, form your escort to the next post, and beyond 
that you will find your way easily to the king.^ 

St. Real signified his assent, and, thus guarded, pro- 
ceeded onward towards Meudon, conversing, as he went, 
with the leaders of the Huguenot party — for the stran- 
gers were followers of the King of Navarre — and gaining 
from them some knowledge of the real state and position 
of the royal armies. On the side of the two kings he 
found a much greater degree of activity and military 
caution ; and, notwithstanding the presence of the party 
he had first encountered, he was not suffered to pass the 
second outpost without a strict examination of his let- 
ters of safe conduct, and was afterward escorted from 
post to post by a small body of men-at-arms, until he 
had proceeded beyond the quarters of the King of Na- 
varre, and had fully entered those of Henry the Third 
of France, who had taken up his abode, by this time, at 
St. Cloud. Here, again, the discipline seemed more re- 
laxed; and St. Real was suffered to advance without 
any further question, till, at the entrance of the neat 
little village of St. Cloud, he perceived a group of per- 
sons gathered together round the door of a house, from 
whicl^ the moment after, issued forth his cousin, the 
Count d'Aubin, booted and armed, as if prepared to 
mount a horse that was held ready by a ^oom before 
the house. 

" The lost one found !" exclaimed D' Aubin, embracing 
his cousin as soon as they met ; " the lost one found 1 
Why, St. Real, I had even now my foot in the stirrup to 
set out once more for Paris, in search of your fair per- 
son. But how has all this happened ? Let me hear all ; 
for you have had to do with the shrewdest heads in 
France ; and his highness of Mayenne, with his fair sis- 
ters of Montpensier and Guise, are well worth studying, 
if it be but to lay out a map of human cunning, in order 
to find our way through its tortuous roads in future/' 

As St. R6al returned the warm embrace of his cousin, 
there were sensations in his bosom that he had never 
felt before. It was not that any feeling of rivadry had 
diminished his affection for Philip of Aubin, even by a 
feather's weight ; but it was that, notwithstanding every 
wish to serve his cousin and promote his suit, he had 
unintentionally cast in his way a greater obstacle than 
ever ; and, although conscious of his own virtue and in- 
tegrity, he felt as if he had wronged him. The feelings 
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that were predominant with St. R6d\ were not, as witll 
the rest of mankind, concealed or distorted with labo- 
rious care, but on the contrary were always the first to 
find utterance ; and he replied at once, *' Oh ! I will give 
you that history hereafter ; but I have somewhat of 
more importance to communicate." Thus saying, he 
entered the house with his cousin, who led the way to 
some apartments apparently appropriated to himself, 
and demanded, laughing, ^' What now, Huon ? what 
now 1 You rustic nobles see things in the capital with 
magnifying glasses, and think many matters of deep 
consequence, which to us, who see them every day, are, 
of course, everyday affairs." 

** I trust you may think as lightly of it as you seem 
to expect," replied St. Real : *' but the matter is this : 
Last night I saw Eugenie de Menaiicourt." 

** Ha l" exclaimed D'Aubin, instantly roused to atten- 
tion ; " what of her 1 where did you see her ?" 

" I saw her at the Hotel de Guise," replied St. R6al ; 
" supped with her there, and was near her afterward, at 
the great entertainment given, as I suppose, to the parti- 
sans of the League." 

" Indeed 1" exclaimed D'Aubin, somewhat moodily ; 
•* and what saw you then 1 who fluttered round her ? 
who was favoured in their suit of the great heiress T — 
to which of his partisans does Mayenne propose to give 
her hand 1 tell nie all you saw !" 

" I saw much," replied St. Real. " I had an opportu- 
nity of speaking with her alone, and was near her the 
whole evening ; so that — " 

*' Ay 1 doubtless, doubtless !" replied his cousin ; ** and 
were the favoured knight, beyond a doubt ; and, proba- 
bly, sweet Madame de Montpensier encouraged your 
suit, and Mayenne offered you her hand, if you would 
join the League — " 

He paused ; and St. Real, somewhat astonished at the 
accuracy with which his cousin — partly in the random 
venturing of passion and ill humour, partly from a 
shrewd knowledge of the actors in the great drama going 
on at Paris — hit upon the facts as they had occurred, was 
silent for some moments also ; till, seeing impatience 
flashing up his cousin's eye, he replied, " You are right, 
Philip ; such an offer was made me !" 

" By the Lord ! I thought so !" said D'Aubin. " On 
my honour, this is right merry and good ! and fair Eu- 
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fenie de Menancourt^ as timid as a young fawn, and as 
gentle as a turtle dove, may do more good service to 
the armies of the League than a whole regiment of 
retires, or half a dozen hot nobles of Provence ! Why, 
the devil incarnate seize upon the man ! he offered her 
to me in the morning, if I would join the League, and to 
you in the evening on the same conditions ; and now, 
doubtless, Huon, if you ehpose to turn your horses* 
heads back to Paris, and call in your troops from Senlis, 
put on a black scarf, and sign the blessed union, you 
may to-morrow have the hand of the sweet heiress of 
Maine, and become a distinguished leader of the hypo- 
critical League. Ha ! what say you to violating your 
cousin's confidence, and gallantly carrying away his 
promised bride 1 On my honour and soul, it were a 
worthy commencement, and would rank you high among 
us libertines of the court and the capital." 

" You are angry, Philip," replied St. Real, calmly, 
though somewhat sorrowfully ; " you are angry, Philip, 
and without cause. Such is not the commencement 
that I intend to make, nor has it ever entered into my 
thoughts to do so." 

*' But what said Eugenie ?" interrupted D'Aubin, 
fixing his keen eyes upon him ; " what said Eugenie to 
all this fine arrangement 1 Doubtless it pleased her 
well !" 

" She said nothing to it," replied St. Real, " because 
she never heard it ; and in regard to what you would 
insinuate of myself, my being here in order to serve the 
king in arms, is a sufficient reply, I should think." 

** And are you here for that purpose V demanded 
D*Aubin, softening his tone. " Have you positively de- 
cided on joining the royal forces ?" 

" Positively," replied St. Real, " if I find nothing here 
which would render the king's service perfectly insup- 
portable." 

*• Then get ye gone to the court as fast as possible, 
Huon/' exclaimed D'Aubin, relapsing into the usual 
levity of tone which was fashionable at that time, even 
in speaking of the most serious subjects; **get thee 
gone to the court, and see all the vices and horrors it 
contains ; for, till you have done so, 1 shall not know 
what you consider supportable or not. Yet, stay, Huon," 
he added, more generous feelings for a moment reas 
Miming their sway; "I doubt you not, my cousin ^ 
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know your nature, St. R6al, too well to doubt you; so 
let not your determination be influenced by me. I would 
trust you as fully with Eugenie in Paris, as if thousands 
of miles, or hostile armies, or wide flowing seas sepa- 
rated you from her." 

** You might !" replied St. R6al : " but, in the present 
case, my purpose is fixed. With the private vices of 
Henry the Third, or the vices of his court either, I have 
nothing to do, at least, as far as regards my public ac- 
tion*? ; and, if I see no reason to believe that my joining 
the League is absolutely necessary for the salvation of 
my country, my allegiance to my king is my first public 
duty, after the service of my native land. Yet, hear me 
a word more, in regard to Eugenie — " 

" Hark, what a noise !" exclaimed D'Aubin, turning 
towards a window that looked into the street. " Those 
dogs of Huguenots are always quarrelling with us cats 
of Catholics, and the distance between Meudon and St. 
Cloud caimot keep us asunder. Look, Huon, look ! 
they will come to blows presently ! See that fellow 
in the white scarf, how he is laying down the law and 
the Gospel with the bony finger of his right on the 
broad hard palm of his left hand. If he were the 
renegade, voluptuous, fiery Luther himself, or the keen, 
fierce, bloodthirsty Calvin, he could not argue the 
matter more eagerly. Now there, I warrant ye, goes 
the demonstration of the superiority of the priche over 
the messe — the refutation of transubstantiation, and an 
utter condemnation of poor purgatory !" 

St. Real had followed unwillingly to the window, 
wondering not a little — although his own ear had been 
caught by the turbulent sounds in the streets — at the 
levity of his cousin, who could so easily break off a con- 
versation in which he had already shown such heat, 
and which St. Real himself felt but too deeply to be one 
of painful interest, in order to gaze upon a squabble 
between some rude soldiers. The scene which pre- 
sented itself, however, soon obtained a stronger hold 
of his attention : it was evident, as D'Aubin had divined, 
a quarrel between a small party of the Huguenot sol- 
diers, who, serving under Henry of Navarre, had been 
quartered in the neighbouring town of Meudon, and a 
body of the Catholics, forming part of the army of 
Henry the Third, who seemed not at all disposed to 
show much hospitality in the streets of St. Cloud to 
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their allies with the white scarfs. According to the 
usual practice on such occasions, two persons were 
more dislingnished than the rest by vehemence of man- 
ner, loudnessof 4one, and fierceness of look ; but behind 
the principal speaker on the part of the Protestants 
stood another of the same4)arty, gifted with that dark 
and ominous look of silent determination which be- 
tokens, in general, a man more disposed to deeds than 
words. As the argument was evidently getting higher 
and higher, and the dispute was apparently reaching 
that point were strong blows are brought in corrobora- 
tion of vigorous assertions, St. Real proposed to his 
cousin to interpose with that authority which their rank 
conferred, and which the number of their retainers, who 
were standing by enjoying the scene, enabled them to 
render effectual. D'Aubin agreed to the propriety of 
this proceeding ; but he still continued to gaze out, more 
amused than affected by what he saw, till at length the 
more quiet personage, whom we have described as be- 
longing to the Huguenot party, stretched forth a long 
■ arm from behind his more voluble comrade, and cut 
short a very vehement and vigorous tirade on the part 
of the Catholic soldier, by dealing him a blow on the 
side of the head that instantly stretched him on the , 
bosom of his mother earth. 

Swords and daggers were instantly drawn on all 
sides ; and St. Real, waiting for no further question, 
sprang down the stairs, followed by his cousin ; and, 
calling upon the attendants to aid him, he interposed be- 
tween the two contending parties, thrusting his powerful 
form between the principal combatants, and casting them 
asunder like two pugnacious curs unwilling to be sepa- 
rated. In the struggle, however, and ere D'Aubin and 
the attendants could come to his assistance and enforce 
order, St. R6al had received a slight cut upon the face, 
which deluged his collar in blood; and his clothes 
suffered equally from dust and dirt, and the profaning 
fingers of more than one unclean hand. At length the 
tumult was appeased ; and D'Aubin, after treating the 
contending parties to a witty harangue in praise of 
peace, turned away with St. R6al, saying, ** Well, well, 
Huon, now that you have had enough of fighting for 
your morning's meal, get you gone to the king, or he 
will be out for the day. He is not at the chateau, but 
in yon house with the large garden ; you can scarcely 

▼OL. 1.- 
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gee it as we stand ; but, by the number of people I see 
gatherij;ig in that direction, I should suppose he was now 
about to set out. So hasten on, and you will ftnd me 
here at your return." 

'' My visit to the king may well wait a few hours," 
replied St. R6.il; *^and I would fain, Philip, conclude 
with you a conversation which can never oe renewed 
between us without pain. I have got much to tell you. 
But, stay !" he exclaimed, suddenly, as his eye fell 
upon the figure of a Dominican monk, who was slowly 
proceeding up the road, and had just passed the spot 
where he himself stood in conversation with his cousin ; 
** but stay ! I think I know that friar ; and if so, I must 
to the king with all speed !" 

Thus speaking, and without waiting for any reply, he 
made a sign to his attendants to follow, and hurried on, 
after the Jacobin, on foot. The monk was proceeding 
slowly, with his eyes fixed upon the ground ; and St. 
R^al was by his side in a moment. One glance showed 
him the dull heavy features of Brother Clement, who 
had tenanted the neighbouring chamber to his own in 
the convent of the Jacobins ; and the voices and the 
jugglery he had seen played off upon the wretched fa- 
natic, as well as the effect which the whole had produced 
upon the object of those artifices, instantly came up 
before St. Real's mind, and made him hesitate whether 
he should not question him in regard to his errand at 
St. Cloud. The next moment, however, a gentleman, 
in whom St. Real could easily recognise a high officer 
of the law — as, in those days, every class and profession 
had its appropriate garb — came up, followed by some 
other people carrying papers ; and stopping the friar, as 
a person whom he knew, he held a brief conversation 
with him, and then walked slowly on by his side to- 
wards the dwelling of the king. St. Real, after a me- 
mentos consideration, paused, and beckoning to the dwarf 
Bartholo, from whose knowledge of Paris and its in- 
habitants he had already derived much information, 
inquired if he knew the name of the personage now 
walking forward with the monk. 

** His name is La Guesle," replied the dwarf, dryly : 
** he is the king^s procureur ginircU,^* 

Such information was sufficient to remove from the 
mind of St. Real some part at least of the apprehensions 
which he had entertained ; but, nevertheless, there was 
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1 lingering suspicion that the Jacobin^s intentions were 
not all righteous, which made him resolve to inform the 
kmg at once of what he had seen in Paris, and put him 
upon his guard against the machinations of his most 
insidious enemies. With this view, as he saw that the 
procureur general and his companion were proceeding 
exactly in the same direction as himseK, he hurried his 
pace, and once more passed them. Making his way on- 
ward through the various groups of soldiers, courtiers, 
and officers that were scattered thickly through the 
streets of their temporary residence, enjoying the fine 
sunshine of the early summer morning, he hastened for- 
ward towards the spot to which his cousin had directed 
him as the abode of the king, inquiring as he passed along 
which was the exact house among the many splendid 
buildings that St. Cloud then contained. 

At length the abode of one Hieronimo de Gondi was 
pointed out to him ; and entering the court, the walls of 
which had concealed from his sight all the guards and 
attendants at that time waiting upon the sovereign, he 
proceeded to the great entrance, and mounted the steps 
which led to the first hall, tiere his name and business 
were instantly demanded, and his reply transmitted 
through various mouths to the chambers above. While 
waiting for the king's answer to his demand of an 
audience, he was ushered into a side room, where some 
of \fie superior officers of the court were whiling away 
their daily hours of attendance. Some were playing 
with dice, and some at chess ; but in all there was a 
fearful effeminacy in dress and demeanour, which made 
St. Real shrink from the soft and womanly things with 
which he was for the moment brought in contact. He 
was not destined, however, to remain long among them ; 
for the next moment a page — fair and solt, and smooth- 
spoken, with jewels in his ears, and as much satin and 
kice upon his slashed doublet of sky-blue silk as would 
furnish forth a lady on a court birthday — glided into the 
room, and besought the Marquis of St. Real to fbllow him 
to the presence of the king. 

Ascending the broad flight of steps whieh led to the 
principal apartments above, St. R6al first passed through 
the chamber of the Gascon guards, the same unscrupu- 
lous body which had served the monarch so remorse- 
lessly in the assassination of the ambitious but heroic 
Duke of Guise. Their harsh and warworn features, 
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shaggy beards, and affectedly rough demeanour, ofSered 
a strange contrast to the soft and silken aspect of the 
rest of tlie court : but St. Real was soon introduced to a 
new, but not less sickening scene of luxurious effemi- 
nacy! Passing through an antechamber, in which lounged 
a number of creatures such as he had seen below, he 
was led into the audience room prepared for the king. 
Faint rose-coloured velvet formed the hangings of the 
walls, a number of green silk couches were placed round 
the room, and the whole air was so burdened with 
manifold perfumes, that St. R6al, disgusted with all 
he beheld, felt actually sick at the compound odour that 
assailed him as soon as he entered. A number of 
personages stood round, dressed in all the gaudy colours 
of the rainbow, and eafh without the slightest spot or 
stain to be seen upon his glossy vestments. In the 
midst of them all sat a man habited, like themselves, 
with all the scrupulous care that folly can waste upon 
personal appearance. His hands and his face were as 
white, as soft, and as delicate as the satin lining of his 
cloak, except where on his cheeks appeared a faint 
delicate colour, like the hectic blush of a consumptive 
girl, but which, in him, was probably rather the effect 
of paint than of disease. He was speaking when St. 
Real entered : but it was none of his lords, or minions, 
as they were then called, who was so honoured at that 
moment by the effeminate Henry the Third. On his lap 
he held a beautiful worked basket, lined with faint blue 
satin, and containing no less than four small dogs, 
neither of which exceeded in size a well-fed miller^s 
rat ; and to one of these, his favourite pets and constant 
companions, he was addressing some tender reproaches 
for the crime of having scrambled over the back of one 
of the others, in its unceremonious attempts to escape 
from the delicate dwelling, which it would willingly 
have exchanged for a wooden box, and some clean hay. 

St. Rears bold step in the room, the sound of his heavy 
boot and jihgling spurs, instantly caught the king's atten- 
tion ; and, looking up from his basket of dogs, he gazed 
over the person of the young noble, with a glance first 
of surprise, and then, apparently, of horror and disgust. 
The silken watchers of the king's countenance instantly 
caught its expression, and divined the cause. 

*^ Good God, sir !" exclaimed one, interposing between 
St. Real and the king, as if he feared that the youngs 
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hoble were about to assassinate the monarch — ^**good 
God, sir ! is it possible that any one should present him* 
self before his majesty in such a plight 1 RetCre, for 
Heaven's sake ! you had better retire !" 

St. Real laid his hand upon his breast to push him 
back out of his way ; but the minion, as the favourites 
of Henry the Third were named throughout France, 
shrank back from the touch of the same stout doeskin 
glove with which the young marquis had parted the 
eoiUending soldiers in the street, as if a dagger had been 
at his bosom. 

** I would not have intruded upon your majesty," said 
St. R^al, '* in a garb stained with blood as this is, had I 
not had something to communicate which 1 thought of 
immediate importance — " 

** Whatever you have to communicate, sir," inter- 
rupted the king, frowning, ** must be told when you have 
changed your dress : I will hear nothing at the risk of 
being suffocated. The blood has nothing to do with the 
matter ! I have seen more blood, and shed more blood, 
than you ever have, or ever will ; but you bring in with 
you a whirlwind of dust, enough to choke up the lungs 
of any Christian king upon the face of the earth. Make 
no reply, sir," he continued, waving his hand ; " make no 
reply, but leave the room ; and when you have changed 
your dress, and appear in habiliments more befitting this 
place, I will hear what you have to communicate, but not 
before." 

" As your majesty pleases," replied St. Real : " but still, 
let me warn you of one thing at least — " 

" Of nothing !" exclaimed the king. ** Why, the very 
percussion of your breath shakes the dust from your 
cloak, till the whole air is dim. Away with him ! away 
with him ! N^vers, Joyeuse, Epernon, rid me of the sight 
of him ! But gently, gently ! Do not shake the dust 
off him : 'tis bad enough to be obliged to ride along the 
high roads, once every day, without having the high roads 
brought into our own audience chamber." 

There was a determination in the look and demeanour 
of the young Marquis of St. R6al which augured some- 
thing in his nature not pleasant to lay hands upon ; and, 
consequently, the courtiers of the contemptible monarch 
took care not to enforce his commands with any rude- 
ness. Nor was it necessary ; for St. Real, finding that 

q2 
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any further attempt, at that moment, to communicate ta 
the king the apprehensions he entertained from what he 
had seen in Paris, would be vain, retreated from the royal 
presence without further question, resolving immediately 
to inform his cousin D'Aubin, and beg him to convey the 
bare intelligence to the monarch, or to some of his oifi* 
cers, while he himself changed his dress, and prepared to 
give more full and minute information. 

Rejoining his attendants in the court, and looking 
eagerly round, as he quitted the royal residence, in order 
to ascertain whether the monk were still in sight, he 
turned his steps back again towards the house where he 
had found D'Aubm on his arrival at St. Cloud. It was 
not, indeed, that St. Real could feel particularly inter- 
ested in the fate of the monarch whom he had just seen, 
or that he thought the death of such a degraded being 
would be, at any other period, much to be regretted ia 
France ; but the young lord, acting upon general princi- 
ples, which accidental circumstances never greatly modi- 
tied, felt it his bounden duty to prevent, if possible, a 
meditated crime; and, even had it not been so, would 
have been extremely desirous of preserving the life of 
the reigning sovereign, at a moment when political and 
religious factions, personal enmities, and contending in- 
terests, convulsed the realm, and required no new brand 
of discord to bring down sorrows, desolation, and ruin 
upon the people, the country, and the state. 

Whichever way he turned his eyes, however, various 
groups of persons loitering about, without any apparent 
object,, interrupted his view ere it could penetrate many 
yards. Nevertheless, the figure of the Jacobin was not 
to be seen ; and mounting his horse, which had been 1^ 
after him, he proceeded as fast as possible to the dwell- 
ing in which his cousin had taken up his quarters. 

He found D^Aubin surrounded by a large party of the 
gay nobihty of Paris ; and levity and merriment had so 
completely taken possession of every one present, that 
St. R6al could obtain no attention for the serious matter 
he had to commimicate. Even his cousin himself, whom 
he knew to be full of strong and fiery passions, and whom 
he had seen that very morning moved by no light emo* 
tions, appeared now to have given himself up entirely to 
the idlest spirit of gayety ; so that all the efftict which 
the tale that St. Real had to tell produced, was loud 
laughter at the repulse he had met with from the mou- 
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arch's presence, and advice to suffer Henry to deal with 
his friend the friar as best he might. 

Somewhat offended, and stiU more grieved, at his 
cousin's conduct, St. R6al quitted him, promising to re- 
join him in the course of the day ; and, betaking himself 
to the small rooms, which were the only ones he could 
find unoccupied in either of the two auberges that St 
Cloud at that time could boast, he hastily put off his 
riding suit, removed the traces of travel and contention 
from his person, and then, dressed more as became the 
court of a great capital than that which he had expected 
to find in a eamp, he returned to the temporary dwelling 
of the king, bent upon executing his own right purposes, 
whoever might laugh or sneer. Henry had by this time, 
it would seem, considered the impolicy of alienating so 
powerful a subject, at a moment when the throne so 
much needed support ; and St. Real found a page wait- 
ing in the vestibule, charged, on his return, to deliver a 
sort of half apology for the treatiyent he had met with, 
and to conduct him immediately to the royal presence. 

Led through the same rooms, St. Real entered the 
audience chamber, which was still tenanted by the same 
personages, with the exception of the king himself, 
whose voice was heard in a cabinet beyond. The page, 
however, instantly proceeded to the door, and throwing 
it open, announced St. Real's return. 

•* We will speak with him presently," replied the king 
aloud : but the sight which met St. Real's eyes through 
the open door made him once more cast away all cere- 
mony, notwithstanding his rebuke of the morning. On 
the right of the monarch stood La Guesle, the procureur 
general^ while at his feet knelt the very Jacobin friar 
whom St. R^al had seen in conversation with that offi- 
cer in the morning. The monk seemed in the act of 
presenting a letter ; but though that action, and his whole 
demeanour, seemed perfectly pacific, yet so convinced 
was St. R^al, from his previous knowledge, that the ulti- 
mate designs of the Jacobin must be evil, that, striding 
across the audience hall with the purpose of interpos- 
ing, he had nearly reached the door of the cabinet, when 
one of the nobles in attendance stopped him for an in- 
stant, attempting to explain to him that the king would 
summon him when he thought fit. 

"Of course, of course!" replied St. R6al, "biit the 
king is in d^uiger. See, see I" And at the same moment 
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the Dominican, as he knelt, lifted his^ arm and struck 
the monarch, what appeared to be merely a blow of his 
clenched hand. The king staggered back, however, ex- 
claiming, " He has. killed mo !" And drawing from his 
side the long sharp knife which the Jacobin had left in 
the wound, he struck the assassin on the head as he was 
endeavouring to rise. Almost at the same moment, La 
Guesle, drawing his sword, passed it through the monk's 
body ; and the nobleman, who had so ill-timedly stopped 
the advance of St. Real, sprang forward, crying, " The 
monk has killed his majesty ;" and while the murderer 
was already falling under the blows of the king and La 
Guesle, drove his dagger into his throat and put a period 
to his existence. The other officers in attendance 
rushed into the cabinet in tumult and Confusion ; and, 
with an indecent excess of rage, cast the dead body of 
the Jacobin out of the window into the court. The 
courtiers, interested deeply in the life of their master, 
were thrown into confusion, terror, and despair, by the 
event that had just occurred ; but Henry himself, at that 
awful moment, recalled all the courage and self-posses- 
sion for which he had been distinguished in his earty 
years, and showed himself far more tranquil and undis- 
turbed than any of the party. 

" Send for a surgeon," he said, sitting down and press- 
ing one hand upon the wound, while with the other he 
waved back those who were crowding round him. •* La 
Guesle, you have done wrong to kill the wretch. We 
might have learned who were his instigators; but let 
the room be cleared. Monsieur de St. R6al, I thought to 
have spoken with you, but it is impossible now. You 
said you had something to communicate ; but if I re- 
cover, it must be told hereafter ; if I die, it must be told 
to my successor." 

•' God forbid your majesty should die at this moment," 
replied St. Real, whose intended communication was 
now rendered useless. " I trust that your wound will 
not prove serious." 

*" I trust not," replied the king; " but no one can say 
what, or how soon, may be the termination. Although 
I am inclined to think that the wound is not dangerous, 
yet in this body there may be but half an hour of life. 
Therefore remember, lords and gentlemen Of France 
here present, that, should death be the result of this 
morning's bad work, Henry of Navarre is your lawful 
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king ! From the moment that my lips cease to breath he 
is your king according to every principle of right and 
justice: the fundament alia ws of the French monarchy 
make him so, and no power on earth can absolve yuu of 
your duty towards him. I only raise my voice to point 
out to my subjects what will be their duty when I am 
dead, and remember that this is my last injunction : but 
here come the surgeons; and, once more, let the room 
be cleared." 

The monarches orders were instantly obeyed ; and the 
cabinet, in which he had received his wound, was ac- 
cordingly abandoned by all but the surgeons and his 
immediate attendants. The whole party, however, lin- 
gered in the audience chamber, and in the anteroom 
adjoining, breaking into separate groups, and each 
speaking low, but eagerly, on the event that had oc- 
curred, and the consequences likely to ensue. As St. 
Real was not personally known to any one present, he 
was, of course, thrown out of all these small circles, and 
was proceeding through the rooms, in order to join his 
attendants and make his escape from the bustle, con- 
fusion, and tumult which were beginning to spread 
rapidly through the royal household, when a stout, plainly 
dressed, middle-aged man, whom he had not particularly 
noticed in the crowd, laid his hand upon his arm, saying, 
** 1 think I heard your name mentioned as Monsieur de 
St. R6al." 

" The same," rephed St. R^al, bowing. ** What are 
your commands?" 

•* My name is De Sancy," replied the other : " an old 
acquaintance of your father's. I would speak with you, 
but not here." Thus saying, he led St. Real on till they 
reached the court, where all was in the same state of 
confusion which reigned above, the gates closed, and no 
one suffered to go out. At the appearance of Monsieur 
de Sancy, however, the guards presented arms, and the 
porter threw open the grille for him and his companion 
to pass. A word, on his part, obtained the same facility 
for his own immediate followers, and for those of St. 
R6al ; and, walking on foot down the road, while their 
horses followed, he spoke briefly to his young com-< 
panion of what had occurred. 

" The king will die," he said. " I see it in his coun- 
tenance; and France will be thrown into a state of 
greater turbulence than ever. There is but one way to 
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save her, Monsieur dcTSt. R6al ; and, if you inherit your 
father^s heart and principles, your will not hesitate to 
join me in following it." 

** May I ask you," demanded St. R6al, " what is th^ 
way to which you allude 1" 

•' I mean," replied De Sancy, " boldness, decision, 
preparation on the part of the friends of good order. 
You will see, Monsieur de St. R6al, that, as soon as the 
king is dead, the bonds which keep all these forces to- 
gether will be suddenly dissolved. The greater part of 
the leaders will think all ties of honesty, loyalty, and pa- 
triotism at an end ; and almost all will set themselves 
up for sale to the highest bidder, while many will join 
that party for which they have already a hankering. I 
heard, some time ago, that you were expected here, and 
I learned that you have a considerable body of troops 
lying near Senlis. Now tell me, supposing that the 
king were dead, in what light would you look upon 
Henry, king of Navarre 1" 

"As the legitimate successor to the crown," answered 
St. Real, " and as my rightful sovereign !" 

" Then you would be as well contented to fight against 
the League under a Huguenot sovereign as under the 
Catholic monarch, who has just met with such a fitting 
reward for his love of priests and friars 1" 

" A thousand times sooner," replied St. R6al, " if that 
sovereign be Henry of Navarre, my father's friend and 
my own, honest and noble, if ever man was, and loving 
his country and his people better than himself.'* 

"If such, then, be your opinions. Monsieur de St. 
R^al,*' replied De Sancy, laying his hand familiarly on 
his shoulder — " if such be your opinions, without a word 
more let us mount our horses, and ride over together to 
Meudon, to bear to the Bearnois, as they call him, the 
first tidings of all that has happened here, and to promise 
him our unbought support in case of need. I bring with 
me nearly three thousand sturdy Swiss ; and you, I 
hear, near a thousand hardy Frenchmen. What say 
you ? :fihall we go 1" 

" With all my heart," replied St. R^al, who, however 
brief had been the explanation, understood De Sancy's 
• views and objects as well as if he had spoken a volume ; . 
" with all my heart !" he replied, " and we will ride 
quick." 

Their horses were beckoned up ; each cavalier sprang 
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into the eaddla ; and, after a few words of direction and 
command to some of their attendants on either part, they 
galloped off towards Meudon as fast as their horses 
could bear them. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

Neither St. Real nor his companion spoke much as 
they advanced towards Meudon. The rapid pace at 
which they proceeded, and the still more rapid thoughts 
that were passing in the mind of each, left little room 
for conversation. Each, however, seemed so instinc- 
tively to appreciate the character of the other, that the 
few words which did occasionally pass between them, 
conveyed far more than much longer communication 
might have accomplished between persons whose ideas 
flowed in a less direct and straightforward channel. 
So rapidly did their horses bear them forward indeed, 
that but a few minutes elapsed ere they beheld the 
pleasant little upland supporting the village in which the 
witty but licentious Rabelais poured forth the biting and 
sarcastic torrent of satire, that, however ill understood 
by after ages, has rendered his name immortal ; and in 
which also he exercised all those clerical functions that 
were far less adapted to the character of his mind. 

Coming from the side of St. Cloud, and bearing about 
his person those conventional signs which were under- 
stood to indicate an officer of the royalist party, Mon- 
sieur de Sancy, accompanied by his young companion, 
was permitted to go forward with scarcely any interrup- 
tion almost to the gates of the old chateau in which 
Henry of Navarre had fixed his head quarters. Here, 
however, they were challenged by the sentinels ; but, 
giving the word, they passed on, and meeting with an in- 
ferior officer attached to that prince, inquired if he had 
yet gone forth. 

"More than an hour," was the reply; "but he may 
certainly be found with the advance guard at the Pr^ 
aux Qercs,^^ 

Without further question, and somewhat mortified at 
the loss of time, De Sancy and St. R6al turned their 
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horses^ heads, and at some risk galloped down the steep 
descent; nor pulled a bridle rein till. they reached the 
large open plain called the Pri aux Clercs, which at this 
time offered a singular and not unpicturesque ezhibitiom 
From the spot where the road which they followed en- 
tered the plain, the country lay flat and unvaried to the 
very suburbs of the city of Paris, which riJse up behind, 
forming a dense back ground of gray buildings, tower- 
ing up one beyond another in the misty light of a sum- 
mer's day. The open ground between was not exactly 
covered with multitudes, but was living with a hundred 
groups of gay and glittering cavaliers ; while two strong 
bodies of infantry, and a squadron of horse, covered the 
several roads that led from that part of Paris to M eudon 
and St. Cloud. The groups of horsemen of which we 
have spoken, armed at all points, and, in general, bearing 
the old knightly lance — some decorated with the colours 
, of the League, some displaying those of the Catholic 
royalists, and some carrying the white scarfs and sword- 
knots of the Huguenots — were seen, qow wheeling about 
the plain, endeavouring to ^ain the vantage ground of 
a party of opponents ; now standing still, waiting in firm 
ranks the attack of a body of the enemy ; now hurled in 
impetuous charge against the foe, and mingling in brief 
but desperate struggle ; with the armour, and the pen- 
nants, and the scarfs, and the rich caparisons, glancing 
in and out of the clouds of dust that covered them. 
Every now and then, also, when any of the Leaguers 
advanced too near, the aquebusiers, who covered the 
roads, would keep up upon them a rolling fire from their 
levelled pieces ; and occasionally some of the batteries 
erected for the defence of the suburbs would pour forth 
flame and thunder upon the position of the Huguenot in- 
fantry, though with but little effect. 

About a hundred yards in advance of the foot, upon 
one of the few slight rises which the plain afforded, ap- 
peared a group, consisting of about twenty horsemen, 
principally distinguished by the Huguenot scaif, and 
taking no further part in the skirmishes which were going 
on than by every now and then detaching a messenger 
from their body, apparently to bear directions or com- 
mands to any other parts of the field. At the head of 
this group, armed at all points except the head, ap« 
peared Henry, king of Navarre, with his fine but strong 
marked features, full of animation and excitement from 
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the scene before him. St. Real was the first who re- 
marked his position ; and, pointing it out to Monsieur de 
Sa^cy, paused only till they had ordered their attendants 
to remain near the body of infantry, and then spurred 
on together to the spot where the monarch was watch- 
ing the progress of the morning's skirmish — an amuse- 
ment of which he rarely deprived his soldiery. Turning 
round as they came up, he welcomed St. Real with a 
look of surprise and satisfaction, and greeted De Sancy 
with a smile. 

" This is unexpected and gladsome, my good young 
friend," he said, grasping St. Real's hand. " 1 heard you 
were in Paris ; and, though your cousin declared you 
»would certainly visit us ere you decided, yet, good faith ! 
I thought the cunning of the League would be too much 
for you." 

" It was, 1 believe, too much for themselves, your 
majesty," replied St. Rfeal ; " for I am not only here, but 
purpose to remain. We have, however, something of 
more importance to tell your majesty, if you will give 
us your ear for one moment." 

" Instantly," replied the king ; and then turning to 
some of those behind him, he pointed with his leading 
staff to one of the groups of skirmishers, exclaiming, 
" Some one ride in there, and bring out Rosny ! The 
lad is mad with sorrow for the loss of his wife. Ventre 
Saint Gris ! 'Tis a strange thing that what would make 
one man mad for joy, should make another man mad for 
grief! He will get himself killed now, in order to go to 
heaven after his wife ; while there are many men who 
would almost go to the other place, to get out of the 
way of theirs. But ride in, ride in, and bring him out — 
tell him I want him ! Now, St. R6al ! now. Monsieur 
de Sancy ! I am for you !" 

Thus speaking, he rode on twenty or thirty paces in 
advance of his attendants, and looked first to Monsieur 
de St. R6ai, and then to Monsieur de Sancy, as if re- 
quiring them to give him their tidings. The latter then 
spoke : " We have to communicate to your majesty," 
he said, " an event that has occurred at St. Cloud, and 
which may be productive of great and sorrowful results 
— which pray God aver^!" 

"Amen!" cried Henry; "but what is it, what is iti" 

" This, my lord," replied de Sancy. " About an hour 
ago, while Monsieur de St. R6al and myself were both 
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in the audience chamber of his majesty, the king was 
wounded severely by a Dominican friar, and I have 
many fears that the result will be fatal." 

Henry made no reply, but gazed upon Monsieur de 
Sancy's face with a look of anxiety and horror. *• This 
is ruin indeed !'■ he exclaimed — " to be killed at the very 
moment that our united arms had so nearly seated him 
securely on the throne ! This is ruin indeed !" 

** I trust not, your majesty," replied St. Real. ** First, 
the king is not yet dead, and may recover ; and next, 
even should he die, you, my lord, ha^^e not only a right- 
eous cause to support you, but a more fair renown. Yoa 
would then be as much king of France as he is now, 
and many a subject who serves him unwillingly will 
draw his sword with joy for you." 

" At all events, my lord," said De Sancy, *' whatever^ 
may be the conduct of others, and whatever may be the 
result of this most lamentable affair, your majesty will 
find that two at least of the French nobles, without con- 
sulting or considering any other interest but that of their 
country, will be ready, should fate place the crown of 
France upon your head, to serve your majesty with their 
whole heart and soul. I, for my part, engage at once to 
bring ovei the Swiss to your majesty's service ; and, if I 
have understood him right. Monsieur de St. Real here 
present will immediately move his troops from Senlis to 
your support." 

" Without a ,momertt's hesitation," added St. R^al ; 
" and if I have hitherto even entertained a scruple in re- 
gard to joining the royal forces, that scruple would not 
exist after your majesty's accession to the throne." 

"Thank you, thank you, my friends!" exclaimed 
Henry, grasping the hand of each, the one after the 
other, " this is noble ! this is generous ! But still let us 
hope that the calamity will be averted, which, by the 
death of the king, would cast among us a fresh ball oT 
discord, when so many already exist. Slill it is neces- 
sary for me to be prepared ; but while I speed to St. 
Cloud, in order to learn, as far as possible, what is pro- 
ceeding there, let me beg you, my friends, to converse 
over the matter with those you can trust, and ascertain 
upon whom I can rely — who ^re likely to be doubtful 
friends, and who will prove open enemies." 

St. Real and his companion promised obedience ; and 
the king, after speaking a few moments with some of 
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the gentlemen of his train, turned his horse's head 
towards St. Cloud, and galloped off. De Sancy and 
St. Real returned more leisurely, conversing over the 
event that had occurred, and its probable results. 

** You, Monsieur de Sancy, and the King of Navarre 
also, seem to apprehend much more danger from the 
death of the king,'^ said St. R^al, ^' than I can conceive 
likely to accrue. Far be it from me to speak evil of a 
man who, even now, may be dying ; yet who can doubt 
that in virtues as a man, and in high qualities as a sove- 
reign, the monarch who has just left us is as superior 
to him who now reig^ns in France as light is to darkness 1 
As a military leader, too, his renown is justly among 
the first in Europe : and with the sole command of the 
army, which is now divided, the affection of all that is 
noble and good in the land, and the warm co-operation 
of many of those who have held aloof from the present 
sovereign, he would surely be able to accomplish far 
more towards reducing the land to a state of tranquillity 
and subordination, than a king who is not only hated, 
but despised." 

De Sancy shook his head with a somewhat melan- 
choly smile, at calculations made upon grounds so very 
different from the motives which actuated the generality 
of men in the disorganized land wherein they lived. 

" If every one were Monsieur de St. Real," he an- 
swered — *' if every one — I do not mean in France, but 
even in this camp and army — were actuated by the same 
pure and patriotic feelings as yourself, your calculations 
would be undoubtedly right, and the extinction of the 
line of Valois would be the signal for tranquillity and 
happiness to resume their places in this distracted land. 
But the men that we see around us are divided into many 
classes, and actuated by many motives. The Huguenots 
have among them one principle of action — I mean re- 
ligious fanaticism, fiut, taking all the rest of the united 
armies, I suppose there are not ten men of rank among 
us who have any general principle whatsoever." 

** You give a sad picture of our countrymen. Monsieur 
de Sancy," replied St. Real ; " but if your view be cor- 
rect, how happen such discordant elements to have ad- 
hered so long 1" 

" From causes as numerous," replied De Sancy, *• as 
the men themselves. Some have adhered to the king 
out of gratitude for favours conferred, and from a know 



196 ONE IN A thousand; or, 

ledge that their fortune, almost their very existence it- 
self, depended upon that monarch. Such are the min- 
ions, the favourites, the priests. Others again of a 
nobler nature, have remained attached to the same party 
equally from gratitude for favours conferred, but with- 
out entertaining any further hopes from, or being bound 
by any tie of interest to, the king. Such is the Duke of 
Epernon, and such are many more. Others, again, serve 
the monarch because their own dignity and power are 
connected by various ties to his. Such are the princes 
of the blood. An immense number follow him only be- 
cause, seeing the country split into factions, and know- 
ing that they must attach themselves to some party, 
tiiey judge that they can obtain most from the court ; 
and, at all events, can sell themselves to the League 
hereafter, in case they find their first expectations dis- 
appointed. Many, too, have some individual object in 
view, which they may obtain from the king, but <!;ould 
not obtain from the League ; and many serve the mon- 
arch from personal hatred to some one in the opposite 
camp. Monsieur de St. Real, I could go on for an hour, 
and yet leave half the motives unreckoned by which 
men of different parties are actuated in every civil strife. 
All these motives are at work among us ; and patriotism, 
depend upon it, comes in for but a very small share, 
when there are so many other greedy passions to divide 
with her the hearts of the multitude." 

St. R6al was silent for a few moments, and thoughtful 
too ; for in the picture of the manifold hues and shades 
of human baseness thus presented to his sight, there 
was something very painful to a mind accustomed to 
view the world in a brighter light. After having con- 
sidered for a short time, however, letting his mind roam 
to more general thoughts, he returned to the immediate 
matter of their conversation. *' I am sorry to hear," he 
said, " that such is the composition of an army from 
which I had hoped better things. But tell me, Monsieur 
de Sancy, will not the same motives which have hither- 
to bound them to the present king bind them also to his 
successor 1" 

" By no means," replied De Sancy. " In the first 
place, the difference of religion will be a great objection 
to many, and an excellent pretext to more: A thousand 
to one all the zealous Catholics will abandon the heretic 
monarch at once. Those who personally love him will 
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0eek to make him change his religion ; those who love 
him not will leave him without any question. All who 
are already doubtful will seize this favourable opportu- 
nity of going over to the League. All who are serving 
upon interested motives will demand place, preferment, 
or promise, as the price of their future assistance. Of 
these — and I am sorry to say that at least one half of 
the royal camp is compose^ of such — of these there will 
be a general market — a buying and selling, as in the 
halls of Paris.; and if the king cannot outbid the League, 
they will all go over together." 

" Well, left them go," replied St. Real. " By Heaven ! 
Monsieur de Sancy, I hold that we shall be better with- 
out such false and doubtful allies. Our swords will strike 
more firmly, our confidence in ourselves and in each 
other will be redoubled, when the army is purified from 
such a nest of mercenary villains." 

"Ah! my young friend," replied De Sancy, "you 
may make a good soldier ; but you are not yet fit for a 
politician in this bad world of ours. Call them by some 
softer name, too, than mercenary villains," he added, 
with a laugh ; " for, till you see the event, you do not 
know whom you may see among them." 

St. Real was silent; for his mind was not without 
some shade of doubt as to what would be the conduct 
of his own cousin in the event of the king's death break- 
ing asunder all those ties which, for the time, united 
the incoherent parts of the royalist army together. 
However much St. Real might love his cousin, and how- 
ever much he might strive to conceal from himself the 
faults and failings which disfigured the character of the 
Count d'Aubin,he could net help experiencing a vague 
internal conviction that his actions were more the effect 
of impulse than of principle ; and that there was not suf- 
ficient firmness in his character to restrain him from 
following where his passions or his interests led him, if 
to the path which he thus chose no very signal disgrace 
was attached in the eyes of the world. 

He was silent then, and a few minutes more brought 
them back to St. Cloud, which exhibited all the usual 
marks of a small place in which some great event has 
happened. The eager faces ; the gliding up and down 
of important-looking persons ; the whispering groups at 
every corner, and at every house door ; the loud-tongued 
politicians, demonstrating to their httle assemblage of 
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hearers the events that were to follow, or the events 
^hat were past ; and here and there the mercenary soldier, 
sauntering indifferently through the streets, and caring 
not who died, or who survived, provided that his pay was 
sure, and that the blessed trade of war was not brought 
to an untimely end. 

Monsieur de Sancy and St. R6al drew up his horses al 
the first group of respectable persons they met with, 
and demanded news of the king. The reply was favour- 
able ; " the monarch was better," the people said ; " the 
surgeons apprehended no evil ; and the consequences of 
the crime had fallen upon the head of him who perpetra- 
ted it." 

AfterTeceiving this answer, St. Real and De Sancy 
separated, each well pleased with the other, and promis- 
ing mutually to meet again before night, whatever might 
be the result of the events which had brought them first 
together. 

St. Real then directed his course up the road towards 
the small auberge, in which he had hired the only apart- 
ments that on his first arrival were to be found vacant 
in the village, and at which he had left a part of his at- 
tendants to prepare for his return. The door of the inn, 
like that of every other house in the place, was sur- 
rounded by its own little group, discussing the events of 
the time ; and as St. Real approached, he distinguished 
among the crowd his dwarf page Bartholo, together with 
the handsome Italian boy, who had been left in his ser- 
vice by Henry of Navarre. The young marquis — whose 
mind was not of that indifferent cast which looks with 
philosophical coolness upon the dangers or uncoraforts 
of every person except its own particular proprietor — 
had been not a little anxious for the fate of the fair deli- 
cate boy amid the troubles and perils of the capital and 
its environs, and was in no slight degree rejoiced to see 
him in safety in a spot where he could afford him pro- 
tection. 

Leonard de Monte sprang forward as soon as he heheld 
his lord, and welcomed him on his arrival, with all that 
peculiar grace which we have before had occasion to 
notice in his demeanour. There was something in his 
manner that expressed a willingness to serve and to obey ; 
but, at the same time, it appeared to be the willingness 
of a free and generous mind to perform that which de- 
pended solely upon its own volition. There was a dig- 
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nity withal in his tone and demeanour, that made his ' 
obedience seem a condescension rather than a duty ; and 
yet, as we have said, it was all so cheerfully done, that 
St. Real, although he felt more as if he were speaking to a 
friend or a younger Brother, than to one who was bound 
to obey, nevertheless did not feel the difference dis- 
agreeable, but rather looked with more interest upon a 
person whose demeanour was so superior to that of 
others in his station. 

" I have had some fears for you, my good boy," said 
St. Real, ** since I heard that you had come hithetr to 
seek me." 

" Oh, never fear for me, sir !" replied the youth, speak- 
ing with that confidence in his own fortune, which is 
one of the many happy deceits whereby the human heart 
beguiles itself to forget the weariness, and the difficulties, 
and the dangers of the long and perilous path of life ; 
**oh, never fear for me, sir! In my short day, 1 have 
passed through so many scenes, where others have found 
every sort of danger and tribulation, without receiving 
80 much as a scratch of my hand, that I begin to believe 
myself enchanted against peril : besides, 1 had the two 
stout fellows you gave me to accompany me from Maine ; 
and if I had met with any danger, I should have left them 
to fight it out, and have slipped away, finding safety under 
-cover of my littleness." 

" Well, well, we must not try your fortune too far, my 
good Leonard," replied the young noble. "But come 
hither with me ! Bartholo, seek me wherewithal to 
write ; and bid Martin and Paul hold themselves ready 
to set out in half an hour to Senlis. Have you seen the 
Count d'AubinV 

" I saw him not half an hour ago," replied Leonard de 
Monte, ere the dwarf could answer. ** He was riding 
forth with a gay company to the PrSs aux Clercs^ 

" That is unfortunate !" replied St. R§al ; *' I would 
fain have seen him. But hark ! there is the drum beat- 
ing to arms, and the clarions sounding a march! See 
what that may mean, Leonard. " 

The b6y sped away quickly ; and during his absence 
St. Real proceeded to his own apartments, and wrote 
to the officer whom he had left in command of his troops 
near Senlis, directing him, in as few words as nossible, 
to advance without loss of time to the distance of half a 
march from the royal army« Ere he had concluded, 
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Leonard de Monle returned, and, in reply to St. R^al^m 
eager question of what news, informed him, that an order 
had just been given out to put the royal forces under 
arms, as it was supposed that those who had instigated 
the attempt at assassination, not knowing that it had 
failed, would endeavour to take advantage of the confu- 
sion they expected to follow its success among the roy- , 
alists. 

"A wise precaution!" said St. Real; "a wise precau- 
tion, marking that Henry of Navarre is in the camp, even 
if one did not know it from other circumstances. Now, 
tell me, Leonard/' he continued, after having sealed and 
despatched his letter, ''how long have you been here!" 

'* 1 reached Paris some five days since," replied the 
"boy, " and waited two days there, in hopes of your com- 
ing ; but, finding that you did not arrive, I grew anxious, 
knowing that there are wily men and unscrupulous of 
all parties in these places. Then, when you did not ap- . 
pear the third day, I set off" hither to see whether you 
had been delayed against your will at the king's quarters; 
and ever since then I have been coming and going be- 
tween the camp and the city of Paris, till I learned this 
morning that you were here." 

** But were you never stopped at the outposts 1" de- 
manded St. R6al; **your pass extended only to the 
capital." 

** Oh, no !" replied the boy, in a gay tone ; ** I passed and 
repassed as often as I liked, and will do it again when- 
soever it pleases me. I have the secret of making my- 
self invisible ; and they must be sharper eyes than 
either those of the League or of the Huguenots that will 
spy me out to stop me as I go." 

*' Indeed !" said St. Real : *' that were a secret worth 
knowing." 

" Easy to learn, but not so easy to practise," answered 
the boy. ** I had first to consider the sentry as I came 
up to him ; then, if I found him a Huguenot Gascon, to 
stop a quarter of an hour to listen to all the great exploits 
he had performed at Montcontour, Jarnac, or any other 
place ; then — seeming to believe the whole — to tell him 
as great a lie as any that he told me, vowing that I was 
the truant son of som^ Huguenot lord, going back to hear 
Du PleSBis Mornay preach against the Pope of Rome ; 
and thus might I pass by without further question. If, 
on the contrary, it were a royalist, 1 vowed I was King 
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Henry*s new page, and talked about Monsieur de Biron, 
and the good Duke of Epernon. If it were a Swiss, I 
boldly said, * What is your price V put the crowns in his 
hands, and walked on. And when I came back to the 
sentinels of the League, I had but to throw this toy over 
my shoulders," he continued, drawing a black and green 
scarf from the bosom of his vest, which, according to the 
custom of those days, was made very large and full, and 
often served the purpose of a pocket ; '* 1 had only ta 
throw this toy over my shoulders, and swear by the holy 
mass that I had gone out to kill the king, and would have 
done it, too, if I had not, by mischance, trod on the toes 
of one of his Polish puppies, and been turned out ot the 
anteroom for that grave offence/' 

St. R6al laughed. " You are a brave boy," he said, 
" and seem to know these people thoroughly — ^perhaps 
better than I do." 

" Perhaps I may," replied the youth : " but still, call 
me not a'brave boy, for that I am not ; on the contrary, 
I am as arrant a coward as ever lived ; so, if you intend 
to take me with you into a pitched battle, or even a 
skirmish, or so much as the siege of a town, you are very 
much mistaken, for I shall certainly lag behind." 

" You jest," said St. R^al, smiling ; " for, though you 
are too young to be led into battles, or to sieges either, 
yet you are one of those whereof, some day, men may 
make good soldiers." 

" Not I," answered the boy, seriously, and with a sigh ; 
"not I, my lord! — I have a vow against it. Faith, I 
think that heretic Du Plessis Mornay has converted even 
me ; and I hold, that for hundreds of honest men to shed 
each other's blood, for the sake of making their favour- 
ite si^ in a great ivory chair, wear a gilt cap with* a 
tassel, and call himself king, is not only a folly, but a 
madness, and not only a madness, but a crime. Be not 
offended, my lord," he added, seeing a slight cloud come 
over St. Real's brow, as he listened to doctrines very 
different from those which his own bold and chivalrous 
heart entertained; "be not offended, nor doubt me 
either; for you may well rest sure that, should danger 
threaten you, or misfortune overtake you, when I am 
your follower, this heart — though not so bold as a fal- 
con's — would find courage for the time; this hand — 
though not so strong as a giant's — should do its best to 
defend or aid you." 
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" Ibelieve you in that at least, my good Leonard, re- 
plied St. R6al; **yet, nevertheless, I have always held 
that life is valueless without honour, and that the drops 
of our heart's best blood can never be weighed against 
the service of our country, our king, or our friend. How- 
ever, you are not my sworn soldier, so I shall not try 
you ; and, to speak of matters whereon we shall better 
agree, tell me — for, among all your wanderings, you 
must have heard — how go men's opinions upon the 
events that are taking place here V 

*' Opinions !" cried the youth. '* They go, my lord, as 
the waves of the sea. Looked at from a distance, and 
at first sight, they seem innumerable, and all distinct 
one from the other ; but when one examines a little more 
closely, they are found to be nothing but one great flow 
of the same things, following the first that comes for- 
ward, and dashes upon the shore. I know not well what 
the word opinion used to mean in the days of old ; but 
now, I know it means the portrait of every man's self- 
ishness, painted as he likes it to appear. One man has 
a strong desire to be governor of Dijon, and he repre- 
sents it under the form of a sincere admiration of the 
Catholic faith ; another wishes to be made marechal of 
France, and he displays his wish under a full approba- 
tion of the murder of the Guises." 

"It is wonderful," said St. R^al, with a smile, "how 
soon, in the camp and in the court, the wisdom of the 
brow of sixty years finds its way down to the curly head 
of sixteen ! Do you know, Leonard, 1 have just heard 
this morning from Monsieur de Sancy the same fine sar- 
castic character of the good folks around me that you 
have given me now 1" 

" Then you have heard the truth from two people in 
one day," replied the boy, gravely. " It is worth mark- 
ing with white chalk ! and, though you think that I ape 
the sententiousness of wiser persons than myself, you 
will find, that one who has lived among these scenes 
from his earliest years knows the characters that appear 
in the mystery as well as one of themselves. At all 
events, my lord, hope not to find Spartan virtues even 
in your dearest friend ; or, if he do possess such jewels 
as patriotism, and firmness, and integrity, happy — thrice 
-and fully happy, is he in this place ; for nothing is 
so saleable here as virtue and a tolerably good reputa* 
lion." 
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"Spartan virtue in my dearest friend !" said St. R6al, 
repeating the ¥tf»rds on which the youth had laid the 
strongest emphasis. ** What mean you by that, Leon- 
ard ? Tell me, are you frank and honest ] If so, you 
have some meaning ! Now, make it a plain one !" 

The boy coloured a good deal, and, for a moment, 
seemed struggling between two emotions ; but at length 
he replied, " 1 am frank and honest, sir, and I will make 
my meaning plain, feeling sure that you will not let my 
candour hurt me. When 1 spoke as I did speak, I 
thought of your noble cousin ; for it is the common re- 
port of camp and city, that a large dower, and a lady's 
unwilling hand, will soon convert the Count d'Aubin 
from a bold royalist to a zealous Leaguer !" 

It was now St. Real's turn to feel troubled, and the 
blood irrepressibly mounted to his cheek. *' 1 trust that 
the camp and the city are both mistaken," he replied, at 
length; "and that Philip of Aubin, if -he do change his 
party, which may, perchance, happen, will have nobler 
motives to assign than any selhsh advantages. One 
thing, however, is certain, no lady's unwilling hand can 
be the object, for no man can or will force her inclina- 
tion." 

The boy shrugged his shoulders. " These are times, 
sir," he replied, " when men can do anything ; but ne- 
vertheless — " 

Ere he could finish his sentence, the door of the little 
saloon in which he stood was thrown quickly open ; and, 
as so often occurs, the very object of the conversation 
which had just passed appeared, and put an end to any 
further observations. The boy, indeed, coloured deeply, 
and glided out of the room ; but St. R6al, whose con- 
sciousness of upright purpose and integrity of heart had 
re3tored his calmness and confidence in himself, turned 
to greet his cousin kindly, and prepared to speak with 
him upon the great events of the day, avoiding, as far as 
possible, those subjects which might renew any painful 
feelings between them. '* I heard that you had gone to 
the Pris aux Clercst'^ he said, looking at his cousin's 
dusty garb ; ** bat you are not armed, I see." 

" Oh, that matters not !" answered D'Aubin ; ** it is as 
well sometimes to show these gentlemen of the League 
that, in a velvet pourpoint and silken hose, we can 
overthrow their best cavaliers, clothed from head to heel 
in good hard iron. I had not time to arm, and therefore 
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ran two lances in my jerkin, having promised to give 
course to Duverne and Maubeuge. ■ So the king 
wounded, they say ! You have heard of it, of coars 
Should he die now, Huon — should he die, 'twould mid 
a great difference in men's fates." 

*' I do not see why or how," replied St. R6al ; ai 
then — not remarking that his cousin, whose very speei 
had been rambling and unconnected^^ suffered his mind 
wander inattentive while he replied— went on to give i 
his reasons for thinking that the death of Henry tl 
Third should make no earthly change in the conda 
of any honourable man hitherto attached to the ro> 
cause. 

" Huon !" interrupted D'Aubin, at length, " I have b« 
thinking over what passed between us this mocnin 
and 1 have come to crave a boon of you. Your saf 
conduct from Mayenne is not yet near its end ; and 
would fain have you make one more journey to Pari 
As I said before, I would trust you with aught on eart 
such is my confidence in your honour; and you hw 
great influence with Eugenie de Menancourt. She € 
teems and respects you, which is a very different thii 
from love, you know : no woman loves a man that si 
respects — ^^ 

" Nay, nay, nay, Philip !" said St. R^al, somewfe 
sickened with hisL cousin's conduct, and yet pained 
remark the evident anxiety and distress which D'Aufc 
strove in vain to cover under a tone, half jest, half ei 
nest. " Nay, nay, PhiUp I speak not thus of those w! 
form more than one half of man's happiness or misery 
speak not thus if you would ever win the love of tho 
whose love is worth possessing." 

"Pshaw, Huon! you know them not!" replied t 
count. " Respect and esteem may be the foundati 
of man's love for woman, but not of woman's love i 
man. Fear, jealousy, revenge, scorn, even hate itsf 
are nearer roads to woman's love than respect arid i 
teem. You may disappoint her wishes, contradict 1 
opinions, insult her understanding, pain her heart, i 
even cross her caprices ! and yet win her love, if y 
will but pique her vanity. But a truce to such disser 
tions. Mark me, Huon ! 1 think you love me, and wi 
me well ; and I tell you sincerely, it imports much a 
deeply to my peace and comfort, that Eugenie de N. 
nancourt should yield me a willing consent." 
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"Not, I trust, from any pecuniary consideration,** 
said St. R6al, who entertained some vague suspicions 
that his cousin had outstepped even his princely reve- 
nues in the gay and thoughtless course he had pursued 
for many a year. "If so, speak at once, Philip, for 
you know the extent of my resources; and you likewise 
know, I trust, that those resources are your own, when 
you choose to command them." 

*' No, no, Huon !" replied the count, while his brow 
and cheek grew as red as fire. '*No, no! i thank you 
for your kindness, good cousin; but there are many 
causes which make it as necessary to me as life, that 
Eugenie de Menaucourt should become my wife. W hy, 
think," he continued, raising his tone, ^' 1 should become 
the talk and the pity of all Paris! — the laughingstock 
of every friend I have !" 

St. Real bent down his eyes without reply, merely 
muttering to himself the word, ** Friend !'* while his 
cousin went on. ** What I wish then,4Iuon, is this, 
that you would return to Paris ; and, seeing Eugenie, 
represent to her that my claim to her hand in conse- 
quence of her father^s promise is indubitable; that I 
would sooner part with Ufe than resign that claim ; and 
that, in order to atone for aught 1 may have done to 
offend her, and to remove whatever objections she may 
have, I will change my course of living, cast from me 
those faults that appear so much blacker in her eyes 
than in those of our fair dames in the capital, and live a 
life as pure and holy as any nun was ever reputed 
to do, if she will promise at the end of a certain period 
to fulfil her father^s engagement towards me. Will you 
do this for me, Huon, and exert all your eloquence V 

*' Philip, it would be in vain," replied St. R^al ; " last 
night, I said all that 1 could say in your behalf — I prom- 
ised even more for you than 1 well knew that you 
would perform — on my life, on my honour, Philip, I 
urged all that could be urged in your exculpation and in 
your favour ; but she remained firm ; and nothing I 
could say made any change in her replies. Your con- 
duct, she said, had produced its natural eff*ect ; that 
effect was not to be effaced ; her father's promise was 
conditional; and, free from any engagement herself, 
she was resolved, she said, never to give her hand to 
one who had not sought her affection, and did not — ^" 

St. R6al hesitated, but his cousin finished his sentence 
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. boldly for him, and then went on, ** and did not possess 
her esteem, or deserve her love, or something of that 
kind,'^ he said ; ** all that she told me before ! It is but 
the ringing of the same chime ! but, by heavens, it shall 
go hard if I do not find means to ring that chime back- 
ward ! Yet, listen, St. Real ; yesterday, you were not 
impowered by me to say anything, and therefore she 
might doubt. I now impower you on my part to vow 
constancy, and promise amendment, and so forth — will 
you undertake it 1 — will you go V 

'* No, PhiUp, no," rephed St. Real, in a tone of. firm 
determination, *^ 1 will not ; I love Eugenie de Menan- 
court too well myself to cheat her with promises made 
in so Ught a tone as that — nay, frown not upon me, Philip 
of Aubin, for you shall hear more, that you may never 
say your cousin deceived' you. I refuse to go back to 
Eugenie to plead your cause, not alone because I be- 
lieve it to be both a bad and a hopeless one, but, be- 
cause I feel ^at it would be dangerous to my own 
peace ; and might make me unhappy without serving 
you." 

** Ho, ho !" cried D' Aubin, his brow darkening, *• is 
such the case? Then I see somewhat more clearly 
how all this may end !" 

** I trust you do," replied St. R^al ; " I trust from my 
conduct through life, and from my conduct now, that 
you may plainly see what will be that conduct still." 

D'Aubiu's lip curled into a cold, unpleasant smile; 
but his brow did not relax, and he answered, '^ What 
your conduct may be, like all future things, must be left 
to fate ; but 1 shall certainly take means to ensure my- 
self against what it seems it might be. I give you 
good evening, Huon, for I find it time to bestir myself! 
Farewell !" So saying, he turned upon his heel, and 
left the apartment. At the foot of the stairs he paused 
for a moment to speak a few eager words with the 
dwarf Bartholo, and then springing on his horse galloped 
back to his own abode. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

Leaving St. R6al to meditate over the effects which 
his candour and honesty had produced, and to strengthen 
himself in his integrity against the bitterness of unde- 
served suspicion and reproach, we must follow the 
Count d'Aubin to his dwelling, and be his companion 
^r the next few hours. Springing from his charger, 
Ae threw the reins to one of his attendants, ordered 
fresh horses to b& saddled in the stable, a change of 
dress to be instantly brought him, and eagerly demanded 
if no packet had arrived from Paris. The answer was 
in the negative ; but still the count proceeded to change 
his dress, apparelling himself with no small care and 
splendour, brushing the dust from his dark curling locks, 
and adding the fine essences that were then held a part 
even of the simplest toilet. Ere he had done, there 
was a sharp knock at the door of his chamber, and the 
next moment the dwarf Bartholo stole in, bearing a 
packet in his hand. 

** I saw the messenger straying about the town," he 
said, '' and knowing you would want this, I hastened to 
bring it hither." 

** You see into my thoughts, and anticipate my wishes, 
good' Bartholo," replied D'Aubin, breaking open the 
packet, and running his eye over the words of a regular 
safe-conduct from the Duke of Mayenne. "It is all 
right," he added, *' though they limit me to four-and- 
twenty hours; but say, have you aught to tell me, Bar- 
tholo 1 for the day wears, and I am ready to set out. 
There seems matter in that face of thine. Speak, man 1 
speak boldly. We know each other well." 

*' Your lordship is kind," replied the dwarf, with one 
of his sardonic grins. " I would fain give your lordship 
a piece of advice ; but knowing from sweet experience 
how advice is relished in this wise world, 1 wish to know 
whether you have any appetite for it." 

** Yes, yes ; speak boldly," replied D'Aubin ; " I am as 
hungry for good advice as a famished wolf, and lam in- 
clined to believe thee, just now, seeing that the hint you 
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gave me not long since concerning my simple seeminff 
cousin has proved but too true. He would act in aU 
honour as yet, it seems ; but we all know With what 
tiny footsteps love begins the course, that he determines, 
ere the end, to stride over like a giant : not that I think," 
he added, giving a glance to the mirror, and marking 
there as handsome features as ever that crowning in- 
vention of personal vanity reflected to the self-satisfied 
eyes of man, though the countenance he beheld might 
be somewhat worn with the strife of passions — ** not 
that 1 think that, were it come to rivalry, I should have 
to fear the result. But I would fain put it beyond ail 
chances; so speak your advice, good Bartholo. If it 
suit me, 1 will take it ; and if not — why it is but empty 
air." 

** Ay, ay," replied the dwarf, ** empty air, and dust and 
ashes! Those few words are the history of the whole 
world — man*s fame, and wisdom, and wit, and eloquence, 
and power, and strength, and beauty — empty air, and 
dust and ashes, are the whole ! — so that brings me to my 
tidings, and to my advice," he continued, resuming his 
ordinary tone. *' You have heard of the king's wound, 
my lord. Now, do not you be one of the fools who de- 
ceive themselves, and think he will recover ! Take my 
word for it, he will die !" 

** Nay ; but the surgeons say," replied D'Aubin, ** that 
he is already far better, and give many shrewd reasons 
to show that he is nearly well." 

" Let them give what reasons they will," answered 
the dwarf, " do not you believe them. Why, my good 
lord, do you tliink that your fair friend, the Duchess 
of Montpensier, or any of the holy and devout men of 
the Catholic union, are such fools in grain as to trust to 
a simple bit of smooth innocent iron to do the work of 
their hatred, while they have our dearly beloved Ren6 
Armandi at hand, to smear the edge and the point with 
some of his blessed contrivances for shortening pain 
and making the work sure ! No, no I my lord ; not 
more than two days ago, I was hanging about the gate 
of that very Jacobin convent from which this foul monk 
came forth, and I saw three people arrive to lay their 
heads together with the very reverend and respectable 
Father Prior, whose meeting told its own tale, whereof 
this morning's butchery is but the comment. First came 
Armandi the poisoner, next came the Duchess of Mont- 
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pensier, and then came Wolfstrom the rogue ; so be you 
sure, my lord, that the king will die ; and this very night 
make your bargain so firm that no one will dare to break 
it. To-night/* he added, his lips curling with more 
cynical bitterness than ever, '* to-night you may dispose 
of your assistance and co-operation at what rate you 
like ; but if you wait till to-morrow, your merchandise 
will fall a hundred per cent., for the market will be over- 
stocked." 

The manner in which the dwarf put his counsels was . 
certainly not the most agreeable ; but D*Aubin was ac- 
customed to his bitterness, and was willing enough to cull 
wholesome advice for the direction of his own plans and 
purposes from among the gall and wormwood wherewith 
good Bartholo seldom failed to savour his discourse. *' I 
believe thou art right, Bartholo," he replied ; " and as I 
am determined sooner to lose life itself than to be foiled, 
and made a laughingstock, and held up to the scorn of 
all my companions by this fair-faced country girl, I 
must even make the most of my time, and bind Mayenne 
to his promises by ties that he cannot shake off. Thanks, 
then, good Bartholo, for your advice ; I will be back be- 
fore dawn to-morrow, and will reward you better than 
by thanks. In the mean time, keep a wary eye on all 
that is going forward here ; and, both for ancient love, 
and for future advancement, bring me, as often as may 
be, a hint of other men's doings. And now, fare thee 
well — ^away to thy lord, lest he miss thee. But hark ! 
there are the horses, and I go." 

Thus saying, he threw on his bat and his plume ; cast 
a wrapping cloak round his shoulders to keep his apparel 
as much as possible from the dust ; and, springing down 
the stairs, mounted his horse, which stood saddled at 
the door. Bartholo watched him, as making a sign for 
his usual train of attendants to follow, he struck his 
spurs into his charger^s flank, and galloped away in full 
speed towards Paris. A grim smile hung upon the 
dwarf's lips as he saw him depart, and muttering, ** Ay ! 
there he goes ! to seek an unwilling bride, and for pure 
vanity to marry, neither loving nor beloved : bat it mat- 
ters not; my end is gained l"— he turned him back towards 
the abode of St. Real. 

In the mean time D'Aubin galloped on hastily, giving 
the word as he passed any of the posts of the royal 
army, tiU at length, having got beyond the precincts of 
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his own camp, he was challenged by the outmost senti- 
nel of the League. Occupied with other thoughts, and 
giving way to the vehement impatience of his nature, 
the count spurred on without reply ; and the man, pre- 
senting his matchlock, fired without further ceremony. 
The ball whistled past D'Aubin's head; but, merely 
shaking his clenched hand at the sentinel, he pursuea 
his rapid way, till at length he was encountered by a 
body of Mayenne's horse, who again challenged him, 
and obliged him to display his pass. More than once, 
ere he was permitted to enter the town, the same cere- 
mony was observed ; and, what between one delay and 
another, the evening sky grew deep purple, and then 
faded into gray, as he rode along, at a more cautious 
pace, through the streets of the capital. 

Directing his course by the shortest way, he passed 
along through many of the narrow gloomy lanes of the 
Faubourg; and crossing one of the bridges which joined 
the island in the middle of the Seine, he plunged in 
among that dingy accumulation of tall, dark, small-win- 
dowed houses which lie behind the great cathedral of 
Notre Dame. In these streets, at the hour of which we 
speak, the twilight, which would have still been seen in 
the open country, existed not ; and all was darkness, 
except where, here and there, citizens returning from 
their shops to their dwellinghouses, or persons of a 
higher class going on some expedition of pleasure Or 
business, were seen finding their way along, preceded 
by a lantern or a torch ; and also, where, before the ho- 
tel of some of the old nobles of the court, who still lin- 
gered in that quarter, were to be seen a few torches 
fixed in sockets at the door. It was to none of these 
more lordly dwellings, however, that D'Aubin took his 
way ; but, at a door which stood open in a taU, un- 
lighted, gloomy-looking house, he sprang to the grouqd, 
and giving his servants some directions as to where he^ 
should find them in case of necessity, and some money 
wherewithal to provide themselves- their evening meal, 
be entered the house, followed by his page and one 
armed attendant, and began mounting, in utter darkness, 
the long, steep, narrow stair. 

At the second story D'Aubin stopped, and, by the lit- 
tle light that found its way through a small lattice upon 
the staircase, he struck several hard blows with the hilt 
of his dagger against a massive unshapely oaken door 
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which Stood on one side of the landing-place. Immedi- 
ately after, a sound was heard within ; and the door 
opening, the count was admitted, shading his eyes from 
the sudden glare of light, into a small anteroom or ves- 
tibule, where, stretched on benches or settles, were ten 
or eleven stout attendants, together with one of that 
large sort of vehicles which we are accustomed to call 
sedan chairs, wherein the ladies of Paris were very 
much accustomed, at that time, to go from house to 
house, and one of which we have already described. - 

The person who opened the door was a trim-looking 
■erving man, dressed somewhat in the gr.rb of an infe- 
rior burgher of the town ; and, conducted by this person- 
age, D^ Aubin was led on, leaving his groom behind him, 
but followed by the page. The next chamber into which 
he was led presented a different aspect, being a small 
octagon room, with the ceiling of black oak exquisitely 
earved, the walls beautifully painted and gilt, and the 
furniture as rich and elegant -as the art and taste of that 
day could produce. 

Here D'Aubin was met by no less a personage than 
Arniandi, the perfumer, who, bowing low and reverently, 
welcomed him to his house, and then led him on through 
several chambers, each more tastefully decorated than 
the other, into one where eastern luxury itself was out- 
done, and where Madame de Montpensier was waiting 
the guest she had invited there to supper. Strange as 
it may seem that the highest and noblest in such a capi- 
tal as Paris should abandon their own convenient and 
splendid dwellings, to make these little parties at the 
houses of inferior, and often very base and dishonour- 
tUe persons, yet the custom was not restricted to this 
period of French history, but even in the succeeding 
reigns the monarch himself was frequently known thus 
to indulge ; and the custom, which was begun probably 
with political views, or for the sake of a temporary re-* 
laxation from the fetters of state, was found to be too 
C(mvenient for a debauched court to be readily aban- 
doned. 

" True to your appointment, most noble count," said 
the duchess. '* I augur, from your punctuality, that all 
goes well and happily with the heretics and tyrants be- 
yond the walls, so that they can spare the services of 
•o gallant a cavalier as the Count d'Aubin. 
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" The fact is, most beautiful Lady Catharine," replied 
D'Aubin, whose plan was already fixed — " the fact is, 
their majesties are waiting till the day after to-morrow, 
ere they begin serious operations against the city ;• for, 
first, with that brilliant forgetfulness which character- 
izes great men, they did not remember till yesterday that 
fifteen hundred cannon balls are hardly enough to begin 
a regular bombardment; and, secondly, they wished 
that my worthy cousin should bring up his troops on the 
side of St. Denis, in order to straiten you a little in 
your diet, as they are resolved, absolutely, to try whe- 
ther your stomachs are not like that of the ostrich, and 
capable of digesting mere ir6n in default of other food. 
They must therefore wait a day to give time for casting 
bullets and marching men." 

D'Aubin spoke with so much of his ordinary levity of 
tone, that he left Madame de Montpensier still doubtful 
whether he spoke in earnest or in Jest, whether he was 
saying what was really the case, or from some particu- 
lar motive was endeavouring to deceive her. 

" You seem in a mood for revelations to-night," she 
said. " Thank you for your warning. Monsieur d'Au- 
bin, we shall be upon our guard ; but whether the two 
kings will thank you for telling us, remains to be proved." 

" I care very little whether they thank me or not," 
replied D'Aubin ; *' besides, what I have said can do you 
no good, and them no harm, otherwise I should not 
have told it. You are here in a net, fair lady ; and you 
must employ some other means to get yourself free than 
those you have hitherto employed, or depend upon it 
the fisherman will put in his hand and take you." 

" He may find that he has a shark in the net," replied 
Madame de Montpensier, ^' and be glad enough to let it 
escape ere it devour him." 

" Well, we shall see," replied D'Aubin — " we shall 
see. But oh ! by the Lord, 1 had nearly forg-ot to com- 
pliment your highness on your exploits of this morning. 
.Has none of the Dominican come back to you yet 1" 

" None of the Dominican," replied Madame de Mont- 
pensier, with evident astonishment — " none of the Do- 
minican ! What do you mean, D'Aubin 1" 

** I simply mean," replied the count, " that by this time 

I thought your highness might at least have got a leg, 

. or an arm, or a foot, or a little finger of your martyr, to 

make a relic of; for it could scarcely be more than two 
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o'clock when he was torn to pieces by the four horses. 
No, it could not be more than two ; for as soon as ever 
he attempted to stab the kingf, La Guesle ran his sword 
through him, and, almost immediately after, casting him 
out of the window, they tied him to the horses* heels, 
and tore him to pieces, in the little square down by the 
end of the bridge." 

" Attempted to kill the king!" said Madame de Mont- 
pensier, but 111 concealing, in her desire to hear more, 
her previous knowledge of the ^ct that had been perpe- 
trated — ^" attempted ! Then he did not kill him." 

** Oh, no," replied D'Aubin, gayly, and purposely af- 
fecting to laugh at her disappointment. ** You do not 
think Henry is such a fool as to let himself be killed by 
a bungling Dominican. You should have sent our 
friend in the next room there, Armandi, or some other 
skilful, delicate, dexterous personage. Besides, dear 
lady, when you and Armandi and good Father Burgoin 
were consulting together, surely three such shrewd 
heads as yours might have fallen upon some better and 
more politic plan of getting rid of a bad king than that of 
trusting the execution of the act to an ignorant, clumsy, 
timid friar. Good faith ! I should have thought that you 
might have even acted Judith yourself, and have deliv- 
ered the land of our worthy Holofernes of St. Cloud." 

Madame de Montpensier turned pale, and red, and pale 
again ; and there was a quivering of her fine proud lip, 
and a flashing of her proud dark eye, which showed 
D'Aubin at length that he was urging her too far. As 
soon as he perceived it, he dropped the sarcastic irony 
which he had been using; and drawing nearer to her, he 
took her fair soft jewelled hand in his, and raised it to 
his lips. ** Forgive me," he said, V for teazing you. I 
love not Henry of Valois more than you do — as you well 
know ; and though I will not say that I regret your at- 
tempt has failed, yet I do believe that all knowledge of 
the share you had in it rests with me alone, and, believe 
me, my lips are and shall ever be sealed by this kiss upon 
this hand — except towards yourself." 

Madame de Montpensier gazed on him in no small sur- 
prise. ** You assume things, sir," she said with some 
hesitation, " which you have no right to assume." 

" Nay, nay," replied D'Aubin, " say not a word, dear 
lady. I know the whole as well as if I had been one of 
your triumvirate at the Jacobins the day before yester- 
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day, all the means employed, the vision of the angel, and 
all—" 

"Either some one has betrayed me, or you deal in 
magic, D'Aubin.'' 

D'Aubin smiled to see her consternation ; for although, 
by combining the information he had received firom St.' 
Real with the hints that had been given him by the dwarf^ 
and adding thereunto his own knowledge of the parties, 
he had been able to form a very correct guess at the truth 
— and although he knew the effect which vague hints of 
greater knowledge then one possesses, supported by one 
or two distinct facts, will produce upon a mind loaded 
'with a heavy secret and apprehensive of discovery — ^yet 
he had hardly calculated upon so completely deceiving 
such a shrewd intriguer as Madame de Montpensier, in 
regard to the extent of his information. '* No one has 
betrayed you," he replied ; " nor do I deal in magic ; but 
1 have far greater means of knowing things that pass both 
in the city and in the camp than you suppose. What I 
have said just now I said but to teaze you ; and, indeed, 
fair lady, you deserve somewhat worse at my hands.'* 

** Wherefore, wherefore ? how so ?" demanded Ma- 
dame de Montpensier — "how have I ofiended you, 
D'Aubin ?" 

" Why, I do think," replied D'Aubin, " that, consider- 
ing all the old friendships which had existed between us, 
it should not have been you who attempted to mar my 
fortunes, and thwart my purposes. Did you not only 
last night propose to my cousin St. Real to bestow on 
him the hand of my promised bride 1" 

" I did," replied Madame de Montpensier, boldly, re- 
covering in a moment all her composure — " I did, and I 
will tell you why I did so, Philip of Aubin. I saw, by 
your conversation of the day before, that you had irre- 
trievably attached yourself to the party of the tyrant ; 
and I consider the interests of our cause far before any 
private interests or friendships. I am resolved, and so 1 
know also is Mayenne, that the hand of Mademoiselle 
de Menancourt shall never be given to any but a member 
of the union ; and it was therefore that I offered her 
hand to your cousin, if he would bring his forces to our 
side." 

"Ah! but, lady," replied D'Aubin, "how could you 
venture on such an offer, when your own brother, tho 
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▼ery morning before, had made the same to me, and left 
me a certain time to deliberate and act V^ 

•* Nay, of that I know nothing," replied Madame de 
Montpensier. " Had I been aware of that, of course I 
should have acted differently." 

** But if you and your brother will play at cross pur- 
poses," replied D'Aubin, ** what surety is there that the 
promises of either will be kept 1 And observe the con- 
sequences of this sort of dealing ! My cousin at once 
determined to join the forces of the king, told me the 
story, and thus wellnigh changed all my views and pur- 
poses, unsettled my designs, and nearly determined me 
to take an oath of perpetual service to the kings." 

" Nay, nay," replied the duchess, giving him her hand, 
" but join us at this moment of our need, and Eugenie 
shall be yours.'* 

** Ay," replied D'Aubin ; " but I must have some bet- 
ter security than mere promises." 

•* Surely you do not doubt me," said Madame de Mont- 
pensier, *• when I most solemnly declare — " 

"Declare nothing, dear lady," replied D'Aubin; "I 
doubt nobody, but my resolution is taken. The hand of 
Eugenie de Menancourt must be promised to me this 
night, under the hand and seal of his Highness of May- 
enne, as lieutenant-general of the kingdom ; or when I 
return to the camp to-morrow, I pledge myself, in the 
most solemn terms, to serve the Kings of France and 
Navarre, till there is no such thing as a Holy League and 
Union in France. And more, I assure you most solemnly, 
that I will instantly send an order unto Maine to cut down 
remorselessly every acre of my old forests, in order to 
raise another regiment for the service of the state. Now, 
mark me, lady ! mark me well ! In doing this I know 
what I am doing; for if you cannot obtain this written 
promise for me, it will be evident your brother does not 
mtend that the hand of Eugenie should be mine, and I 
have no other means to obtain it, but the capture of Paris 
and the destruction of the League. It will be therefore 
well worth my while to sacrifice everything to swell the 
ranks of the royal forces, in order to ensure success." 

" Well, well, say no more, say no more," replied Ma- 
dame de Montpensier; " the promise you shall have, if I 
have any influence with Mayenne ; and besides you say 
he voluntarily made it himself, and therefore he will not 
hesitate to write it. But tell me what are the terms in 
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which this promise is to be couched — you mean him U 
promise you her hand, if she herself consents V 

" No, no," replied D'Aubin ; ** I will leave no hold fo 
after-tampering and intrigue by any party. But," seeipj 
a cloud come over the brow of Madame de Montpensie 
at his intemperate words, ** I mean not any offence U 
you, dear lady. Others may tamper — there are other 
may intrigue, and may delay her consent and our unioi 
80 long that my views in favour of the League itself mai 
be overthrown. The moment that the hand of Eugenii 
is mine, I will raise for the service of the duke all th< 
retainers of the house of Menancourt who are now eithei 
lying idle, or swelling the ranks of the royalists. Wha 
I demand then is, that your brother — acting as lieutenant 
general of the kingdom, as well as calling himself so, ami 
consequently considering himself as the lawful guardian 
of all wards of the crown — shall promise me, withoul 
other condition than that in three days 1 subscribe the 
union and join my forces to his, the hand of Eugenie de 
Menancourt, which was promised to me by her owu 
father." 

Madame de Montpensier mused for a moment, and 
then rising, she replied, ** It shall be done, D^Aubin, it 
shall be done. The world — which Mayenhe fears more 
than he will acknowledge — can say nothing against this 
act, for it is but a ratification of her father's promise by 
him who now stands in her father's place. Here," she 
cried aloud, ringing a small silver bell that stood on the 
table before her, and which was instantly answered by 
the appearance of Armandi, ^^ bring me nik and paper, 
Ren6. You shall write down the promise as you would 
have it, D'Aubin, and I will get my brother to sign it be- 
fore you go ; but make haste, for every moment 1 expect 
Wolfstrom to make our third at supper." 

"I too must be speedy," replied D'Aubin ; " for I must 
be back in the camp long before dawn, lest there be any 
tampering with my troops. They are all fresh, and new 
arrived, so that I can do with them what 1 will at pres- 
ent ; but there is many a shrewd head both among the 
Huguenots and royalists, and, not being too sure of 
my attachment, they may think to make sure of my 
soldiers." 

With his swift and gliding step Armandi soon reap* 
peared, bearing the writing materials which had been 
demanded, and D'Aubin proceeded to put down the brief 
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promise which he required from Mayenne ; but scarcely 
nad he finished, when the leader of the leitres made 
his appearance, and seemed somewhat surprised at th^ 
grave and businesslike faces by which he was received. 

"What is the hour, Sir Albert?" demanded Madame 
de Montpensier. " Has it yet struck nine V 

"The light, or rather the darkness, says that it is 
nearer ten," replied the German ; " and I heard the nine 
o'clock bell near an hour ago." 

"Then T shall not find Mayenne till eleven," replied 
the duchess. " His clockwork habits have, at all events, 
the advantage of letting one know when and where be 
is to be met with. Come, Armandi, is the table ready ? 
We may as well fill the moments with something more 
real than poor thought." 

In a moment Armandi reappeared, and with soft and 
courtly words informed the duchess that the best re- 
freshments which his poor house and inferior artists 
could prepare waited her gracious presence. Catharine 
of Guise and her two companions followed where he 
led ; and, proceeding into another small cabinet, they 
found a table covered with what might well have merited 
the name of cates divine^ if ever anything can be so 
called which is destined to pamper the most animal pro- 
pensity of our nature. 

Placing himself beside the duchess's chair — while his 
own lackeys and the pages of the guests served and 
carved the dishes, and poured out the wine — Armandi, 
in his low, sweet tone, mingled in the conversation, des- 
canted upon the merits of the various kinds of food, and 
read one of those lectures upon the mysterious art of 
cookery which persons addicted to the pleasures of the 
table are always well pleased to hear during their meals 
— stimulating their appetite for the good things before 
them, by exciting their eating imagination with pictures 
of unseen delicacies. 

The exquisite fare, however, of which they were par- 
takers, the choice and delicious wines that flowed among 
them like water, and even the culinary eloquence of Ar- 
mandi, did not seem capable of rousing either Madame 
de Montpensier or D'Aubin from the thoughtful serious- 
ness into which their preceding conversation had thrown 
them. Albert of Wolfstrom, indeed, ate and drank, and 
enjoyed to the uttermost, and showed his white teeth in 
many a grin at the thoughts of all the rare ragouts and 
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savoury sauces which the perfumer described : but his 
companions were g^rave and abstinent, and when the des- 
sert was placed upon the table the duchess rose. 

"I leave you, gentlemen," she said, ** for half an hour, 
trusting you can amuse yourselves, at least for that time, 
without a woman's presence. D'Aubin," she added, 
turning to the count, and marking a certain (degree 
of stern anxiety upon his brow — " D'Aubin, it shaU be 
done !" 

Thus saying she quitted them ; and Wolfstrom looked 
to D'Aubin with inquiring eyes, as if for information re- 
garding what was passing. But D'Aubin's countenance 
replied nothing; and the German, filling high a glass 
with sparkling Burgundy, exclaimed, **Come, come, 
count, think no more of your mysteries with the lovely 
duchess ! Let us have the dice, and pass her half hour's 
absence pleasantly." 

" With all my heart," replied D'Aubin ; and there'shot 
through his own bosom one of those strange dreams of 
superstition which are felt even in the present time, but 
which were much more common then. *' I have cast 
my last great stake already," he thought ; ** but the dice 
will soon show me whether fortune favours me to-night 
or not !" 

The dice were brought, a small table placed beside 
them, and Wolfstrom and D'Aubin shook the accursed 
boxes, and cast throw after throw. Fortune, however, 
did favour D'Aubin : he won invariably ; and though the 
sums for which they played at that time 'were too small 
to make the gain or loss a matter of any consequence, 
yet the fancy which had taken possession of him made 
him rejoice more at the winningof afew hundred crowns 
than if he had acquired a fortune. His lip smiled, his eye 
sparkled, his cheek glowed ; and though the time of 
Madame de Montpensier's absence was nearly double 
that which she had anticipated, D'Aubin found it not 
long or tedious, even under expectation. 

At length she returned ; and, without a word, laid 
down a paper on the table before the count. D'Aubin 
ran his eye over the promise he had himself drawn up; 
and there, assuredly, at the bottom of the page, stood 
Mayenne's name, in his own handwriting, together with 
the broad seal of his arms. 

What arguments she had used, what reasons she had 
assigned, what motives she had called into action, to 
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obtain that signature, the duchess did not tell, but g^zed 
for a moment with a look of triumph upon the count ; and 
then, as her eye caught the dice upon the table, she 
turned with an air of gay indifference to Wolfstorm, de- 
manding, ** Well, Sir Albert ! have you won the royalist's 
gold ?" 

" Good faith, no !" cried the German, throwing the 
dice into a water jar of rock crystal that stood upon the 
supper table ; ** those little demons have played me false, 
and he has won six hundred of as good crowns of the 
League as ever were squeezed from a heretic Huguenot." 

'* Well, well !" replied Madame de Montpensier, ** if 
the dice forsake you, turn again to the wine, Sir Albert ; 
there is a resource for you in all time of trouble. Fill 
me yon Venice glass too : and you D'Aubin, give me that 
sweet manchet — for, to tell the truth, the thoughts of 
this encounter I was about to undergo in your behalf, sir 
count, kept me from supper." 

" D'Aubin gracefully spoke his thanks, taking care, 
however, to veil, in the circumlocutory ornaments em- 
ployed in that day, all direct allusion to the nature of 
the service for which he expressed his gratitude. The 
conversation became gay and animated for half an hour; 
roamed to a thousand indifferent subjects, touching each 
with a momentary light, Hke a sunbeam breaking 
through the clouds of a windy autumn day, and skipping 
from point to point in the landscape as the vapours are 
hurried on before the gale ; then, drooping for a mo- 
ment, paused as if to breath the wits of the gay little 
coterie. Madame de Montpensier took advantage of 
that minute to rise and depart : and D'Aubin, bidding 
his male companion "good night," proceeded to caU. 
together his attendants and return to the camp. 

A more strict watch was kept in the night than in the 
day ; and, what between one halt and another, the dawn 
wasbeginning to purple theeasternvergeof the sky, when 
the count arrived at the spot where his troops were quar- 
tered. As he was dismounting from his horse, however, 
some one whispered a word in his ear ; and, springing 
again at once into the saddle, he turned his horse's head« 
and galloped on to his lodging at St. Cloud. 
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CHAPTER I. 



While such was the conduct of the Count d'Aubin, 
St. Real, whom he had left hurt, agitated^ and gloomy, 
continued to pace his little chamber, giving way to 
many a melancholy thought. The more he yielded to 
reflection, the more he examined the state of his own 
heart, the more deeply and bitterly he felt that the deceit 
he had practised upon himself did not date from a late 
period, but had been of long existence. He remembered 
the pleasure he had felt in the society of Eugenie de 
Menancourt from his earliest days, in the sweet recipro- 
cation of simple and innocent feelings, in the mutual 
communication of thoughts and sensations peculiar to 
the retired state of life m which they then passed their 
days. He remembered how much pain he had felt when 
her father, taking part in the troubles of the time, had 
removed for a short period from his neighbourhood ; and 
he remembered how gladly he had heard that the hand 
of Eugenie de Menancourt had been promised to his cou- 
sin, the young Count d'Aubin, inasmuch as that engage- 
ment was destined to bring her back to the vicinity of 
his father's chSiteau. He had calculated, simply enough, 
upon always regarding her as a beloveu sister ; and ne- 
ver for a moment having dreamed of any other feeling 
towards her during his earlv days, the idea certainly 
never presented itself after ne was informed of an ar- 
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rangement which he was taught to look upon as a posi- 
tive engagement towards his cousin. When she did 
return to Maine, he greeted her with what he fancied 
brotherly affection ; and though when he beheld his cou- 
sin apparently neglecting her, to pay devoted attention 
to the gay and sparkling beauties of the royal court, he 
felt a decree of anger and indignation on Eugenie's ac- 
count, which made him devote himself entirely to her, 
he would have considered those feelings — had he thought 
of the matter in such a light at all — as the surest proofs 
that his inmost sensations towards Eugenie de Menan- 
court were merely those of a relation, inasmuch as, in- 
stead of feeling jealous of the attentions his cousin paid 
her, he was angry that those attentions were not more. 
Now, however, he knew the whole — he saw that the 
love he had felt had been early conceived, and secretly 
nourished ; and the insight that he gained into his own 
feelings showed him that those feelings could never 
change, but would last in all their intensity to cause his 
misery through life. 

While these thoughts passed in his mind, the time 
flew quickly by; and the meal which his principal at- 
tendants took care should be placed before him, was 
served and taken away almost untouched. Shortly af- 
terwards Monsieur de Sancy visited him ; and St. Keal, 
whose mind was not one to yield where it could resist, 
endeavoured to enter vigorously into every thing that 
could distract his attention from himself, spoke again 
and again of all the probable consequences of the events 
that were occurring, and endeavoured to gain a clear 
and distinct knowledge of the characters, purposes, and 
power of the various nobles forming the royalist party. 

For the time the attempt succeeded, and his mind found 
some relief from the memory of personal sorrows ; but 
the moment that Monsieur de Sancy left him, his 
thoughts returned to himself as bitterly as ever. As 
evening fell, he fancied that music might soothe his 
mind or distract his attention ; and sending for his page. 
Leonard de Monte, he asked, '^ Did you not once tell 
me, Leonard, that you could sing, and play upon the 
lute ? I am somewhat sad just now, my boy, and would 
fain hear a little music to while away unpleasant ideas." 

The boy smiled with a peculiar expressi£>n. and re- 
plied, " Music ! — I will sing, if you like — that is to say, 
if I can find a lute -, but music, which will soothe care^ 
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mnd refresh the mind fatigued with business, calm the 
turbulent thoughts of ambition, or soften the feverish 
|)aDgs of sickness, is no antidote against sorrow, and is^ 
they say, * the food of love.' " 

" Well, well," replied St. Real, " let me hear your in- 
strument and your voice ; I must have amusement of 
some kind, for this night wears heavily." 

" I have not my own lute here," replied the boy, " but 
the dwarf will soon find one, I warrant ;" and, going 
out, he returned in a few minutes, followed by Bartholo, 
carrying one of those sort of guitars with eleven strings 
-which were the principal musical instruments then in 
vogue. The boy struck his hand across the chords, and 
then pushed it from him to the dwarf, exclaiming an- 
grily, " Take it from me, and tune it. Why give me a 
filing all discord, like that ?" 

" May it please you," replied the dwarf, with a look of 
humble deference, which did not escape St. Real's eyes^ 
and which he had never seen assumed towards himself 
" I did not know thai it had been out of tune, or I shoula 
not have failed "' 

" Well, well, take it away," replied the boy ; and, re- 
maining seated on the spot where he had placed him- 
ftelf to sing, he leaned with his elbow on the arm of the 
chair, and his head upon his hand, and the dark shining 
locks of his black hair falling in linked curls over his 
clear beautiful brow and small graceful fingers. He 
seemed to be thinking over the song he was about to 
sing. At least, so St. Real read his attitude. But the 
tone in which the youth had spoken to the dwarf, and 
that in which the dwarf replied, had struck and surpri- 
sed their common master, and he was about to disturb the 
page's reverie, by making some inquiries in regard to his 
previous history, when Bartholo again returned with the 
lute. The boy took it, and running; his fingers through 
the strings, scarcely seeming to know what note he 
struck, produced, nevertheless, a wild plaintive wander- 
ing melody, which nothing but the most exquisite skill 
and knowledge of the instrument could have eflfected. 

" There are few songs," he said, looking up in St. 
Real's face, " that are good to soothe sorrow ; but I will 
sing you one of the battle songs of my own unhajppy 
land, in which liberty begat anarchy, and anarchy strife, 
and strife weakness, till forei^ tyrants made a prey of 
nations who knew not that military and political power 
1* 
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are the children of internal union and civil ord^*^— • 
land which, from sea to sea, has been one vast battle 
field for ages past." 

He paused, and seemed to give a moment of sad 
thought to the sorrows of his native country ; then sud- 
denly dashing his hand over the chords, he made them 

* ring with q loud and peculiar air, so marked and mea- 
sured, that one could almost fancy one heard the regular 
footfalls of marching men, mingled with the sounding 
of the trumpet, and the beating of the drum. Then 
joining in his clear melodious voice, he sung of the 
dreams of glory and of patriotism wherewith the sol- 
dier on his way warms his heart to battle, and conceals 

.from his own eyes the dark and bloody nature of the 
deed itself Then, again, the chords of the instrument, 
with a quicker movement, and more discordant sounds, 
imitated the clang and clash of charging hosts ; and the 
deep and frequent tones of the bass might be supposed 
to express the roar of the artillery, while still, between, 
came the notes of the clarion, and sounds that resem- 
bled the distant beating of the drum. At the same 
time the voice of the youth, in few but striking words, 
and, as it were, with brief snatches of song, called up 
the images more forcibly, and aided imagination in sup- 
plying all that the scope of the hite could not afford. 
Gradually, however^ as he sung, the louder sounds were 
omitted ; the imitation of the trumpet changed from the 
notes of the charge to those of the retreat ; the strings 
seemed to rustle under his touch, as if from the hasty 
rush of flying multitudes ; and then, with a sudden 
change of time, the music altered to a sweet and plain- 
tive strain of wailing, while his voice took up the song 
of mourning for the dead. 

,Till that moment St. R6al had no idea of all that 
music can produce. He had heard sweet sones, and 
what were then considered fine compositions ; but this 
was something totally different; this was a painting 
addressed not to the eye, but to the ear ; and that not 
with words, which, with laborious minuteness, describe 
insignificant parts, without conveying effectually grand 
impressions ; but with sounds which, rousing fancy's 
greatest powers at once, called up all the splendid pa- 
geantry of imagination to complete for the mind's eye 
the grand pictures that those tones suggested. Tne 
boy, too, as he sung, looked like one inspired 5 his eyes 
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hashed and glittered ; his voice rose and fell with every 
touch of feeling which his song expressed; and his 
Land seemed now playing amidst the strings, as if in 
childish sport ; now sweeping them with all the fire and 
power of some mighty master of song ; but ever with 
such perfect ease and grace, that it seemed a gift rather 
than an accomplishment. When his voice had ceased, 
St. Real sat rapt for one moment by all the feelings 
which the music had inspired ; and then, gazing upon 
the youth, he said, '' You are an extraordinary boy, and 
I must one day have your history, Leonard." 

The youth shook his head ; out then after a short 
pause added, abruptly, " Perhaps you may, perhaps you 
may ; but now while the lute is in tune, I will sing you 
another song — a song about love ;" and, without waiting 
for reply, he struck the chords, and began, with a mea- 
sure aod a tune so different, as for a time to seem almost 
tame and insignificant, when compared with the wild 
and thrilling energy of the former music. But as he 
went on, there was a touching and melancholy pathos 
in the words and in the air, which went direct to St. 
Real's heart, rousing feelings which he would fain have 
lulled to sleep, and overwhelming him with deeper mel- 
ancholy than ever. So sad, so sorrowful did it make 
him, — so completely did it master him and take posses- 
sion of his imagination, that he could have given way 
even to tears, if there had been no eye to see him so 
unmanned. 

The boy was still going on ; but St. Real waved his 
hand, exclaiming, " Hush, hush ! no more ! It is too 
much for me !" 

The boy looked up with a smile, saying, 

" He th^ will not And 
Ease when he may, 
Leaves all joy behind 
For ever and a day. 

" Yet let him wither 
His own hopes at will, 
So that no other 
Blossoms he kill." 

St. R6al Started, somewhat surprised. "You seem 
to know," he said, "more of me and mine than I fan- 
cied. I must hear what you do know, Leonard, and 
how you know it, before you quit me.'* 

" Nay, nay, my good lord," replied the boy, still smi- 
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ling, "look not so suspicious. Does it need a very 
shrewd guess to discover, or to fancy, wlien a gallant 
cavalier, like yourself, fails into sadness suddenly, as if 
he had caught some infectious disease, and then looks 
more dark and gloomy still, when one sings a simple 
sbng to him about love, and beautiful eyes — does it need 
a very shrewd guess to fancy that after all, that same 
passion of love is at the bottom of the mystery?" 

" But you spoke but now," replied St. Real, " as if you 
knew more than that, and made allusions that you could 
not have made, unless you had known more." 

" Faith then, my lord," replied the boy, " the man who 
compounded the old proverb I repeated, must have had 
a mighty skill in divination, to see what was likely to go 
on in your lordship's heart some hundred years alXer he 
had lived himself, and that it would serve a page at his 
need instead of a better answer — but yet the proverb is a 
good one," he continued, rambling on. "Good faith! 
I hold that no man has a right to make a woman love 
him, and then leave her for any whimsy whatsoever. I 
do not know much about these things, it is true, but I 
think that it is dishonourable." 

" But suppose," replied St, Real, " that honour has 
some other claim upon him which calls him in a differ- 
ent way — what should he do then ?" 

" Why, methinks he should become an apothecary I" 
replied the boy ; and then added, seeing St. Real's brow 
slightly contract, " what I mean is, my lord, that he 
should take the very nicest scales that conscience can 
supply to weigh out medicines for hurt honour, if he 
have got himself into such a scrape that honour must 
be injured either way. Or he may do the matter dif- 
ferently, and weigh in those nice scales which is the 
heaviest sin, — to break a lady's -heart ; to leave her un- 
happy and cheerless through the long days of life; to 
doom her to wed one that she does not love, or perhaps 
hates ; to have her reproaches and her sorrow to answer 
for at his dying day ; or, on the other hand, to violate 
what he may think a claim upon his honour, which very 
likely priests and prelates, and saints and martyrs, ana 
his own heart too, in the calm after-day of life, may tell 
him was no claim at all." 

" And do you tell me that you speak thus from mere 
guess ?" demanded St. Real. " No, no, my boy ! You 
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liaye some other knowledge ; and you must give me an 
answer how it was obtained." 

" Indeed^ my lord,*^ answered the youth, starting up 
and laughmg, "I am tired, sleepy, and thirsty, with 
looking for you all the morning, and singing you two 
songs at night. So by your leave I will e'en go to bed 
and sleep ; and I dare say, before to-morrow morning I 
shall be able to make an answer, for I have not one 
ready made ; and even if my wit snould run low, I will 
away by cock-crow to the nearest fripier, and buy me 
an answer secondhand. One often finds one as good as 
new, that has served twenty people before ;" and seeing 
St Real about to speak again with. a serious brow, he 
ended with a gay laugh, and darted out of the room. 

A momentary feeling of anger passed through St. 
Real's breast, and he half rose in his chair, determined 
to call the boy back, and make him explain distinctly 
what was the meaning of the allusions he had made, 
how he had obtained hrs information, and to what length 
it extended. Brief reflection, however, caused him to 
pause and change his purpose ; thinking that it would be 
oetter to take time to regulate his own thoughts, and 
command his own feelings, ere he questioned his page 
upon subjects so likely to awaken and expose unpleasant 
emotions in himself. Casting himself back into his seat 
again, he revolved all that had just passed ; and his 
mind, reverting to every thin^ that was painful and dis- 
tressing in his situation, fell into one of those sad and 
melancholy dreams which must have visited almost 
every one at some time of life, when the bright and bril- 
liant prospects of youth are suddenly obscured by the 
dark and lowering clouds which precede the first storms 
of life. 

However painful may be this mode of mind, — how- 
ever desirous we may be of escaping from it, — however 
sensibly we may feel, that the only relief we can hope is 
to be found in activity, occupation, and resistance ; yet 
there is a benumbing influence in that peculiar state of 
grief and disappointment, which, like the fabled fascina- 
tion of the serpent, in regard to the birds it seeks to de- 
vour, prevents us from employing the only means of de- 
livering ourselves. St. Real knew, as well as any one, 
that the occupation of his thoughts upon other subjects 
was the only relief he could hope for; but still he liu« 
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gered on from hour to hour, no sooner attempting to turn 
is mind to other things, than falling back again into the 
same desponding memories of all that he cast away^ 
when he resigned the hope of ever seeing Eugenie de 
Manancourt again. Ere he was aware of it — for deep 
grief, like intense happiness, " takes no note of lime" — 
the gray daylight of the early summer dawn began to 
pour thiougn the open window. All had been long quiet 
in the town, the inns and cabarets had long been closed, 
and not a sound had for some time stirred in the auberge 
where he had taken up his quarters. Bui at length his 
reverie was broken by the distant sound of horses' feet: 
and, rising from his seat, he almost mechanically pro-, 
ceeded to the window, and ^azed out up and down the 
road. At first no one was visible, except a small group 
of guards ht the gates of the Maison de Gondi, in which 
King Henry the Third had fixed his abode ; and though 
they were apparently speaking together, the tones they 
used were so low, that not even the murmur of their 
voices reached St. Real's ear through the still, calm 
silence of the early morning. The next moment, how- 
ever, the sound of the horses' feet became suddenly more 
distinct, as, turning the corner of the road from Meudon, 
a party of five cavaliers galloped into the village. St. 
R6al fixed his eyes upon them as they advanced, and 
instantly recognised in their leader Henry of Navarre. 

The guards at the gate of the Maison de Gondi seem- 
ed, from the bustle created among them, not only to 
see the party, but to recognise the cousin of their mon- 
' arch. The tidings of his arrival appeared to be passed 
on into the court ; and the moment after, the soldiers 
and officers of the Scottish guard came pouring forth, 
without any symptoms of their usual discipline and or- 
derly demeanour. The King of Navarre perceived their 
approach ; and nearly opposite to the window at which 
St. Real stood, drew up his horse, which hitherto had 
proceeded at full gallop. Several of the officers of the 
guard instantly rushed forward, and cast themselves 
upon one knee at the stirrup of the King, exclaiming, 
" Oh, Sire ! you are our king and our master !" and, at 
the same moment, one or two voices from the crowd 
pronounced, for the first time, the often repeated words, 
" Vive Henry duatre !" 

The King sprang to the ground, affected even to tears, 
exclaiming in a tone of unfeigned regret, ^^ Alas, alas I 
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h he then really dead ?" Walking rapidly forward, he 
proceeded towards the royal head quarters, and entered 
the Maison de Gondi ; and the news of Henry the 
Third's death proceeded rapidly through the town. 
Every house began soon to pour forth its inhabitants ; 
and ere the sun was well risen, all was bustle, and agi- 
tation, and confusion. 

Although a feeling of reverence for that fearful thing, 
death, and the awe which an event of such magnitude 
might well inspire, repressed much of the noise which 
otherwise would have been heard ; and though the eager 
consultations and busy rumours were carried on in no 
louder tone than a whisper, still it was evident, from 
every sypptom displayed by the multitudes which now 
thronged the streets of St. Cloud, that the ties which 
linked society together were broken, that the founda- 
tions were shaken, and that not only the fabric of the 
royal army, but even of the Frencn monarchy itself, 
was wavering as if to fall. 

After gazing out for a few minutes upon this scene, 
with the feelings of a mere spectator, St. Real remem- 
bered that he himself had a part to act ; and as the 
auberge, in common with all the other houses of the 
town, was by this time roused, he called for his attend- 
ants, and despatched a messenger to his cousin, intima- 
ting his wish to speak with him immediately. Then 
casting on his cloak, he went forth into the street ; and 
entering into conversation with some of the inferior 
officers of the troops, he tried to gain some insight into 
the Tarious feelings and motives by which the lower 
ranks of the royal army were actuated ; and, wherever 
he found it possible, endeavoured to give a bias to the 
wavering and undetermined, in favour of that conduct 
which could alone save the monarchy and the country. 

To every one whom he addressed St. Real was a 
stranger ; and though his dress was such as became his 
station, yet his rank and character being unknown, it 
was not at all improbable that he would have met with 
insolence, if not violence, had there not been in his 
whole demeanour that mingling of frankness and dig- 
nity, of sincerity and of grace, which went far, not only 
to winjand to persuade, out to command attention and 
respect. While he was thus engaged, the attendant 
whom he had despatched to his cousin returned, and in- 
formed him that tne Count d'Aubin had gone up to the 



* 
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royal quarters; and. almost at the same momeot. a 
hand was laid upon nis arm, and turning round, he oe- 
held Monsieur de Sancy. 

" A moment's conversation with you, Monsieur de 
St. Real," he said, leading the way towards the auherge. 
St. Real instantly followed, and on entering, conducted 
the o]d officer to his own apartments. 

" Is your mind the same as when last I saw you ?" de- 
manded De Sancy, as soon as the door was 8hut« 

" Undoubtedly," replied St. Real ; " you cannot sup- 
pose I would change." 

" One can never tell," replied De Sancy, smiling ; 
^' you will find this morning that more than fifty have 
changed since the same hour last night; and^^to speak 
plainly, Monsieur de St. Real, your own cousin among 
the number. However, let us ourselves lose no time. 
The leaders are flocking up to the quarters of the late 
king, and many. I fear, will be the differences we shall 
find. Nevertheless, I hope that we shall still be able to 
make up a good party on our side, and perhaps we may 
shame a great many more to join us. by takinfir a bold 
position ourselves, and letting the otners see that they 
are not only contemptible, but weak. Will you come, 
for every moment is of consequence ?" 

" Instantly," replied St. Real. " D'Aubin is there 
already." 

" Then there will be mischief going on," said De 
Sancy ; " for I have very sure information that your 
cousin has decidedly chosen his part. I do not fear to 
say to you, Monsieur de St. Real, that he is wrong, and 
that he knows it ; and when such is the case, it is natu- 
ral that a man should endeavour to persuade as many 
others to act in the same way as possible, in order that, 
at all events, he may shelter his own conduct from the 
odium of singularity." 

" Very often, too," replied St. Real, as they walked on, 
*^ when a man is determined upon a thing, and does not 
clearly know whether he is rignt or wrong, he strives to 
satisfy himself that he is right by bringing oveir as many 
more to his own side as possible. This I beHeve to bie 
D'Aubin's case ; for his opinions on any points are never 
very fixed, and many is the time that I nave heard him 
defend both sides of a question with equal skill." 

" Vanity, vanity, all that !" replied De Sancy, " and « 
most unhappy vanity too; for it has cheated DMmy « 
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mui out of his honour and integrity, out of his own self- 
respect, out of the world's esteem — ay, and even out of 
his hopes of heaven. But at all events, as apostates, 
whether religious or political, are the most vehement 
against the creeds they abandon, so we may feel sure 
that Monsieur d'Aubin, and all those who have cast off 
their loyalty, will have many a furious argument in store 
against the cause which they are quitting. Let us be 
pre^red then to assert in words, as well as deeds, the 
ancient loyalty of the French nooility." 

" Of course, to the best of our abilities," said St, 
R6al ; " but my voice can have small weight. Who is 
that going in V^ he added, just as they reached the gates 
of the Hdtel de Gondi, the court or which was filled 
widi guards and attendants : " I mean that stout, hard- 
featured man. who walks forward with as consequential 
a step as if tne throne were his." 

" By my honour, if it be not his to lake," replied De^ 
Sancy, " it may be his to give 5 for if he act heartily 
with the King, there is little fear of the result If he 
go over to the League, the clouds which are dark enough 
already, will grow deeper still over our heads. It is Ar- 
mand de Gontaut, Marechal de Biron. He is stopping 
to speak with the officer on guard. I will see if I can 
learn his determination ; for he is so much in the hearts 
of the soldiers, that one half of the army will fall off if 
he fail us." 

Thus saying, De Sancy advanced ; and, with an air 
of some deference, saluted Biron, who in return shook 
him warmly by the hand. He failed, however, in his 
object of gaining any insight into the purposes of the 
old soldier, though his questions were dexterously put. 
Whether at that moment the Marshal had not yet de- 
termined upon any precise line of conduct, or whether 
he hoped to gain greater advantages by concealing his 
i)vrn views, he evaded De Sancy's enquiries ; and then 
said abruptly, ^^ A great number of our friends are as- 
sembled already in the lower hall, to talk over all these 
affairs. If you are going to them, I will walk in with 
you." 

De Sancy replied that they were about to join the 
rest 5 and Biron, after running his eyes, with a glance of 
some attention and pleasure, over the fine and soldier- 
like person of St. R6al, asked his companion in a low 
voice who he was ; De Sancy replied in the same tonej 
2 



14 ONE IN A thousand; or 

and the Marshal rejoined in a louder Yoice, "Indeed, 
indeed ! — I knew his father too — I knew him well, in 
the time of my uncle, you know. Monsieur de St. Real, 

I am glad to see you here^ and I hope " But 

here their conversation was interrupted by an officer, re- 
quiring them to give up their swords, a ceremony which 
the two commanders seemed prepared for, and /with 
which St. Real, of course, complied without opposition. 
De Biron then again turned towards St. Real, as if to 
conclude his sentence ; but ere he could speak, a young 
man, whom St. Real had remarked with the King of 
Navarre, as he rode into the town that morning, came 
up, and after shaking hands with Monsieur de Sancy, 
drew Biron aside, whispered a word in his ear, and then 
passed on. The Marshal smiled, and from this slight 
indication De Saniy drew a favourable augur^r, saying 
to St. R6al, ere the other rejoined them, "I think from 
that smile all will go well. That young gentleman is 
Rosny, an especial friend and adherent of his present 
Majesty." 

By this time they had nearly reached the chamber 
in which the nobles of France, with the body of their 
late monarch lying in a room not very distant, and their 
lawful sovereign seated in the apartment directly above 
them, were deliberating what use they should make of 
the power which a foul and unjustifiable act of their 
common enemy had thrown into their hands. The table 
at which they were placed was nearly full, and Marshal 
Biron, with De Sancy and St. Real, placed themselves 
in a group at the end next to the door ; while the Duke 
of Longueville, who was speaking when they entered, 
went on. He was a young man of a handsome and pre- 
possessing appearance ; but his manner was timid, and 
his elocution hesitating and difficult. He did not seem 
so much to want ideas as words, and appeared even to 
want words more from not having any confidence in 
himself, than from any other cause. He expressed 
shortly and confusedly the determination of himself, and 
of the little knot of the princes and gentlemen by whom 
he was surrounded, to acknowledge the title of Henry 
the Fourth to the throne of France, and to serve him 
with their whole souls, if he would renounce the Pro- 
testant heresy, and reconcile himself to the church of 
Rome. If he refused to do so, the Duke continued, it 
would be for the gentlemen, in whose name he spoke, to 
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consider whether they would not beg leave to retire from 
his service. 

Apparently, not knowing how to wind Up his speech, 
he -was deviating into one of those long and unmeaning 
tirades with which unskilful orators often attempt to let 
themselves drop by degrees, when he was suddenly in 
terrupted by the Duke of Epernon, who said, somewhat 
sharply, " In your oflTers of service, my lord duke, I beg 
you to omit my name. I have much to do on my own 
lands, and have borne arms long enough." 

" I will beg you to except me also," said the Count 
d'Aubin, who was sitting near the Duke of Longueville, 
and rose to speak as soon as he saw that Epernon had 
concluded. " I will not serve Henry King of Navarre, 
and I trust that my reasons are good ones. As a Catholic, 
I should think it treachery to my faith were I to attempt 
to establish a heretic monarch upon the throne of this 
realm. Therefore, if the King remains attached to the 
Huguenots, notwithstanding the eloquence of Monsieur 
de Longueville, I cannot remain in his army ; and if he 
be suddenly converted by the arguments of my lord duke, 
my faith in the miracle will be too small to assure me 
that it will last. For myself, gentlemen, I see no choice : 
if the King remain unchanged, he is a heretic ; where 
he to change suddenly, he would be a hypocrite ; and in 
neither case can I draw my sword in his behalf" 

There was something sneering and bitter in the tone 
of the Count d'Aubin, which, though it made the Duke 
of Longueville, and others of the undecided party, hate 
him, and inclined them more than before to the service 
of Henry the Fourth, yet rendered others, even better 
dbposed towards the monarch, afraid to answer ; and, 
for a moment there was a pause. Seeing that no one 
spoke, however, St. R^al took a step forward to the table, 
and, without the slightest degree of hesitation, addressed 
the assembly, while his name passed from mouth to mouth, 
and many an enquiring ear was turned to hear what one 
of the simple St. R§als would say, after the speech of 
the sarcastic Count d'Aubin. 

"Gentlemen of France," he said, "my opinion, m 
many respects, coincides with that of my cousin, who has 
just spoken." — D'Aubin, De Sancy, and Biron, looked 
at him, and each other in astonishment. — " My opinion," 
he repeated, " in many respects coincides witn his ; but, 
as is very often the case with us, my conduct will be the 
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direct reverse. I think as he does, that to ask bis Ma* 
jesty to change his religion on a sudden change of for- 
tune, were to ask him to become a hypocrite ; and I 
should as soon think of requiring him to do so, in order 
lo gain my services, as he would think of requiring me 
to abandon my faith to merit his favour. Let us be too 
just to do the one, and we may feel sure that he is too 
just to do the other. The ckums of his majesty, Kins 
Henry the Fourth, are known to us all. As th^ lined 
descendant of St. Louis, he is king of this realm of 
France, unless some of his acts have been &o black as to 
render nim incapable of reigning. Now what have his 
acts throughout life been up to this day, but noble, gen- 
erous, chivalrous, worthy to lead a nation of brave 
hearts upon the path of honour ? And shall we attempt 
to pry into his conscience ? Shall we demand that, by 
a sudden abjuration of his long-cherished belief, he 
should stain that honour which he has ever held so pure 
and spotless ? The worst that the most zealous Cath- 
olic can apprehend — and none is more zealous than I 
am — is that a Protestant monarch should interfere with 
our faith. Let us not set him the example by interfering 
with his, and take for a guarantee of his future conduct 
the whole of his conduct that has gone before. We 
have, at this moment, two claims upon us — the claims 
of our country and our king, — both equally powerful on 
the hearts of Frenchmen, and happily, both in this in- 
stance (eading us in the same direction. Our first duty 
is to put an end to the factions which have torn this un- 
happy land, and left her scarce a shadow of her former 
prosperity, — ^to compel the rebellious to submission, and 
teach the ambitious to limit their expectations to theii 
rights, — to bring back, in short, security, and peace, and 
union to France. This can only be done by bending all 
our energies to uphold the shaken throne, and with those 
good swords, which have never yet been drawn in an 
unjust quarrel, to open a way for our gallant and our 
rightful monarch to the seat and the power of his anees-* 
tors. This, at least, is my determination ; and I trust 
that I shall see no one who aspires to honour during life, 
or glory after death, fall from his daty at a moment 
when the safety of his country and the throne of his 
king depend upon union, energy, and fidelity." 

" Well spoken, on my soul," cried Gontaut de Biron. 
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** Well spoken, on my soul ! And if all here present act 
up to it, the monarchy is safe !" 

" That at least will I," rejoined De Sancy ; " for I hold 
that to propose any terms to his Majesty at this moment, 
when — encompassed, as we have too fatally seen, by as- 
sassins, surrounded by difficulties and dangers, and op 
posed by an ambitious faction — he comes unexpectedly 
to a perilous throne, were base and ungenerous indeea. 
Let those who will, join the party of the assassin ; my 
Toiee and my sword are ready for Henry the Fourth." 

The speech of De Sancy was followed by one of 
those slight murmurs which betoken a vacillation of 
opinion in a popular assembly. Each msln looked in the 
face of his neighbour ; some smiled and nodded to the 
speaker, as if in approbation of what he had said ; some 
frownea and bit their lips ; some whispered eagerly to 
the persons next whom they sat ; and the. cheek of the 
Coi(nt d'Aubin, as De Sancy denominated the League 
" the party of the assassin," grew as red as fire, while 
the veins in his temple might be seen swelling out 
through his clear dark skin. 

There was a pause for a moment ; but D'Aubin re- 
covered himself quickly, and said, *^ Methinks the three 
noble gentlemen who, not deigning to take a seat 
among us, remain standing at the foot of the table, have 
not come here to deliberate, but to announce their de- 
termination ; and if that determination were binding 
upon all the princes and nobles of France, it would be- 
come us to submit and break up the council ; but as that 
is not exactly the case, I would propose that we should 
continue our consultations, without yielding more than 
due weight to the veto of Monsieur de Biron, the pithy 
sentences of the noble leader of the Swiss, or to the 
speech of my worthy but somewhat inexperienced cousin 
— a speech evidently got by heart." 

" It is got by heart, Philip of Aubin," replied St. 
R^al, opposing to the sarcastic sneer of the Count 
d' Aubin a look of calm and dignified reproof. " It is 
got by heart ; for it comes from my hearty and the ac- 
tions of my hand shall justify it. As to my mexperience, 
what you say is true, — I am somewhat mexperienced ; 
and I would thank God for it, did I believe that expe- 
rience would ever debase me to take advantage of a 
noble monarch's utmost need either to dictate terms 
2* 
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which he could not comply with without dishonotir, or 
to abandon his cause for a selfish motive, or a weak pre- 
text." 

D'Aubin rose angrily from his seat, and, for a mo- 
ment, it did seem that every thing like deliberation was 
to be merged in anger and contention ; but De Biron 
and the Dukes of Longueville and Epernon interfered ; 
and after, in some degree, restoring order. Monsieur 
d'Epemon addressed the French nobles, and put an end 
to a meeting from which no good could accrue. " Angry 
words, g^entlemen," he said, ^'can do no good, and are 
not at all required. We are not here to determine any 
settled plan, which is to be binding upon us all ; but 
each is as free as before to follow his own purposes and 
determinations. However, as the communication of 
our various opinions has produced some heat, I think it 
better that we should conclude a discussion which seems 
to be fruitless. Let eacH of us follow his own path. 
For my part, though I do not draw my sword against 
the King, yet I cannot reconcile it to my conscience to 
fight the battles of an excommunicated monarch against 
my brethren of the faith." 

Thus saying, he rose ; and beckoning one or two of 
those on whom he could rely, into one corner of the 
hall, he entered into conversation with them; while the 
same conduct was followed by various other persons in 
difierent parts of the room. 

St. Real and his companions, however, did not re- 
main long to witness this scene; for Marshal Biron 
laid his hand upon the arm of the young noble, saying, 
" Come, Monsieur de St. Real ; come, De Sancy ! Let 
us to the King. It is easy to see that he will need the 
consolation and support of all that are faithful to him." 
Thus saying, he quitted the chamber, followed by those 
to whom he spoke, and two or three others ; and, speak- 
ing a few words with one of the attendants, he was led 
on to a large upper hall, where Henry the Fourth waited 
the result of the deliberations which he was well aware 
were taking place around him ; the nature of which he 
knew, and the termination of which he feared, but which 
he had no power to stop or to control. 

Almost alone, with only two attendants of an inferior 
class stationed at the door, he was walking up and 
down the room in evident agitation. The moment he 
saw De Biron, however, he stopped, and gazed for a 
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moment anxiously in his face; but the Marshal ad* 
vanced at once, and tbrowinff himself at the King's feet, 
kissed respectfully the hand that he held out to him. 
Henry instantly took him in his arm&, exclaiming, 
"Rise, rise, Biron ! Tell me what tidings you bear?" 
And at the same time he extended his hand to St. R§al 
and De Sancy, who knelt and pressed it to their lips. 

" The tidings I bear your Majesty from below," re- 
plied De Biron, " are, I am afraid, not very satisfactory. 
Several, I fear, will fall off from your Majesty, and 
several will be out lukewarm friends." 

That I expect," replied the King; "but if you, Biron, 
stand fa^t by me, on your shoulder will I lean, and defy 
all the factions in France to shake me." 

" Thanks, Sire, thanks !" replied De Biron, in his 
usual blunt tone. " Of my fidelity and attachment your 
Majesty need have no doubt ; and I thinly" he added, 
" I think I can answer for the greater part ot the troops." 

" Then we are safe !" cried the King. " Then we 
are safe ! What with my own forces, and those that 
you can bring me, Biron, the Swiss under Monsieur de 
Sancy here, and the fresh troops of Maine promised me 
by my young friend St. Real, I will not fear any thing, 
even though D'Aumont and his division go over to the 
enemy." 

" I do not think he will. Sire," replied De Biron. " He 
is not the most active of soldiers, but he is an honest and 
true-hearted man. De Rosny told me but now that he 
was ^oing to him^ and I doubt not but, at the first word, 
he will come to join your Majesty ; but it might have 
been better to have directed Rosny to speak with his 
officers, and bring them over too, for D'Aumont will 
never think of it ; and besides " 

" He has not the whole hearts of his soldiers, like De 
Biron," added the King. " I thought of it, my friend, I 
thought of it, and begged De Rosny to see what could 
be done. But who have we here ? Oh ! our cousins of 
Longuevilje and Nevers ; and Monsieur D'O too, whom 
we hope speedily to replace in his government of Paris, 
which has been ill-governed enough, certainly, since he 
left it." 

As he spoke, a large body of French nobles, headed by 
the persons whom he meiirfioned, entered the hall ; and 
Monsieur de Biron, and the others who were with the 
BLing, fonoing a semiciicle on either hand, the gentle- 
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men who had just arrived advanced, and one by one knelt 
and kissed the monarch's hand. There was, however, 
a degree of gloom and coldness in their countenances, 
which betokened no hearty wishes for the welfare of him 
who had so suddenly been placed upon the throne. 
When they had all saluted the King, Monsieur D'0,-the 
titular governor of Paris, advanced a step before the rest, 
and addressed the monarch in the name of all. His tone 
was respectful, and his words well chosen; but after 
proceeding to offer some faint congratulations to the 
King on his accession to the throne, he stated that the 
fact of his Majesty's adherence to the tenets of the 
Huguenots pained and embarrassed many who were his 
faithful subjects and sincere well-wishers ; and he then 
proceeded boldly and unceremoniously to propose that 
the monarch should reconcile himself to the Church 
of Rome, and receive absolution for his past heresies, 
holding out but a half-concealed threat, that if he did 
not comply with this sudden proposal, the great body of 
the French nobles and princes of the blood would be 
obliged to withdraw from the royal army." 

Henry heard him patiently and calmly; though for a 
moment, while he was making his somewhat extraordinary 
request, one of those gay and brillant smiles, with whicn 
his countenance was so familiar on ordinary occasions, 
passed over the King's lip, and chequered the gravity of 
his attention. " My noble cousins and gentlemen," he 
said in reply, " I confess myself not a little astonished 
to find that you, who are so strongly attached to your 
religion, should think me so little attached to mine. It 
is true my attachment is more a matter of habit than 
perhaps of reason ; for^ living as I have lived in the 
tented field, and spending the greater part of my time 
between the council chamber and the battle plain, I 
have had no opportunity of hearing discussed the merit 
of those questions which unhappily divide the one church 
from the other. Nevertheless, I should think myself 
base, and — what is more to the purpose on the present 
occasion — you also would think me base, if for any 
worldly advantage I, unconvinced, were to sacrifice the 
religion in which I have been brought up. That, gen- 
tlemen, is impossible. But still I am not so foolish as 
to say that I will never abanilon what is called the Re- 
formed Faith ; for, on the contrary, I will zealously and 
diligently investigate the merits of the arguments on 
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both sides ; and, if mv conscience will allow me, will 
take those steps which I well know would be pleasing 
to the great majority of my subjects. Nevertheless, this 
must be the work of conviction, not of interest ; and I 
tell you candidly, that I must have, at least, six months 
to heat^ and ponder, and judge, ere I can give you any 
determmate answer as to what my ultimate conduct in 
these respects will be. In the meanwhile, believe me, 
I love you all as my children, and will serve and pro- 
tect you as such to the utmost of my power ; and should 
there be any one among you who has the heart to leave 
his King at the moment his King most needs his ser- 
vice, let him go in peace, and not be afraid, for I will 
serve him still, as far as may be, even against his 
will." ' jr , -s 

When the King ceased, there were one or two among 
the group of nobles who looked as if they would fain 
have added something to the speech of their orator ; and 
it was evident that the noble and dignified manner in 
which Henry treated their absurd proposal was not with- 
out effect upon anv. Like all other bodies of men, how- 
ever, there were tnose among them destined to lead, and 
those only fitted to follow ; and the latter did not ven- 
ture to act without the approbation of the former. Bow- 
ing in silence then, the whole party retired, and were 
immediately succeeded by the Baron de Rosny, after- ' 
wards famous as the Duke of Sully, who approached- 
with the Marshal d'Aumont. The latter at once, and 
with graceful zeal in words and manner, tendered his 
faith and homage to the King, and assured him that the 
officers under his command would present themselves 
within an hour, to swear allegiance to their new mon- 
arch. He again was succeeded by another, in whom 
St. Real instantly recognised the Duke d'Epernon, 
though he had changed his garb within the last hour, 
and now appeared in deep mourning. 

The keen eye of Henry the Fourth at once read hia 
purpose in the countenance of the Duke ; and, prevent- 
mg him from kneeling, he said, " Pause, my cousin, and 
thmk what you are about to do. We will excuse your 
beading the knee to-day, if it be not to be bent to-mor- 
row." 

Though fantastic, and even effemmate in appearance, 
D'Epernon was brave even to rashness, and by no 
means destitute of that calm 9Qd dignified presence of 
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mind which approaches near to greatness. GraTely 
taking half a step back, he persisted in bending his 
knee, and kissed the King's hand, replying, ^' My lord 
the King ! your Majesty's right to the throne of France 
and to the homage of your subjects is incontestable ; and 
deeply do I regret that any circumstances, religious or 
political, should lessen that zeal which the nobles of 
France are so willing to display in behalf of their kings. 
But, to avoid all subjects which it would be painful tor 
your Majesty to hear, and for me to speak, I come to 
crave leave to retire for a time to my own lands, which 
have much need of their lord's presence. I am weary 
of warfare. Sir, somewhat anxious for repose, and my 
poor peasantry require protection and assistance." 

" Well, cousin of Epernon," replied the monarch, " if 
you be really disposed to imitate the great Roman, and 
nold the plough, my service shall not detain you ; but 
let me trust that you are not about to reverse the scriptural 
prophecy, and turn the ploughshare into a sword m fa- 
vour of new friends." 

" I need no sword, Sire," replied the Duke, " but that 
which I lately proved beside your Majesty at Tours; 
and be assured, that if it be not drawn in your service, it 
shall not be unsheathed against you." 

" Well, well !" said the King, with a sigh. " so be it, 
if it must be so. Fare you well, fair cousin of Epernon ! 
and may the harvest tnat you are going to reap have 
fewer thorns than that which is before me, I fear !" 

The. Duke bowed and withdrew ; and Henry, turning 
to those who surrounded him, proceeded with a sigh, 
" Let them go, my friends, let them go," he said ; " let- 
ter a few firm friends, than a discontented multitude. 
On you I repose my whole hopes ; but let us lose no 
time. My confidence in your judgment and in your af- 
fection is unlimited ; ai\d therefore I send you forth 
among the mingled crowd of friends and enemies which 
surrounds me in the camp, with no other direction or 
command than this — Do the best that you can for your 
King and for your country. Rejoin me here again in 
the evening, to let me know what has been done ; bjr 
that time we shall have learned what troops remain 
with us, and shall be able to determine upon our future 
condiBct." 

All but the King's immediate attendants now took 
their leave and withdrew. Biron and D'Aumont pro- 
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eeeded instantly to their several quarters. De Sancy 
set off' to insure that there was no tampering with the 
Swiss under his' command ; and St. Real, returning to 
his lodging, called his attendants ahout him, and order- 
ing a certain number to mount with speed, prepared to 
eo in person, in order to bring tip more rapidly the troops 
he had left near Senlis. In the hurryr and agitation of 
the last few hours, his personal situation had been for- 
gotten ; but as he was just about to mount his horse, the 
appearance of his page, Leonard de Monti, recalled to 
his mind both the events of the preceding evening and 
his own determination of questioning the hoy upon that 
knowledge of his inmost thoughts, which Leonard seemed 
by some means to have obtained. He had no time, 
however, at the moment, to pursue such a purpose^ ana 
after commanding him to remain at the auburge till he 
returned, he inquired if the boy knew where the Count 
d'Aubin's forces were quartered. 

" They lie under the hill, at the back of the park," re- 
plied the youth. " Shall I show you the way ?" 

" duick ! get a horse then, and come," said St. R^al. 

" I will run by your side, and be there ere a horse 
could be saddled," said the page. St. Real assented ; 
and, proceeding in the direction which had been pointed 
out, he rode on, determined to make one last effort to 
recall his cousin from a path which he firmly believed 
would lead him to dishonour. 

When they had mounted the little hill, however, un- 
derneath which, as the page had said, the Count d'Au- 
bin's troops had been quartered, nothing was to be seen 
in the meadow where their tents had lately stood but 
one or two carts of the country, in which a small party 
' of soldiers were busily stowing the canvass- dwellings 
wherein they had lately made their ab^de, together with 
the spare arms and baggage of the larger body of troops 
just gone. 

As St. Real halted and gazed, the sound of a clarion 
at a little distance struck his ear. and made him turn his 
eyes to the opposite slope. Over tne brow of the hill, upon 
tne road which led towards Paris, appeared horse and 
foot filing away with their arms glittering in the summer 
sun ; and the distance was not sufficiently great to pre- 
vent St. Real from recognising the retainers of the house 
of Aubin, joined to another body apparently little infe- 
rior in number. The step thus taken by his cousin was 
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too decided to admiVa hope of change ; and bidding th« 
boy, who was gazing stead£Bistly in the ^same direction^ 
return to St. Cloud, he resumed his own path, and rodt 
on with all speed towards Senlis« 



CHAPTER 11. 

We must now once more change the scene, ana lead 
the reader back into the heart of Paris, where, on the 
very morning which witnessed, at St. CJoud, the events 
we have just been describing, the Duke of Mayenne held 
a conference with some of his principal officers, and some 
of the leaders of the faction called the Seize. It was at 
an early hour, and he had already given directions for 
re-establishing in some degree the rule of law and justice 
within the city of Paris ; which directions, though spoken 
with a tone tnat left no reply, were listened to by those 
whose power and fortunes were founded upon tumult 
and disorganization, with gloomy and discontented coun- 
tenances. 

" And now, gentlemen," continued Mayenne, taming 
to his own officers, " having taken measures to restore 
order to the city, it becomes me to adopt some means 
for preserving order in the camp. I have often reproba- 
ted m your presence the system of continual skirmishes 
and defiances which are going on in the Preauxclercs; 
and yet I hear that no later than yesterday evening a 
cartel was exchanged between Maroles ana one of th^ 
adversary, called Malivaut, I think. The defiance given, 
I do not choose to interfere ; but this once over, and I 
vill permit these things no longer j we thus lose some 
of our best officers and bravest soldiers, without the 
slightest advantage to our cause." 

" They have gained us a great advantage this morn- 
ing, my lord," replied the Chevalier d'Aumale, who had 
entered just as the Duke began to speak. " That same 
coup de lance between Maroles and Delisle Malivaut 
has obtained intelligence for which your highness would 
have given a spy ten thousand crowns had he brought 
it you." 
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^ How SO ? how 80 ?" demanded the Duke of May- 
enne. '' Crowns are not so rife in our treasury, Au* 
male." 

" Nevertheless you would have given the sum I men* 
tion 5" rejoined the chevalier; "hut I will tell you, my 
lord, how it happened. Maroles and Malivaut met as 
appointed, and we stood back at a hundred yards on one 
side, while the enemy remained under the old oak where 
Malivaut had armed himself. As soon as the two were 
mounted, and the trumpet sounded, they spurred on, and 
both charged their lances well ; the shock was smart, 
and Maroles was beat flat back upon his horse's crupper. 
I thought he was unhorsed ; but somehow it had hap- 

E5ned that Malivaut's visor had been ill-rivetted, Maroles' 
nee struck it just at the second bar, drove it in, and en- 
tering between the eye and the nose, broke sharp ofij 
leaving the iron in the wound. For a moment we did 
not see that he was hurt, for he sat his horse stiffly ; but 
the next instant as he turned. to get back to the oak, his 
strength gave way, and he fell. Maroles instantly sprang 
to the ground and made him prisoner, and both parties 
crying truce, ran up. A glance at his face, however, 
showed us that death would soon take him out of our 
hands, and, in fact, he spoke but two sentences after. 
The first was, * Give me a confessor !' The next, * I 
care not to live longer, since my king has been nmr- 
dered V " 

"What ! what !" exclaimed Mayenne, starting and 
gazing steadfastly on Aumalc. 

" Ay, my lord, even so !" replied the chevalier. "Mur- 
dered w^as the word ; and we heard from the others who 
stood round, that Henry of Valois died last night of a 
wound given him by a Jacobin the day before." 

Mayenne clasped his hands; and, looking up, ex- 
claimed, " Guise ! my brother ! at length thou art 
avenged !" And taking off the black scarf which he had 
worn ever since the death of his brother, the Duke of 
Guise, he cast ii from him, adding, " So Henry of Valois 
is dead, the base, effeminate, soulless tyrant f But you 
have not told me how it happened, D'Aumale. Let me 
hear the particulars ! Who ended the days of the last 
of those weak brothers ? Was it one of his own crea- 
tures, unable to support any longer the daily sight of his 
crimes ? or was it some zealot of our party, who ven- 
tured the doubtful act for a great object ?" 

Vol. II.— 3. 



26 ONE IN A THOUSAND ; OR 

The satisfaction which he derived from the erentwas 
so unconcealed, and yet his surprise at hearing it so un* 
affected and natural, that although those were days of 
suspicion, no one yentured to suspect, for a moment^ that 
Mayenne had any previous knowledge of the intrigues 
which ended in tne death of Henry the Third. 

" Good faith ! my lord," replied Aumale, " I can tell 
you no more than I have already told. The friends of 
Malivaut let oiit the secret, that the King had been 
stabbed by a Jacobin friar, and died of his wounds ; but 
we could not expect them to enter into any minute par- 
ticulars. I have still more good news, however, my lord. 
Ere I quitted the ground, a servant of the gav Count 
d'Aubin came up, and besought me to obtain for nis mas- 
ter a pass for the morning, adding, that by noon. D'Aubin. 
with seven hundred men, horse and foot togetner, would 
be at the outposts on the side of St. Denis, with the pur- 
pose of joining the Union." 

These tidings did not appear to surprise Mayenne so 
much as the former ; but he seemed well pleased, never- 
theless. " D'Aubin is better than his word " he said, 
^^ both in regard to time and numbers. He fixed three 
days, but I suppose the death of Henry has hurried his 
movements. How comes he to enter by St. Denis, 
though ? It is leading his troops a tremendous round ! 
There surely can be no foul play, D'Aumale ! Are you 
sure the servant was his ?" 

" Quite sure, my lord," replied Aumale, " for the fellow 
was once ray own ecuyer de main ; and, besides, he gave 
a reason for taking that round. ' The Huguenot army,' 
he said, *was advanced as far as Meudon. occupying 
both banks of the river, and the ground asfar as Beau- 
regard ; D'Aubin was afraid of being stopped, and having 
to cut his way through, if he did not make a detour.^ " 

" Nevertheless, Aumale," replied the Duke, " let us be 
upon our guard. Strengthen the posts towards St. Denis, 
and bid Nemours lake his regiment to meet and do hon- 
our to the new comers. D'Aubin I can trust, for he 
plays for a great stake ; but he has not seven nundred 
men with him ; and though he may very likely have 
brought over some other leader to our cause, yet it is as 
well to be prepared, and to be able to repel force by force, 
if Henry of iNavarre should present himself, instead of 
Philip of Aubin." 

Measures of precautions were accordingly taken; but 
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be hour appointed, the Count d'Aubin, with one or 
• inferior leaders, who had joined their forces to his, 
lented themselves at the outposts of the army of the 
igue ; and once haying j)iaced their troops within the 
its of the garrison of Paris, so as to be out of danger of 
«k, D'Aubin and his companions rode into the city, 
owed by merely a small train of common attendants, 
i reception from the Duke of Mayenne was as gra- 
ta as the circumstances had led him to expect ; and 
news which he bore of the doubts and differences in 
royal camp, not only removed from the leaders of the 
i^e every^ fear of attack, but suggested the hope of 
lining some striking success by assuming the ofFen- 

Cayenne, however, though a skilful general, and a 
d, decided, and courageous man, was wanting in that 
at quality, activity. Much time was spent in pre- 
ation ; and it was not till the third day after the 
i^'s death, that it was determined to march a body, 
listing of ten thousand of the best troops of the 
Igue, by a circuitous route to Meulan, and to take up 
osition in the rear of the King's army, thus cutting 
his retreat upon either Normandy or the south, and 
osing him, if he held his present camp, to be attack- 
at once in front and flank. The command of the 
:e destined for this important expedition was divi- 
[ between the Chevalier d'Auraale and the Count 
.abin, whose skill, courage, and activity, were un- 
ibted, and whose zeal in favour of the League, 
['against the Royalists, was likely to be the more 
>rgetic from the fact of his having just joined the one 
I abandoned the others. The march was ordered to 
amence the next morning early ; but late in the even- 
, when Mayenne, seated alone in his cabinet, was 
ily preparing his last written order for two ojficers in 
amand, the Count d'Aubin was suddenly announced, 
least an hour before the Duke expected him. He 
3 instantly admitted, however, and advanced to the 
le at which Mayenne was sitting, with one of those 
lies upon his lips, which showed that his eriand had 
share of bitterness. " Well, my lord," he said, " I 
ae to save you unpecessary trouble. You may lay 
vn the pen ; for — as I thought we should be — we are 
late." 
'How so?" demanded the Duke of Mayenne. "We 
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cannot be too late, if they have not bribed Saint Mark. 
The place could hold out a year." 

" They have not bribed him," replied D'Aubin, " but 
they have done just as good; they have outwitted him. 
Yesterday, towards five o'clock, Rosny, and some others, 
engaged the thick-headed fool in a parley, and while 
they amused hiQi with fair words, wno should present 
himself at the bridge but the Mar6chal d'Aumont, as if 
merely to pass the water, according to convention ; for 
St. Mark's forces have never been sufficient to defend 
the bridge. Well, when the troons were in the midst, they 
thought they might as well walk into the first open gate 
they saw, which happened to be that of the castle. So 
now Meulan is in the hands of the Huguenots ; and we 
may save ourselves the trouble of a march, which can 
produce no results." 

" Saint Mark is a fool," said Mayenne, as calmly as 
if nothing vexatious had happened : " when we retake 
Meulan, we must put some person of better understanding 
in it ; and at present we must change our plans. What 
think you, Aubin 1 will the Bearnois retreat upon Nor- 
mandy and the sea-coast, or will he fall back upon Maine 
and Touraine ?" 

D'Aubin paused thoughtfully ; so long, indeed, that 
the Duke added^ " Speak ! speak, D'Aubin ! I know no 
one whose foresight is more shrewd than yours. Why 
do you hesitate ?" 

*^To tell the truth, my lord." replied D'Aubin, "I 
paused, considering how I should answer ; for your in- 
terests lead me one way, and my own keenest wishes 
would make me go another. Did I choose in this in- 
stance to consider myself, before either country, or party, 
or truth, or honesty, as nine hundred and ninety-nine 
out of a thousand of your faithful followers would do, 
I should answer at once, that the Navarrese will march 
upon Maine ; but we are all playing too great stakes at 
this moment for trifling, and my sincere opinion is, that 
Henry will fall back on Lower Normandy." 

It was now Mayenne's turn to muse. '^ I see not 
how it afiects you, D'Aubin, whether I am led to believe 
the Bearnois will turn his steps the one way or the 
other^" he replied. " Tell me, what interests have you 
therem more than other friends of the Catholic faith.— 
But first let me hear your reasons for judging that Nor- 
•mndy will be the direction of his mareL" 
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"^For three strong reasons, my good lord," replied 
D'Aubin ; " because the Normans are well affected to- 
wards him ; because he expects succour from England ; 
and because he is a good soldier. The first he will soon 
find out, if he do not know it already; the English 
troops mtcst land on the Norman coast; and his know- 
ledge of war will not sufier him to leave such advan- 
tages behind !" 

" And now, D'Aubin," said the Duke, after listening 
attentively to his reasons, " let me hear why, if you con- 
sidered your own interests more than mine, you should 
desire me to believe that Harry of Navarre will march 
tipon Maine and Touraine?" 

" Simply, because I could then show you the best of 
all reasons for at once fulfilling your promise in regard 
to the hand of Eugenie de Menancourt," replied D'Au- 
bin. 

" My promise shallhe fulfilled. Count," replied May- 
enne, with some emphasis. " Fear not that Charles ot 
Mayenne will shrink from the performance of his en- 
gagement; but you are somewhat too pressing. You 
cannot expect me to employ force in such a matter ; and 
you have as yet given yourself no time to obtain, by 
gentleness ana persuasion, that consent which the poor 
girl seems somewhat reluctant to grant." . 

D'Aubin coloured a good deal, piqued by the terms of 
commiseration in which Mayenne spoke of her who 
had so deeply wounded his vanity ; but he was a great 
deal too wise to let his displeasure have vent on the 
present occasion. " My lord duke," he replied, " I 
should have thought your highness knew woman bet- 
ter. This is all a matter of caprice. During her fa- 
ther's life Eugenie showed no such reluctance ; and it 
was but some slight and unintentional ofience on my 
part, which first made her declare she would not fulfil 
the engagement between us. Once having said it, she 
makes it a matter of mere vanity to adhere to her pur- 
pose ; though I could very well see, in our interview of 
yesterday, that her feelings in these respects were much 
altered. As long as she is sufiered to make a point of 
Tanity of her refusal, she will persist, even contrary to 
her own wishes ; but once let her be my wife, and I 
will make her contented and happy, I will be answera- 
ble for it." 

Mayenne shook his head, observing dryly, "Her re* 
3* 
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Ittctance did not seem to me much shaken when I spoke 
^ with her yesterdayp Monsieur d'Aijihin ; but still I do not 
see how this question is affected by Henry's march upon 
Maine." . 

" Were he likely to execute such a march^ I would 
soon show you how, my lord," replied D'Aubm. " As 
it is. it matters little. However, the simple fact is this: 
the lands of Menancourt lie contiguous to my own ; and 
did Henry of Navarre march thither, it would be abso- 
lutely necessary to your best interest that I should in- 
stantly become the husband of Eugenie, and set out for 
Maine, armed with power to bring all the retainers of 
her father in aid of the union. Full seven hundred men, 
trained to arms, and caring little which party they join, 
are lying idle in the villages and hamlets there ; and if 
Henry reaches Le Mans before the husband of Eugenie- 
De Menancourt, those men will be arrayed against the 
union instead of in favour of it. My worthy cousin of 
St. Real, who is much loved among the peasantry there, 
is not a man to stand upon any ceremonies in serving a 
cause which he thinks just ; and it would but little sur- 
prise me, to find the vassals of De Menancourt march- 
ing under the banners of St. R6al ; but as I hold it cer- 
tain that the Huguenots will retire upon Normandy, the' 
matter is not so pressing that we cannot wait a few 
days longer, to allow your highness's notions of delicacv 
ftill time to tire themselves out, by doubling like a pack 
of beagles after a woman's caprices." 

There was something in the reasoning of D'Aubin 
which seemed to affect Mayenne much more than even 
the Count himself had expected. Rising from his 
seat, the Duke strode up and down the room, for a mo- 
ment or two, as if not a little en^barrassed how to act; 
then, turning suddenly to his companion, he said, " You 
hold it certain, then, D'Aubin, that the Bearnois will 
fall back on Normandy and the sea ?— Hold it certain 
no longer !" he added, taking from a portfolio, which lay 
on the table at which he had been writing, an unsealed 
letter, and placing it in D'Aubin's hands. "Read that, 
D'Aubin, read that ! and you will soon see that you are 
mistaken. There you see De Rosny himself, under the 
King's dictation, writes to the Count De Soissons to 
tell him, that if he will advance to Chateau Grontier, or 
even as far as Le Mans, Henry will meet him thert 
within fifteen days. MarK, also, he lays out the lint 
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of march which they intend to pursue, — ^by Meulan, 
Mantes, Dreux, Vemeuil, and Mortagne." 

*' May not this have been thrown out to deceive us V^ 
demanded D'Aubin. 

"No," replied Mayenne. "No; it was taken upon 
the person of Monsieur de Gailon last night, and tney 
would not have risked a man of such importance witn 
a letter which was not of the utmost consequence." 

"Well, then, my lord Duke," replied D'Aubin, re- 
turning him the letter, with a calm and well satii^fied 
smile, " I trust that all our purposes will be answered, 
Henry has committed a fault, of which you, of course, 
will take advantage." 

"No immediate advantage can ensue," replied the 
Duke. "It was the knowledge of these facts which 
made me so eager to push a strong force upon Meulan ; 
but as that fool St. Mark has suffered himself to be de- 
ceived, Henry's line of march is secure. What you 
say of Maine, however, is of importance, and must be 
thought of farther." 

"By your good leave, my lord," replied D'Aubin, 
somewhat sharply, " methinks it needs no farther thought 
at all. Either you must let the retainers of Menancourt 
be raised and marched for the use and benefit of Henry 
of Navarre, calling himself King of France, or I must 
be the husband of the fair heiress of Maine ; and before, 
this time to-morrow night must be on my horse's back 
with a hundred stout cavaliers behind me, riding like 
the wind towards ChSiteau du Loir. The road by Char- 
tres is open, and all that side of the country in our fa- 
Tour. In three days I shall be in Maine ; and if I can- 
not gather together forces sufficient to make head against 
the Bearnois, I will at least do something to impede his 
march, and will join you with all the troops I can raise, 
wherever you give me a rendezvous." 

Mayenne again walked up and down the room^ knit- 
ting his brow and biting his lips with a degree of emo- 
tion which showed an evident distaste to the proposal 
of his companion. D'Aubin gazed upon him with not 
the most placable look, understanding the nature of his 
feelings, and not a little displeased to see a disposition 
to delay the fulfilment of the promise made to him ; but 
at the same time feeling a secret triumph in his heart at 
the concatenation of circumstances which woulcT compel 
the Duke of Mayenne, from political motives, to grant 
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that which he, D'Aubin, thought ought to have been 
-willingly accorded to his own merits and services. 

" My lord," he cried, with a somewhat bitter laugh, 
after gazing upon the Duke for two or three minutes, "I 
am sorry to see you hesitate upon a matter in which 
both policy and justice should make you decide at once. 
Your unconditional promise has been given, that Euge- 
nie de Menaucourt shall be my bride ; and circumstances 
have arisen, which render it as necessary to you as agree- 
able to me, that she should become so iramediatelv. In 
regard to these circumstances, I have dealt witn you 
honestly, and have done what you know there is scarcely 
another follower that you have would do^ — given you 
advice contrary to my own interest and wishes. Now, 
my lord. — " 

" Well, well !" interrupted Mayenne, " it must even 
be as you say, D'Aubin. There is no other resource ; but 
remember, in wishing to find one, I am not influenced 
by any desire to evade a promise made to you, but solely 
and simply by the hope of inducing Mademoiselle de 
Menancourt, by persuasion, entreaty, and remonstrance, 
to fulfil her father's engagement, and thus spare me the 
pain of doing what I feel to be narsh, uncourteous, and 
unknightly." 

" Your Lordship is mighty delicate in all this," re- 
plied D'Aubin ; ^^ but I am not so much so. A little 
wholesome compulsion will do this proud beauty no 
barm. Proud I may well call her ; tor, proud 6t her 
wealth, her loveliness, and her rank, she thinks, it seems, 
that she is to be treated in a difierent manner from every 
other woman in France ; and I am not sorry that, in 
the very fact of our marriage, that proud spirit should 
be a little humbled, which would certainly render her 
not the most yielding or obedient of wives." 

Mayenne bit his lip. " I have never seen any thing 
in her. Monsieur d'Aubin," he said, "but gentleness 
and sweetness. Determined she certainly is upon one 
point — her personal objection to yourself. What cause 
you have given her for such objection I know not, and 
shall not inquire, as my promise to yourself, and great 
state necessity, conjjpel me to act in a manner which no 
other circumstances could excuse. Now mark me. 
Monsieur d'Aubin; what I intend to do is this, to yield 
you my whole authority to bring about your marriage 
with JCugenie de Menancourt to-morrow evening. There 
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is a chapel in the house where she lives, aad at a certain 
hour my own confessor shall be there, ready to perform 
the ceremony. But still remember, that I can hardly 
hold such a marriage to be legal, if she persists to the 
last in op^sing it ; and I must take measures to guard 
against doing aught that may either alTect my own honouK 
and reputation^ draw upon me the censures of the 
church, or infringe the laws I am called upon for the 
time to defend and uphold. Under these circumstances, 
I will write down the exact terms and conditions on 
which I consent to what you propose. If political mo- 
tives alone move you to press the marriage so hastily, 
what I require will be easily conceded. If otherwise, I 
say No ! and will try no means of compulsion till all 
otner efforts have failed." 

Thus saying, Mayenne wrote down a few words on a 
slip of paper, and handed it to the Count d'Aubin, who 
gazed on it, while the shadows of many a quick passion 
flitted over his countenance. Thrice, with a frown, he 
lifted hi9 eyes to the face of Mayenne ; but all that he 
beheld there was calm, stern determination ; and, after 
again reading the paper, he replied, ^' Well I consent, 
because I doubt not, my lord, that when she finds the 
matter inevitable, she will yield, even if not with a good 
erace ; but if we were to set out for Chartres on the fol- 
lowing day, it would surely be time enough, but " 

" No, Monsieur d'Aubm, no !" replied Mayenne : 
" the plan which I have drawn out must be followed ex- 
actly. I will myself be present at the ceremony ; and I 
require that you sign that paper to guard against misun- 
derstanding on either side, otherwise I stir no farther in 
the afiair. Are you contented with this arrangement T' 

" Perfectly, my lord," replied D'Aubin, signing the 
paper with a smile. " I merely thought that, by delay- 
ing the marriage till the following morning, I and you, 
and your noble sister Montpensier, might, perhaps, have 
more time to reason her out of her prejudices ; but, as 
you say, it will after all be better to-morrow night, for 
the oniy danger of interruption on my journey lies in the 
neighbourhood of Paris, and it will be better to take our 
departure under cover of the darkness. As for the rest, 
let us but show this fair lady that it is inevitable, and I 
will engage that she shall soon make up her mind to it. 
For this purpose, my lord, let me beseech you to furnish 
me with a billet to her, under your own hand, telling 
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her what we have determined, couched in what ccmr- 
teous tenns you will, but sufficiently explicit to let her 
know that there is no chance of evasion." 

"Perhaps you are right," said Majrenne, "perhaps 
you are right ; but nevertheless, D'Aubin, try all gentle 
means. You are not one, as far as ever I have heard, to 
fail in persuasion, when you choose to use your elo- 
quence against a woman's heart." 

D'Aubm smiled, but replied, " Nevertheless^ my lord, it 
goes somewhat against the grain to flatter, and to soothe, 
and to beseech, when one is treated with scorn, and has, at 
the same time, the right to command ; but still, fear not; I 
will do my best ; and, if ever woman was won with fair 
words and soft entreaties, Eugenie de Menancourt shall 
come willingly to the altar; but, to give those entrea- 
ties greater force, it will be necessary to show her, by 
your hand-writing, tbaf it is not from want of power 
that I use the gentler before the harsher means." 

Mayenne took up the pen, but mused for many mi- 
nutes ere he put it to the paper, and even then wrote no 
less than three billets, before he could satisfy himself in 
a species of composition to which he was not accustom- 
ed. At length, abandoning all formal excuses, he con- 
tented himself with simply announcing, to the unhappy 
Eugenie de Menancourt, that motives of importance to 
the state compelled him to require her, without farther 
hesitation, to fulfil her father's engagement to the Count 
d'Aubin ; and that he had appointed the hour of nine on 
the succeeding evening for the celebration of her mar- 
riage. 

" There !" he said, as he handed the note to Aubin — 
" There, Sir Count ! Seldom has my hand so unwilling- 
ly traced a few lines as to-night. But 1 will send my 
sister Catharine early in the morning, to soften the mat- 
ter to the poor girl ; and now, farewell J for I have mat- 
ters of much import to attend to." 

D'Aubin took the note, and before he noticed the hint 
to withdraw, read it over attentively, to satisfy himself 
that it was such as he could wish, and then folding it 
up again with a triumphant smile, he uttered a few words 
of thanks and took his leave. Ere long, however, those 
feelings of triumph died away ; and other sensations look- 
their place. His pride had been wounded, his vanity 
insulted, and many of his worldly prospects endangered 
by the steadfast rejection of Eugenie de Menancourt; 



THE DAYS OP HENRY aUATRE. 36 

but his heart was not so hardened af^ he hinoiself believed 
it to be, nor as it appeared to others, in the fierce pur- 
suit of his object ; and when he turned away from the 
cabinet of Mayenne, and took his path homeward, he 
asked himself, whether, after all, he should make use of 
the cruel power he possessed. He asked himself whether, 
for the sake of humbling a fair and innocent girl, and of 
gratifying his vanity by triumphing over her opposition, 
he could resist the tears, and entreaties, and reproaches 
of a being that he had been accustomed to regard with 
tenderness, if not with love — whether he should cause 
the unhappiness of her whole after days, and at the same 
time unite himself against her w^ill, to a woman whose 
dislike would only be increased by the force that was 
put upon her inclinations. Even while he revolved these 
ideas, the memory of one that he had long — ay, that he 
still loved, was wakened by the other thoughts which 
struggled in his bosom ; and although he had contem- 
plated the deed be was about to commit a thousand times 
oefore, and fully made up his mind to it, he now shrunk 
with cold and chilly repugnance at the idea of placing 
between himself and her who possessed the only strong- 
hold of his aflections, the impassable barrier of his union 
with another. All these feelings leagued together, and 
for a time made head against his less generous purposes; 
but there were difficulties in retreating, which could 
hardly be overcome ; and as he reached the house in 
which he had fixed his dwelling at Paris, he thought, 
** I will sleep over these new doubts, and decide to-mor- 
row." 

When he entered, however, he found Albert of Wolf- 
strom, and several gay companions, waiting to sup with 
him, and to bid him farewell, ere he set out upon the ex- 
pedition against Meulan, for which thejr still thought he 
was destined on the morrow. D'Aubm despised them 
>ll, but nevertheless he sat down with them, and drank 
deep. Dice succeeded to wine ; and when the Count 
rose from table, he had no resource, but to wed Eugenie 
de Menancourt, or to descend more than one step in the 
teale of society. 
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CHAPTER III. 

If eveij minute erent which took place in the begin- 
ning of August, 1589, was matter of importance totibe 
inhabitants of Paris, a ihousand times more deep, in- 
tense, and thriilmg, than that experienced by any oth^ 
person, Tras the interest taken by Bugenie de Menan- 
court in all that passed at that period. Her happiness, 
her misery for life, hung upon the die which other hands 
were destined to throw ; and without the possibility of 
aiding herself in the slightest degree, of changing the 
fate that awaited her, or arresting its progress for a mo- 
ment, she was obliged to abide the unknown result in 
the power of people, whose purposes she neither 'knew 
nor could control. Every rumour, every sound, created 
some new sensation in her bosom. Every change, where 
change was constant, either raised a momentary hope, 
or cast her back into the depth of apprehension. The 
distant roar of the artillery, the march of the troops 
through the streets, the galloping of messengers and 
couriers, the military parade, even the processions of the 
clergy, as they proceeded from shrine to shrine, petition- 
ing Tor the aid of God to support them in rebellion ^ and 
encourage them in assassination, all agitated and alarm- 
ed her, till at length, her mind fell into that state in 
which terror has so much the predominance, that every 
fresh tidings are anticipated as tidings of sorrow. The 
news of the deefh of the King, and the particulars of the 
manner in which that foul act was perpetrated, struck 
her with bcrror and despair, as showing to what length 
the men in whose hands she was placed dared to go in 
pursuit of the objects of their party. Scarcely, however, 
had she time to think over this event, when another, 
more deeply and personally painful to herself, banished 
all other feelings but anxiety for her future destiny. 

One morning suddenly, the Count d'Aubin was an- 
nounced, and, hardly waiting to see whether his visit 
were or were not acceptable, he followed the servant 
into her presence. The result of their meeting we have 
already seen in his conference with Mayenne ; but either 
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vanity or policy bad induced him to distort the truth, 
when he had asserted, that Eugenie de ^Jenancourt had 
shown the slightest symptom of vacillating in her deter- 
mination against him. 

From his words and his manner, she had soon learned 
that he had joined the party of the League, and that he 
considered all the authority and influence of Mayenne 
at his command, in support of his suit towards her; and 
perhaps che fear of irritating him, and driving him on to 
use the power he possessed to the utmost, might make 
her more gentle in her language, and less disposed to 
express the reprobation and dislike she entertained to- 
wards him, than would have been the case had he per- 
sisted in his pursj.it under other circumstances. But 
Eugenie was too noble, too candid, too sincere, to suffer 
him to believe, for one moment, that her feelings would 
ever change towards him. She was gentle, but she was 
firm ; and D'Aubin, when he left her, was, perhaps, the 
more mortified to find, from her calmness, as well as 
determination, that she wa3 influenced against him by 
DO temporary pique, by no fit of passion or indignation, 
as he had represented the matter to others, and tried to 
regard it himself; but that positively and certainly, he 
who had thought that her heart was at his command 
whenever he chose to demand it, had never caused it to 
beat one pulse more rapidly ; that he had never beea 
loved, and was now contemned and disliked. 

Although during his stay he had employed persuasion 
anid entreaty, and all the arts that none knew better how 
to use than himself, there had still been in his tone that 
consciousness of power and authority which alarmed 
Eugenie for the result ; and with a trembling hand she 
wrote a few words to the fair Beatrice of Ferara, be- 
seeching her to come to her aid, determined as she was 
to risk any thing, in order to escape from her present sit- 
uation. Fate, however, ever over- rules our best efibrts ; 
and, as if disdaining to cast away the greater exertions 
of its almighty power to thwart our petty schemes, con- 
tents itself with throwing some trifling stumblingblock 
in our way — some idle, insignificant trifle, over which 
our pigmy plans fall prostrate in their course. The ser- 
vant whom Eugenie had charged with the delivery of 
her note returned, and brought her wofd that Beatrice 
had gone out on horseback to witness the movements 
of the royalist army in their retreat, an amusement wofr 

VoL.lL— 4. 
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thy of her bold and fearless spirit. The lady's attend' 
ants, however, bad informed him, the servant said, that 
she would be back long before night-fall ; and Eugenie 
waited and counted the anxious moments till the day* 
light waned, and the shadows of evening fell over the 
earth. 

" Beatrice must soon be here now," she thought ; but 
momenf after moment, and hour after hour, went bv, 
without the appearance of her she waited for. At length, 
giving up hope for that night, and wearied with wearing 
expectation, Eugenie- retired to lest ; but it was rest bro- 
ken by fears and anxieties^ and early on the succeeding 
morning she was up, and waiching eagerly for the com- 
ing of her friend, whose bold eovnsek and skilful aid 
might, she trusted, give her courage ta undertake, and 
power to execute, some plan for her own detiyerance. 

Watching from the large projecting window we have 
mentioned, she was not long before she beheld one of 
the carved and gilded equipae^es of the day turn into the 
court-yard of her own dwelling, and in a few minutes 
after, the door of the saloon was opened to give admis- 
sion to a visitor. But the countenance that presented 
itself was that of Madame de Montpensier, not of Bea- 
trice of Fcrara ; and the heart of Eugenie de Menancourt 
sunk at an occurrence, which, though not unusual, she 
felt in the present instance could bode her no good. 

The conversation which now took place may easily 
be divined, from the conference which we have^related 
between Mayenne and the Count d'Aubin. We shall 
therefore not repeat it here, it being sufficient to say, that 
when about an hour afterwards, D'Aubin himself enter- 
ed the saloon, he found Madame de Montpensier rising 
to depart, and Eugenie de Menancourt, with her face 
buried in her hands, weeping in hopeless bitterness of 
heart. 

Lifting her shoulders with an emphatic shrug, Madame 
de Montpensier quitted the room in silence, and D'Aubio 
stood for a moment gazing upon the fair, unhappy girl, 
whom his ungenerous pursuit had reduced to such a 
state, with a variety of passions warring in his breast, in 
a manner which it would be difficult to describe. After 
a brief pause, Eugenie withdrew her hands from her face, 
and turned her tearful eves upon him. As she looked, a 
sort of involuntary shuader passed ovet..her frame, and 
bfae again pressed k»f -iianda upon her, ey^s for one mo- 
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ment ; then, rising from ner chair, she advanced direct 
to where he steed, and cast herself upeo her Jinees at 
his feet. 

" Philip of Aahin,"'8he said, " you were once generous 
and kind of lieart: — nay, nay, hear me !" she continued, 
as he «iideayoured to raise her. " Hear me, I beseech 
yoa; for my b^ippimess or misery — perhaps myiife or 
^sath — depend upon this moment." 

" Mademoiselle de Menancourt," replied D'Aubin, " I 
can hear nothing, I can attend to nothing, while yoa 
there remain in a posture unbecoming to us both — for 
you to assume and for me to suffer. Rise, I entreat 
you \" 

" No, no !" she replied, clasping her hands earnestly. 
** I will not, I cannot rise till you have heard me. Have 
I DoC used every other means? have I not employed 
every other form of entreaty without avail ? and I now 
kneel at your feet to beseech you to spare yourself and 
me misery interminable. I have told you, and with hit- 
ler regret have I been obliged to tell you, that I cannot 
iove you as woman should love her husband ; and I did 
■ot resolve to tell you so till I had struggled with my 
own heart, — till I had combated all mv own feelings, — 
in order, it possible, to fulfil what had been a wish of 
my father. I struggled, I combated in vain. Monsieur 
d'Aubin ; for the more I did so, the more I found that 
my peace of mind required me to take a decided part, — 
tliat honour and justice towards you required me to tell 
you that i could not, that I would not, be your wife. 
Why, why persecute me thus. Monsieur d'Aubin ?" she 
continued ; " you do not love me — you have never loved 
rae ; and, uader ^ch circumstances, how can you expect 
me to love you 1 Why not turn to any of those who 
will not only consider themselves as honoured by your 
suit, hut who, much better suited than I am to your 
views, your habits, and your feelings, have it in their 
power to return your affection, and to meet you, as I 
doubt not you deserve to be met, with love for love 1" 

"You mistake me altogether, Eugenie," said D'Aubin, 
raising her almost forcibly, and leading her back to her 
seat ; " I do love you ; and I trust that, though you doubt 
your own feelings at present, you will find it not so 
difficult, when you are mv wife, to feel towards me in 
such a manner as to be nappy yourself and jto render 
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" Do not deceive yourself, Monsieur d'Aubin !" ex- 
claimed Eugenie. " I do not doubt my own feelings ;! 
am but too sure of them ! I do not love you, I cannot 
love you, any more tban you love me ; and if you persist 
in your pursuit, you do it warned of what are my senti- 
ments towards you, and assured that those sentiments 
will but become more repugnant, in proportion to the 
degree of constraint used towards me." 

" Nay, nay," replied D'Aubin, willing as far as possi- 
ble to use gentle means, and try those powers of per- 
suasion which he believed himself, not unjustly, to 
possess ; " nay, nay, dear Eugenie, you do me wrong 
altogether ; believe me, I do love you sincerely. I know 
that I have acted foolishly^ wrongly towards you, — I 
know that, prompted by vanity, and the gay and. roving 
disposition of youth, flattered and courted, idle, perhaps, 
and conceited, I appeared to neglect and undervalue the 
iewel that was offered to me in the hand of Eugenie de 
Menancourt. But, believe me, dear Eugenie, that it was 
not that I failed to esteem that jewel at its full aad 
highest price ; it was but that foolishly I thought it my 
own beyond all risk. Consider in wnat school I had 
been brought up, — consider the lightness and fickleness 
of all by whom I was surrounded ; forgive me the errors 
and the follies that are past away for ever, and give me 
an opportunity of proving to you that they are deeply re- 
gretted, and will never he renewed. My whole life, my 
whole thoughts, my whole endeavours, shall be devoted 
to wipe out the evil impressions which a few acts ot 
folly nave left upon your mind ; and surely, th« unceas- 
ing devotion and tenderness of one who will never forget 
that he wronged you, and that you forgave him, will be 
sufficient to atone for errors which proceeded more from 
idle levity than from evil purpose." 

" Monsieur d'Aubin," said Eugenie, sadly, "I accuse 
you of nothing, I blame you for nothing. What might 
nave been my feelings towards you, had your conduct 
been diflferent towards me, 1 cannot tell — I cannot even 
guess: but you greatly deceive yourself if you think 
that my sentiments towards you originate in anger, or 
mortified vanity, or wounded pride. I must be candid 
with you to the very utmost, and tell you that I never 
felt towards you any thing which could enable your 
conduct to others to inflict one pang upon me. I have 
never loved you, Monsieur d'Aubin, and the only efi«ct 
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of your behaviour has been to teach me that I never can 
love you." 

" You have inflicted upon me that m<»rtifying reitera- 
tion, somewhat often," replied D'Aubin ; " and pechaps 
I an* not wrong when I ask, whether the want of iove 
towards your promised husband in the past and the pre- 
sent, has not originated in love for another?" 

Eugenie's cheek crimsoned to a hue deeper than the 
rose ; and something between conAision and indignation 
kept her silent. D'Aubin drew his own conclusions ; 
but, strange to say, though those conclusions were as 
bitter as well might be, they only added fire to the 
fierceness of his pursuit His cheek, however, redden- 
ed also; but it was with the struggle of anger, and 
interest, pride and vanity ; and he went on : ^' I see I 
am right, Mademoiselle de Menancourt, and am sorry 
to see it. Nevertheless, my confidence in you is such, 
that I entertain diot .the slightest doubt, that however 
unwisely you may iuLve entertained such feelings hither- 
to, you will crush them with wise precaution, and bury 
them in speedy oblivion^ when you become ray wife. 
Nor am I inclined to resign my hopes of teaching you 
to change all such opinions by my own conduct, and of 
bringing you to love me^ when your duty shall be en- 
gaged to second all my efiforts." 

Eugenie saw that her fate was determined, as far as 
the Count d'Aubin had power to govern it. She saw 
that with him entreaties would he ineffectual, and tears 
of no avail. Nothing then remained but resolution; 
and althoufi^h she knew not what protection the law of 
iier native land held out to one under her circumstances, 
and was too well aware that in the city where she was 
detained, popular violence had broken through all the 
restraints of society ; yet she determined that no weak- 
ness or want of ener^ on her own part should favour 
the oppression to which she was subjected. As soon 
as she perceived that the humble supplications to which 
she had descended fell as vainly upon the ear of the 
Count d'Aubin, as the song of the charmer upon the deaf 
adder, her whole manner changed ; and, assuming the 
same look of unconquerable determination which he 
had put on towards her, she replied, " My duty, Sir 
Count d'Aubin, will never either second < r prompt any 
efforts on my part to feel differently towa* is you than I 
do now ; for I never will be, and nevei can be, youjr 
4» 
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wife. The arm of power may drag me to the attar, and 

a mockery of religious service may be read between ns } 
but there, as here, my voice shall steadfastly pronounces 
the same refusal ; the ring, with which you think to wed 
me, shall be trampled under my feet ; and as long as I 
have strength to lift my Yoice, I will appeal against the 
tyranny which oppresses me; and let me warn you, 
that every step that you take forward in this brutal and 
ungentlemanly course will but increase those feelings 
which you have this day striven in vain to remove, till 
indifference becomes dislike, and dislike grows into de- 
testation." 

" You will think better of this, Eugenie," said d'Au- 
bin, surprised and struck by energy and vehemence, 
such as he had never witnessed in her before. " We 
are destined to be united, and be assured that nothing 
can make a change in this arrangement. Let us not 
meet, then, at enmity. You will think better of this." 

" Never," replied Eugenie, " never ! You have rous- 
ed a spirit in my bosom, Count of Aubin, that you knew 
not existed there — that I knew not myself till this hour. 
But I feel that it will bear me through everything ; and 
I tell you boldly, and at once, that I would infinitely ra- 
ther die, were death within my. choice this moment, 
than be the wife of Philip of Aubin." 

D' Aubin bit his lip, and casting his eyes upon the 

f [round, paused for a moment in deep thought, his reso- 
utions and purposes shaken by what he had heard, and 
his mind once more undecided. " Tell me," he said at 
length, " tell me, Mademoiselle de Menancourt, if by 
my application to the Duke of Mayenne, the ceremony 
of our marriage this night, which I see has been an- 
nounced to you by the Duchess de Montpensier, can be 
put off to some later period, will you give me the hope, 
that after a certain time, during which, my conduct to- 
wards youiself, and towards the world, shall he in every 
respect irreproachable, I may obtain your hand, without 
doing that violence to your feelings, which it seems 
would be the consequence of our present union ?" 

Eugenie turned deadly pale, under the emotion that she 
felt. The words of the Count d' Aubin offered her the pros* 
pect of a temporary relief — offered the means of obtain- 
ing .invaluable time, during which a thousand changes of 
circumstances might take place to free her from the diffi- 
' culties and dangers that surrounded her; but she asked 



THE DAYS OP HENRY ftUATRE. 43 

herself, how tvus this to be boug^ht ? By deceit, by tbe 
first deceit she had ever been guilty of in life ; and 
though many a casuist might argue, perhaps justly, that 
she had a right to oppose the unjustifiable means em« 
ployed against her, by any method in her power to use, 
the heart of Eugenie de Menancourt was not one that 
could admit such close reasoning in regard to honesty 
and truth. She would not have bought her life by de- 
ceit ; and though perhaps in the present instance she 
might feel that more than life itself was at stake, she 
would not sacrifice her own good opinion even for that. 

" No, Monsieur d'Aubin," she replied, after a long and 
agitated pause — " No ! — I will not deceive you. No 
time can change my opinion or determination. I never 
can be your wife. If you will desist from your present 
pursuit — if you will recollect the former generosity of 
your sentiments — i you will consider your own honour, 
and my peace of mind, and set me free from this perse- 
cution, you will merit and obtain my deepest gratitude, 
my thanks, and my admiration ; but, Philip of Aubin, 
you never can have more." 

" Then you seal your own fate, Eugenie de Menan- 
court," replied D'Aubin, ^' and things must take their 
course, as already arranged. Yet think not that this 
arrangement has been planned solely to gratify me. 
Other and more important interests are involved therein, 
and you will see by this note from the Duke of Mayenne, 
that motives of state necessity compel both him and me 
to abridge that ceremonious delicacy which otherwise 
would have been extended towards you." 

Eugenie took the paper, and tried to read it over ; but 
agitation and apprehension caused the letters to dance 
before her eyes, and she only gathered the general im- 
port, and saw that as far as Mayenne and the Count 
d'Aubin had power, her fate was sealed indeed. Al- 
though her resolution remained in full force, and her 
mind was as unconquered as ever, she felt that her bod- 
ily powers were failing her; and fearful that Aubin 
snould' see how rtiuch she was overcome, as well as 
anxious for a few hours of uninterrupted thought, she 
waved her hand for him to leave her. 

"Not one word more?" he said, advancing as if ta 
take her hand. " Not one word more ?" 

'* No," replied Eugenie, shrinking back from him with 
involuntaFy horror. " No, 1 have nothing mor^ to sty.'^ 
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D'Aubin turned on his heelj mortified to the ▼cry 
heart by the personal dislike which he marked with the 
keen eyes ot wounded vanity ; and, without another 
word, lef^ Eugenie to solitude, and to feelings very 
nearly akin to despair. 



CHAPTER IV. 

A LONG summer's day was over, and nothing remained 
of its splendour but a fading tint of purple in the deep 
blue sky ; while Venus and the moon came hand in 
hand together above the trees, as if to divide between 
their bright but gentle rule, the tranquil kingdom of the 
night. The royal camp no longer sounded with the 
clang of arms or the tramp of marching men ; the ma- 
noeuvres for the day were over; and the soldiery, quar- 
tered in the village of St. Cloud itself, had left the streets 
vacant, while they sought consolation, after all the 
labours and exertions of the morning, in the gay even- 
ing meal and often replenished flask. The body of the 
dead King lay — almost forgotten, by those who had fed 
upon his Bounty and encouraged his vices, — in the house 
where the hand of the assassin had struck him ; and 
lights were just beginning to twinkle in the windows ot 
the old chSiteau where the new monarch had fixed his 
abode the night after his accession to the tottering 
throne of France. 

Such was the state of St. Cloud, when, on the third 
evening after the death of Henry the Third, a party of 
horsemen paused at the gates of this park, and, dis- 
mounting there, advanced towards the old palace on 
foot. The guards at the gates saluted as the cavaliers 
passed ; and Henry the Fourth, who walked a step be- 
fore the rest, mused as he proceeded, leading the way 
with a slow step, and sometimes gazing up thoughtful- 
ly at the blue twilight sky, sometimes fixing his eyes 
upon the gravel of the path, absorbed in deep and silent 
reverie. At length, turning to those who accompanied 
him, he said, " Our arrangements, I think, are all now 
complete, and we may begin our march to-morrow. I 
have to thank you, Rosny, for Meulan 5 and you, St 
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S^al, for as fine a body of men as ever a loyal heart 
brought to the aid of a poor king. D'Auniount has, I 
suppose, already marched to see what friends he can 
taise for. us in the east ; but I much fear that our mes- 
senger has never reached our worthy cousin, the Count 
de Soissons ! However, it matters not, as, by the reports 
from Normandy, we shall most likely change our plans. 
Still I could wish, De Rosny, that you would write a 
few lines to the Count, bidding him advance as fast as 
possible upon Mans, and then regulate his movements 
by what he hears of ours ; remembering, however, that 
the great object is to bring me men and money as, speed- 
ily as possible. Let the letter be copied six times, and 
I will come and sign each ere half an hour be over. Sent 
by six separate messengers, one of these letters can 
scarcely fail to reach him. You, St. Real, look well to 
your quarters ; for these Leaguers must know how much 
our forces are diminished, and may strive for some ad- 
Tantage. Fare you well! Goodnight! duickl up to 
the chateau, Rosny, and take all these others with you. 
I would fain have half an hour's quiet thought, amidst 
these moonlight walks, where so many of my ancestors 
have wandered, ere I quit them, perhaps for ever, after 
kaving been their sovereign but for a day !" 

" Were it not better, your Majesty," replied De 
Rosny, in a low voice, " to keep a few of your attend- 
ants around you? Remember that the dagger of the as- 
sassin found your predecessor in the midst of his army 
and his court, and that treason has been so evident 
among those by whom we are surrounded, that we can- 
■ot tell whose hand may next be armed against his 
monarch's life." 

" I fear not, De Rosny," replied Henry, " I fear not ! 
If it be the will of God that I fall, the weapon will find 
me in the midst of guards and precautions, as easily as 
alone in the open field. Nor do I fear the treason you 
seem to apprehend. Our camp has lately been like a 
butt of new made wine, in one general ferment, where 
ail was troubled and unpalatable ; but that very ferment, 
I trust, has worked it clear ; and I would not be the 
man to fancy myself continually surrounded by secret 
enemies — no, not if I could thereby spin out this mortal 
thread for centuries beyond the length of ordinary lives I 
No, no ! De Rosny, I fear not, and I would be alone." 

The last words .were spoken in a tone that left no 
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• reply ; and De Rosny, beckoning to those who followed|. 
walKed on directly towards the ch&teau, while Henry 
turned into one ot the lateral alleys, down which the 
moonlight was streaming in full effulgence. One or 
two of the attendants lingered for a moment, as if still 
unwilling to leave the King ; but Henry waved his hand 
for them to depart, and then walked on. 

There are periods in the life of every man, when so 
many events are crowding into the short space of a few 
days, when such manifold calls upon attention, and such 
deep and important interests for consideration load the 
winffs of every minute as it flies, that time is wanting 
for uie recollection, for the thought, for even the feeling, 
of how the mighty changes which are going on around 
us affect our own individual nature, and work upon our 
bein^ and our fate. At those periods, to every tninking 
and mtellectual mind, comes a thirst and a longing for 
even a brief space of calm reflection ; and we gladly 
seize the very first opportunity of withdrawing our 
thoughts from the wearying necessity of directing our 
actions on the instant, and give them up for a time to 
that consideration of remote prospects and general feel- 
ings, which, after the energetic activity lately required 
of us, is comparatively a stale of tranquillity and re- 
pose. 

Such had been, and such was the situation of Henry 
the Fourth. Since the assassination of the late king, 
scarcelv an instant had passed without some imperious 
demand for immediate exertion. Mighty and deep were 
the interests involved ; imminent and terrible Were the 
perils that surrounded him ; and the consequences of 
every step that his foot trod upon the rough and precipi- 
tous path before him, were not only destined to afiect 
himself as an individual, but to carry weal or wo to 
thousands and tens of thousands; to change the fate of 
states and kingdoms, and decide the destiny of genera- 
tions yet unborn. His crown and station for life, the se- 
curity and fortune of his friends, the power of recom- 
pensmg those who served him, the right of chastening 
the rebel, and of punishing the traitor ; the means of re- 
storing peace to his rent and devastated country, the 
weal and welfare of his whole people, hung tremnling 
in the balance of every instant, and required the exer- 
tion of all the energies with which God had blessed his 
great and pow<irful miod, for the direction of his feeling 
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md generous heart. The exertions of those enerffies 
had not heen spared hy Henry the Fourth. He had lost 
not a moment ; he had neglected not an opportunity ; he 
had tlone more than mortal frame could well endure ; 
and had taken from the cares of empire not eren the 
time for necessary refreshment and repose. But now 
that the hurricane had in some measure passed by, that 
the evil of the hour was accomplished, and that every 
means which human sagacity could aeyise had been 
taken to remedy past misfortunes, and to guard against 
ftiture perils, 'he gave way to that longing thirst for com- 
munion with his own heart, which the heat of the great 
storm of difficulties and dangers he had undergone, and 
&e fatigue of mighty exertions, had left behind. Well, 
well might he think of that vast, dim, misty prospect, 
Hie future ! Well, well might he look around to see, if 
beyond the rocks, and shoals, and tempests, which sur- 
rounded him, he could perceive no calmer scene, no 
haven of repose, no gleam of sunshine to light him on over 
the dark and troubled waters around him ! Well, well 
might he ask his own heart, if he could have courage, 
and energy, and perseverance sufficient, to dare all the 
dangers, to bear all the reverses, and again and again 
breast the waves which had so often dashed him back 
against the rocks. 

Such were his thoughts, such the matter of his con- 
templation, as, with his eyes now bent on the ground, 
now raised towards the sky, he walked slowly along 
one of the alleys of the old park of St. Cloud. But his 
mind wandered far, too, and paused for a moment upon 
many of those collateral associations to which his cir- 
cumstances and situation gave rise. He thought of the 
•ofrows and caies of kingly lot, of the ingratitude and 
baseness of mankind, of the hoUowness and heartless- 
ness of courts, and of the selfishness and insincerity of 
many of those who dwelt in them. He remembered the 
hie of his immediate predecessor; betrayed by those 
whom he had favoured, driven from his capital, and 
almost hurled from his throne by the friend and com- 
panion of his youth,* opposed in arms by those whom 
Lis bounty had fed and pampered, and murdered by the 
iepresentative of an order which he had loaded with ben- 

* The Duke of Guise, who shook the throne of Henry the Third, and 
mtm afterwards barbarouslr assassin^ed by cominand of that monarch, 
M be«i his howtm friend in youth. 
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efits, and degraded himself to serve. He . thought of 
what might be hi^ own fate ; and, judging irom all the 
signs that he saw around him, he argued, that the well 
of bitterness was but freshly opened for him, and that 
his hand held a cup of sorrow whereof he was destined 
to drink to the very last drop. 

Then again, as ne raised his eyes towards the beauti 
ful planet which was diffusing the flood of her tranquil 
light over field, and plain, and wood, over armed camp 
and beleagured city, as calmly and tranquilly as if noth- 
ing but peace, and virtue, and happiness dwelt beneath 
her beams, his mind reverted to his early days, when ha 
had seen the same efiiilgent rays pour through the * 
mighty masses of his native mountains, and stream 
down the lovely valleys in which be had first learned to 
shoot his boyish arrows at the mark, to cast the light 
line for the silver trout, or to pursue the swift-footed 
izzard over the beetling crags : and as he thought of 
those sweet limes, and happy hours, how he did long, 
with the deep yearnibgs of the disappointed heart, to he 
able to cast away crown end sceptre, sword and shield, 
the miseries of high station, the bitter wisdom of man- 
hood, and to sport again, a boy, with the happy careless- 
ness of other years, by the bright waters of the Gave, and 
amidst the lustrous valleys of Ossau, Argelez, and Pau, 

By this time he had nearly reached the end of the 
alley, where it opened out upon a small lawn, over 
which, in the neglect of all things that existed during 
the civil wars, the grass had grown up long and ran^ 
and he was preparing to return and bend his steps to- 
wards the chateau, when a light rustling sound among 
the trees caught his ear, and made him draw round his 
sword belt, till the hilt of his well-tried weapon was 
within easy reach of his hand. 

The next moment the cause of that sound stood before 
him, at the distance of about ten paces ; and the moon 
afforded quite sufficient light to show the monarch that 
no fresh peril was near. The form was that of a pag& 
and the next mpment Leonard de Monti advanced, ana 
cast himself upon his knee at Henry's feet. "Ha ! my 
friend the page !" cried the King, " I saw you yester- 
day, as I passed through the village, and recognised yon 
instantly ; but had no time to speak. What would you 
now, good youth ?" and as he spoke he extended his 
hand towards him. 
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Leonard de Monti raised it to his lips, bat still con- 
tinued kneeling, while he replied, '^ I crave a boon, 
aire. You ma^ remember that I once, not many moons 
since, led you in safety through more than one path of 
danger ; and you iwomised me then, that if ever I ask- 
ed you a boon consistent with your honour, you would 
grant it." 

" And so I w^ill, if it be possible," answered Henry, 
'^ though I have granted you one boon already without 
your asking it ; I mean, that I have kept your secret I" 
Leonard de Monti started up and drew a step back; 
but the King continued, "Did you fancy I did not re- 
collect you ? Ah ! within five minutes after our first 
meeting: but never mind, and do not fear; speak your 
boon boldly, and, if it be in my power, I will not say 
nay ; though, to tell the truth, within these three days I 
have granted so much, that I doubt if there be any thing 
left in all France to grant !" 

"Mine will not be difl&cult, sire," replied the page; 
" it is but this, that you will give me, under ytfur royal 
hand, an order addressed to all your lieutenants, officers, 
and seneschals^ and to all persons, in short, who hola 
you dear, to aid and help me with the whole of their 
power, whenever I shall call upon them ; to protect me, 
and all who are with me in case of danger, and to give me 
every kind of information and assistance which I may 
require for my personal safety." 

" You ask a very high and unlimited power of com- 
mand, for a boy ot your age !" said the King, laughing, 
" but I think I may trust you ; and yet," he added, in a 
graver tone, " sucn authority might be abused." 

The boy again advanced and once more bent his 
knee, "Never by me, sire !" he said ; "and to think so 
for one moment, would be to do me foul injustice. Born 
in a foreign land, and my own sovereign at least, I can- 
not oflFer you allegiance ; but I swear with truer inten- 
tions than many of those who have vowed faith and 
service to you within these three days, that I will never 
use the power I ask from you but for the purposes of 
safety. I promise it upon my word, a word that never 
was broken ; upon my nonour, an honour that has never 
known a stain." 

"You are an extraordinary being," said the Kinff. 
"and I trill do what you ask without a doubt ; but tell 
me," he added with a smile, " what name shall I put in 

Vol. It— 6. 
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this general order? Shall it he Leonard de Monti, or 8 
nohler name ?" 

" Show me that you do really know me," answered 
the other, in a gayer tone than he had hitherto used, 
" by writing the name you would fix upon me in the 
letter." 

" Do you think I have forgotten the conferences ef 
Niott?" demanded Henry; "no, no! I remember them 
well ; and I recollect, too, that when I pressed Madame 
de Saulnes somewhat hard to tell me what I was really 
to expect from the court of that day, she told me to ask 
you, not her; for that your habits were different; you 
never told a falsehood, and she never told the truth !" 

"But I told you nothing!" exclaimed the boy, eagerly. 

" No, but you said plainly you would not !" answered 
the King, " and, therefore, I trusted you with my life 
when last I met you ; and will trust you to the very ut- 
most now. Come, let us go back to the castle." 

As be-spoke, he took the hand of the youth, who had 
again risen ; but Leonard de Monti instantly withdrew 
it, saying, " Perhaps I had better send for the paper when 
your Majesty has had leisure to finish it." 

" Good faith, you must take it now or never !" an- 
swered Henry : " but who have we here ?" 

" 'Tis but a page I sent to seek you at the chateau, 
sire," replied his companion, " while I waited among the 
alleys for his return. I heard your voice, however, 
as you dismissed your attendants, and followed you 
hither." 

, " Ha, St. Real's dwarf, who met us in the wood T' 
cried the monarch, as the page Bartholo approached, 
"Pardie! your schemes seem to have been well and 
deeply laid ; and yet there is a mystery which I cannot 
altogether fathom ; though I have been accustomed to 
deal with those whose trade is deceit, till my eyes, I be- 
lieve, would well nigh penetrate the nether millstone. 
You must some day let me into the secret of all this." 

"Perhaps I may, your Majesty," replied the youth, 
" that is, I may sometime give you the secret of my own 
conduct. The secret of my present request, sire, is 
very soon told. I seek but to aid the oppressed, and if 
your Majesty will listen to the tale, it shall be told as 
we go along." 

" Speak, speak !" replied the King : " we treat as 

ctown to crown, you Enow^ and I must e'en tikeal 

V *- .. . 
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much or as little of your confidence as your diplomacy 
IS pleased to suffer. Speak, speak ! and if I can aid 
you, count upon ray help." 

Leonard de Monti made a sign to Bartholo to draw 
back ; and then walking by the side of the King, with 
the ease of one accustomed to courts, and the society of 
princes, proceeded to tell the tale he had mentioned, in 
a low voice, the tones of which scarcely reached the 
dwarf's ear. It was evident, however, that the King 
soon became interested ; sometimes suddenly interrupt- 
ing the soft melodious tones in which the voice spoke, 
to ask some rapid question, sometimes abruptly pausing 
to listen with greater attention, and then resuming his 
walk towards the chSiteau. When they had nearly 
reached the gates, the monarch again turned, exclaim- 
ing, "Marry her to St. Real! — Pardie ! that was not 
the consummation I expected." 

" And why not, sire?" demanded the boy. "Where- 
fore should she not be married to St. Real?" 

" Why, certainly, I did not suppose you wished to 
marry her yourself!" replied Henry, laughing. " You 
are very generous, however." . 

" Sire, your Majesty mistakes me," replied Leonard 
de Monti in a grave tone, — " mistakes me, my views, 
wishes, and purposes entirely." 

" I perceive I do," replied the King, " and acknow- 
ledge you are more a mystery to me than ever. How- 
ever, this is all irrelevant to the matter of deep interest 
which you have just told me, and to the shrewd but 
daring plans which you have formed. On my honour," 
he added, " you have a bold and generous heart, and, 
could we but get you to grow a little taller, would 
make as good a knight as ever couched a lance. But let 
us speak to the point. You must have my counsel and 
advice, for I have been somewhat famous for cottps de 
main in my day j — be so good, Sir Dwarf, as to put at 
least a hundred times your own length between your 
steps and ours ; we shall give you notice when we want 
your presence at our conference." Thus saying, the 
king again entered the lateral alley, in whicn he had 
first met Leonard de Monti, and, dropping his voice so 
as to confine the sense of his words to the ears for which 
they were intended, he continued the conversation with 
rapid and eager interest. Leonard de Monti frequently 
jcin^ in ; and, by the time they reached the end of the 
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walk, it seemed that their plans wete fully arranged; 
for, turning suddenly round, they returned with much 
quicker steps towards the chfxteau, keepinp^ silence also 
as they went, till at length, when withm a hundred 
yards of the terrace, Henry hurst into a loud laugh, ex- 
claiming, "Ventre Saint Gris, 'twill be worth half a 
province so to circumvent his slow Highness of May- 
enne !" 

He then led the way into the palace ; and, biddins 
the dwarf wait in the vestibule, proceeded to a small 
cabinet in which De Rosny, together with a secretary, 
was busily engaged in writing the letters before men- 
tioned to the Count de Soissons. The grave and 
somewhat formal Huguenot raised his eyes with some 
surprise to the handsome and glittering youth who en- 
tered with the King, and to whose face and person he 
was totally a stranger. Henry, however, without no- 
ticing his astonishment, and seemingly entirely occu- 
pied by the thoughts to which his late conversation had 
given rise, led the way on into a chamber beyond, bid- 
ding the secretary bring him instantly materials for 
writing. Then casting himself into a chair, he wrote 
with a rapid hand, in the first place, the general letter, 
which the youth had originally demanded, and then 
another longer epistJe, which he folded and sealed with 
his private signet. 

" This," he said, handing the letter to Leonard de 
Monti, " this is to be your last resource, if other means 
fail ; and I do not think, however he may deny our au- 
thority, that our worthy cousin will neglect the warning 
there given him. Nevertheless, try all other means 
first, and forget not to give me instant information of the 
result; for even should the beginning be successful, it 
may require some pains and some power to render the 
end equally fortunate." 

The boy, who had remained standing, took the papers; 
and kissing the King's hand, with many thanks, retired 
from his presence. Passing^ through the vestibule, he 
beckoned to the page to foUow him, and, with a rapid 
step, proceeded to the outward gates. Then taking his 
way to the auberge, in Avhich St. Real lodged, he en- 
tered the room in which the young marquis was seated. 

St. Real beckoned him to approach, saying, " I have 
Bent for you twice, Leonard." ' 

"No one told me of it, sir," replied the boy, "and in 
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hct no one could, for I was absent till within this mo- 
ment. But what are your commands ?" 

"Come hither," said St. Real, with a smile, "and I 
will tell you." The page approached ; and the young 
lord mar&ing some sort of impatience in his countenance, 
for a few minutes played with his expectation as one 
might do with the eagerness of a child. 

At length, however, he asked more gravely, " Do you 
remember, on the night of the King's death, you sang 
me a song, and repeated me a proverb, which, together 
with your own words, too well applied to myself to 
have been spoken accidentally. You escaped me at the 
time ; and smce, I have not had an opportunity of speak- 
ing with you on the subject. But now I must not only 
demand to know, how you have fathomed secrets which 
I thought confined to my own bosom ; but I must also 
require of you to tell me, who, and what you are, for 
your language and your station are at variance, and I 
must have my doubts satisfied." 

" Sir " replied the boy, while first a playful smile, and 
then a look almost approaching to sorrow, passed over 
his countenance, " with regard to what I know of your- 
self, some day I may tell you how I know it, but I cannot 
tell you now. In regard to what you ask concerning 
myself^ I can give you but one answer. Did you ever 
hear oi beings called fairies, who, for some particular 
motive of friendship or regard, sometimes come down to 
do better than mortal service to a chosen race, or a par- 
ticular individual ? If you have heard of such beings — 
and who has not? — you must know, that the very first 
question concerning their nature, or their fate, dissolves 
the spell that binds them to the person they serve, and 
ends their term of service. Such, sir, is the case with 
me. So long as you asked me no question, I was your 
willing page and numble attendant. Your curiosity has 
dissolved the spell, and all I can do is, to bid you fare- 
well, and to tell you, that you will never see Leonard de 
Monti more." 

Thus saying, he again darted out of the room, leaving 
St. Real uncertain whether he spoke in jest or earnest. 
Determined, however, to know more, the young noble- 
man started up, and opened the door, in order to call the 
gay youth back, and question him farther. Bartholothe 
dwarf was seated in the anteroom, together with another 
attendant; and St. R^al bade him instantly follow the 
5* 
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page, and bring him back. The dwarf stared for u tno- 
nient, as if in astonishment at the command ; and then 
replied, that he knew not where to find Leonard, for that 
he had seen him enter the room from which the yoang 
lord had just come, but had not seen him return. The 
other attendant was in the same story, and St. R6al 
caused the boy to be sought for in vain. 

The next morning, however, a still greater defection 
was found among his followers, which satisfactorily ac- 
counted to St. R6al for the magical disappearance oi his 
page on the preceding night. The dwarf Bartholo, and 
three of his ordinary attendants, were no where to be 
heard of; but, by this time, the tampering of the Leaguers 
with every class of persons in the royal camp was so 
great and notorious, that St. Real was not at all sur- 
prised to find that fou^ of his followers had been induced 
to quit his service. The loss of Leonard de Monti, 
however, he felt more than he could have anticipated 
from the short time the youth had been in his service, 
and from the slightness of the duties required at his 
hands ; but, from the first moment he had seen him, the 
young lord of St. Real had conceived an interest in his 
page, which every hour had increased. During his first 
deep sorrow for the loss of his father, he had K»und the 
boy's attentions so soothing and well-judged, his sym- 
pathy apparently so deep and true, his few words of 
consolation so mingling together sense and feeling, that 
he felt gratitude towards him as well as regard ;'but there 
was something more than all this. With all the boy's 
occasional boldness and daring, there was blended a 
softness and a gentlenessj whibh, together with the ap- 
parent weakness of his slight frame, and a few traits of 
timidity, approaching to cowardice, rendered him an 
object of that care and guardianship, which always en- 
dears those in whose behalf it is exercised. Thus, when 
St. Real found that the youth had really left him, though 
he felt some slight degree of anger at a desertion which 
he was conscious he had not deserved, he experienced 
no small desire to know the former, and guide the future 
fate of Leonard de Monti. 

Events, however, calling for frequent and vigorous 
exertion, were multiplying §o rapidly round his path, 
that he had but little time to give to matters of more re- 
mote interest. He occasionally thought of the youth, it 
is true, but more oikn grieved over the <^6ttduct of his 
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eoadn, and never ceased to ponder, with bitterness of 
beart, on the fate of Eugenie de Menancourt, and on his 
«wn reelings towards her. But still every hour brought 
«ome claim upon his attention of a diffe^-ent kind ; and in 
the retreat of the royal army, which began two days after 
his page had left him, he had scarcely time for thought 
of any other sort, than the anxiety and foresight attendant 
upon withdrawing a small and ill-supplied body of men 
irom the presence of a powerful adversary. 

It was in the midst of the arrangements incident to 
«och a retreat, that, at the first halting-place on the march, 
Monsieur de Sancy came into the small room in which 
St. Real was seated at Mantes, exclaiming, " I have 
news for you, Monsieur de St. R6al ! Your cousin has 
already secured the recompense at which he aimed in 

Quitting us. He was married last night to Mademoiselle 
e Menancourt, the rich heiress of Maine. I have it 
from one who was in Paris at the time." 

St. Real made no reply ; but he turned so deadly pale, 
that De Sancy could not but observe that something had 
^one amiss, and instantly strove to turn the conversation 
into another channel. 



CHAPTER V. 



iT- 



iT.was toward that hour in the evening, at which the 
rays of twilight that linger behind the rest of the lustrous 
retinue of day are called away from the sky, and our 
hemisphere is given over to the night — It was at that 
hour, too, which is more important, when the joyous 
denizens of the gay capital of France, after having sun- 
ned themselves through the long afternoon of a summer's 
day in the gardens and highways, were in those times 
wont to retire each to his individual home, to enjoy such 
dainties as the bounty of nature and the skill of his cook 
had prepared for the last meal of the evening — It was 
about nine o'clock, then, on a night in August, when, 
the streets of Paris being nearly deserted by every one 
else, a strong troop of horsemen assembled in the little 
ftquare, nearly opposite to the dwelling of Eugenio de 
Menancourt. 
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The gentleman who was at their head, springing to 
the ground, ad v^anced to the door ; and after asking a few 
questions of one of the servants, entered the court. 
Shortly afterwards the carriage of Madame de Montpen- 
aier rolled heavily up ; and that fair dame herself, with 
one or two ladies in her train, descended therefrom, and 
mounted the great staircase. Then, after a pause of 
five minutes, appeared on horseback the Duke of May- 
enne, with his habiliments somewhat dusty, as if un- 
changed since his return from some long expedition, and 
accompanied by a numerous train of officers and attend- 
ants. Dismounting from his horse, the Duke dismissed 
at once the principal part of his suite ; only retaining 
two or three of the inferior attendants who remained be- 
low at the gate, while he himself, with a slow and seem- 
ingly unwilling step, entered the house. 

The servant who marshalled the Duke on his way to 
the saloon did not seem to look upon him with the blest- 
satisfied countenance in the world ; and the faces of the 
three or four attendants who had been permitted to re- 
main with the young heiress of De Menancourt, after 
their old lord's death, and who now appeared in the lob- 
bies and antechambers, seemed full, not only of grief, but 
of a sort of sullen determination, which, had their num- 
bers been greater, might have broken out at once in a 
more serious manner. 

Mayenne, however, marked them not, but mounted 
the stairs and entered the saloon; and certainly, if his 
heart revolted at the [•rt he was about to act, the scene 
which now presented itself to his eyes was not calcu- 
lated to reconcile him to the proceeding. 

Standing at one of the farther windows, and looking 
out into the dark street, where he certainly could see 
nothing to engage his attention, was the Count d'Aubin, 
while seated . at a table, on which stood two or three 
lighted tapers, was the unhappy Eugenie de Menan- 
court. Her dress was still deep mourning; and her 
eyes gave evident tokens of having shed late and bitter 
tears : but she was now calm ; and fixing her gaze upon 
vacancy, seemed totally inattentive to the words which 
Madame de Montpensier and her ladies, who stood 
round her, were pouring upon her dull, unheeding ear. 

" We cannot persuade her to change her dress, 
Charles," said the Duchess, pointing to the mourmng in 
which Eugenie was clothed. 



THE DAYS OP HENRY Q.tTATRE. VT 

^ "Never mind, never mind !" replied the Prince, impa- 
tiently 5 " why tease her more than necessary ? Let her 
wear what dress she will !" 

"Nay, Charles, but it is ominous," cried the Duchess; 
" pray speak to her about it." 

" Mademoiselle de Menancourt," said Mayenne, in a 
grave but not unkind tone, " let me persuade you to 
change this garb, if it be but for this night. It is unusual 
and ungracious to go to the marriage-altar in the robe of 
mourning, as if you were following some friend to the 
grave." 

Eugenie had started at his voice, and now looking up 
she replied, "Were I going willingly to the marriage- 
altar, my Lord Duke, I would change my garb; but 
what robe, but the robe of mourning, would you have 
me wear, when you are about to drag me to a fate, in 
comparison with which the grave itself were happiness. 
But, my Lord, you mistake me. If, as I am told, mar- 
riage must depend upon consent, and that none other is 
legal, my consent shall never be given to a union with 
the Count d'Aubin." 

" I am sorry to say, Madame," replied Mayenne. 
"that imperative motives of state necessity compel 
me " 

Mayenne was suddenly interrupted; for, unperceived 
by himself, the few servants and retainers of the old 
(jount de Menancourt, who had, as we have said, been 
suffered to remain with their youii^ mistress, had glided 
into the room one after the other, and stood ranged 
across the door ; and while the Duke Was speaking, the 
principal oflBcer of the unhappy girPs household, indig- 
nant at the oppression exercised towards the daughter of 
his beloved lord, strode forward and boldly confronted 
Mayenne, as if he had been his equal. " My Lord 
Duke," he said, "we will have none of this ! Our young 
Jady shall be free to srive her hand to whom she likes ; 
and if you drag her to the altar against her will, it shall 
be over our dead bodies ! Nay, frown not on me. Count 
d'Aubin. I have seen more stricken fields than you are 
years of age ; and a great man, when he is doing a wick- 
ed thing, is less than a little one. But all I have to say 
is, that though we be but few, we will die sooner than 
see our lady ill-used. Stop him in the way, Martin," 
he continued, speaking to his companions as he per- 
ceived the Count d'Aubin striding towards the door. 
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** We have them here ; but two against us seven ; and 
though, doubtless, we shall be handed for it after, we 
can, by one means, make sure that Mademoiselle shall 
never be forced to marry a Count d'Aubin!" 

Rage and fury had evidently taken possession of 
D'Aubin ; but Mayenne, on the contrary, listened cahnly 
and tranquilly, with a slight smile curling his lip, till the 
man had done speaking ; then, pointing to the window, 
he said, ^^Do me the favour. Monsieur d'Aubin, to call up 
the guard, hy the window, by the window, D'AubinF' 

" Lock the door, Martin," exclaimed the old attendant, 
as a comment upon Mayenne's words ; " we can settle 
the matter here before tne guard comes. Out with your 
swords, my men, and upon them !" 

But Eugenie interposed: "No, no ! my friends," she 
cried, rising ; "no, no! blood shall never be spilt on my 
account, ^uit the room, I beseech, I command you, and 
let them have their will, however iniquitous that will 
may be. Only remember, that whatever may be said, 
or whatever may be done, I do to the last protest, that I 
do not, and that I will not wed the Count d'Aubin; and 
though they may drag me to the altar, I am not, and ne- 
ver shall consider myself his wife : — leave me, I beseech 
you," she added, seeing some hesitation on the part of 
her attendants ; " leave me, if you would not increase 
my sorrow," and sinking down into her chair, she burst 
once more into a flood of tears ; while the attendants, 
still muttering and ewmng Mayenne and his companion 
with somewhat doubtiul glances, slowly and sullenly 
quitted the apartment. 

" Really, Monsieur d'Aubin," said Mayenne, in a low 
voice, " this should not go forward !" 

" Your promise, my Lord Duke," said d'Aubin, dryly. 

" Well, well," said Mayenne, shrugging his shoulders; 
and then producing a roll of parchment, he laid it on the 
table before Eugenie de Menancourt, whose weeping 
eyes were still covered with her hands, and said, " Ma- 
demoiselle de Menancourt, I am compelled by circum- 
stances, much against my inclination, to request your 
signature to this contract of marriage between yourself 
and the Count d'Aubin." 

" Never !" said Eugenie, distinctly ; "never !" 

Mayenne looked towards the Count d'Aubin, who said, 
in a low and hurried tone, " Never mind the contract, my 
liOjrd ! let us or^t over the ceremony in the chapeL That 
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will be sufficient. Marriage is a sacrament, you know, 
and that once past, ii cannot be shaken off." 

Mayenne paused for a moment, as if scarcely able to 
master the reluctance which struggled in his bosom, 
against the fulfilment of his promise to the Count d'Au- 
bin. " Where is Father Herbert ?" he asked at last ; 
" Catherine, did you not bring him with you ?" 

" He is waiting us in the chapel by this time^" replied 
Madame de Montpensier : " some one gave him a note 
lust as we were in the court, and he said he would fol- 
low instantly,- and join us below." 

"Send down and see. Monsieur le Compte," said 
Mayenne : "you had better call up some of the attend- 
ants, by means of that window," he added, " for we may 
be troubled by these pugnacious peasants again ; ana, 
indeed, I must take care that they be looked to till this 
business be blown over and forgotten. You are well 
aware," he continued in a low tone, speaking to d'Aubin, 
" that what we are doing is contrary to the law." 

*• I will take my share of the responsibility," replied 
the Count, sharply ; " and for your part, my Lord, if you 
cannot manage a parliament which is wholly devoted to 
you, I am afraid you will never be able to manage a 
kingdom, which is more than one half devoted to ano- 
ther." Thus speaking, he approached the open window, 
and„in a few words, directed some of the persons below 
to come up ; but almost instantly turned to Mayenne, 
saying, " I suppose that is your confessor just arrived — 
at least I hear some one inquiring for you in great haste 
apparently." 

Almost as he spoke, the door opened, and the Cheva- 
lier d'Aumale entered the saloon, followed by a person, 
who was evidently to be distinguished as a priest, both 
by his tonsure and robe, but upon whom Mayenne and 
his sister gazed as a stranger. " I beg your nighness's 

Eardon for intruding," said Aumale ; " but two things 
ave occurred which called upon me to wave ceremony. 
After leaving you, I rode on direct to your h6tel, where 
I found the whole world in confusion in consequence of 
that insolent villain, Bussy le Cleic, having caused your 
own confessor to be arrested by a party of his people 
within a hundred yards of your dwelling, upon the pre- 
tence of his favouring the Huguenots — your own confes- 
sor favouring the Huguenots !" 
"I will hang that j^itiful demagogue to. one of thm 
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Bpouts in the chatelet before many Mveeks are over I^' said 
Mayeni^e, sternly ; " but why did yon not follow and re- 
lease tiie good father, Monsieur d'Aumale?" he con- 
tinued. 

" Because, just at that moment," answered the CbcT- 
alier, " this reverend gentleman trotted up on his mule, 




your business with me, reverend sir 1 I can but ill at- 
tend to it at thia moment, unless it be important in- 
deed." 

" My business is to deliver that despatch, my son," 
replied the priest, placing in the hands oi the Duke a seal- 
ed paper, which he instantly tore open and read. 

"Most warlike and joyful news, by a most peaceful 
messenger !" exclaimed Mayenne I " Spain sends us a 
thousand men, Aumale, within three days ! Most joy- 
ful news, indeed ! and not the less acceptable from being 
conveyed to us by a minister of our holy religion." 

" Glad am I to hear you say so, my noble,and jrincely 
son," answered the priest ; " for his Highness of Parma^ 
when he over-persuaded me to quit my little flock at 
Houdaincourt, because he fancied a cassock would pass 
more safely with the tidings than a buff belt, did men- 
tion soinethinff about a vacant stall in the cathedral 
church of Carnbray, and the great love and reverence of 
our father, the Bishop, for your Highness, and all your 
illustrious, family." 

" Well, well, your good service, father, in the cause 
of the faith shall not go without reward," replied May- 
enne ; " but you are just come in time to do us another 
good service. Have you any objection to read the mar- 
riage service here, and win a rich benefice for your 
pains ?" 

Eugenie had heard every thing that passed, as if in 
a troubled dream ; and when the Chevalier d' Aumale 
had related the arrest of the confessor, a momentary 
hope of reprieve had crossed her mind. The last words 
of Mayeifne, however, and the ready assent of the priest, 
instantly extinguished it. The next moment it revived 
ap^ain, as she heard the somewhat strangely chosen mis- 
sive of the Prince of Parma observe, "But the lady 
seems to be weeping ! what is the cause of that ?" and 
t Tagoe puxpose of bfseeching hivfi not to join in the op- 
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jireiision which was exercised towards her, entered her 
thoughts. Ere she could execute such a design, how- 
ever, Mayenne, in a low voice, directed the Count d'Au- 
bin to take the priest out of the room, and explain to 
him, as he thought best, the circumstances of tne case, 
promising him what reward he judged light, to stop all 
troublesome inquiries. 

As the door opened and closed, Eugenie looked fear- 
fully around ; and feeling that the last hope of moving 
any one to pity lay in tne temporary absence of him 
whom she regarded as her most determined persecutor, 
she rose, intending to cast herself at the knees of May- 
enne, and to beseech him, by all that was noble and 
chivalrous in his nature, to become h^r protector against 
the violence of others, rather than to join in oppressing 
her himself During the last two days, however, she 
had undergone more mental suffering than her corporal 
frame could endure. The efforts of the last few minules 
had poured the drops of overflowing into the cup ; and 
though by great exertion she staggered to the spot, 
where Mayenne remained standing, after speaking to 
the Count d'Aubin, she could not utter a word, but fell 
fainting at his feet. At the same moment D'Aubin re- 
turned ; and there was a slight interval of confusion and 
uncertainty, some calling for water and essences, some 

Eroposinff to bear her to her own apartment. But D'Au- 
in interfered. " Let us seize the present moment," he 
said, " to carry her to the chapel, where we can find 
means of restoring animation. One great difficulty will 
then be got over, and we can proceed with the ceremo- 
ny at once." 

*' I have often heard," said Madame de Montpensier, 
" that yours is a determined nature. Monsieur d'Aubiu, 
but I did not know how determined till to-night." ' 

Without noticing the sneer by any reply, D'Aubin 
raised the senseless form of Eugenie de Menancourt ia 
his arms, and followed by the rest, bore her down one 
flight of stairs to the chapel, which, as usual in many 
of the principal h6tels of Paris at that time, was attached 
to the dwellmg, and independent of the paro<.*hial clerey. 
During his short absence, the Count had taken care that 
his own followers and those of Mayenne should clear 
that part of the house of the attendants of the unhappy 
object of his persecution, so that, by the way, he met 
with neither opposition nor inquiry. The chapel was 
Vol. II.— 6. 
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reached, and all was found prepared, with the priest 
standing at the altar. 

The situation of Eugenie instantly called his attention, 
however, and he exclaimed, " I cannot go on till the lady 
has recovered." 

" Nobody wishes you, sir priest," exclaipied D'Aubin, 
sharply. " Some one bring water ; quick !" 

Tnis command was rendered unnecessary, however; 
for by this time Eugenie was beginning to regain that 
miserable consciousness of the evils that surrounded her, 
from which even temporary insensibility had been a re- 
lief. Madame de Montpensier raised ner head ; May* 
enne, in broken and scarcely intelligible terms, endea- 
voured to speak a few words of comfort ; and, being 
lifted up be tore the altar, the vain ceremony of her mar- 
riage with the Count d'Aubin was begun by the priest, 
in hurried and not very distinct tones. 

Rallying all her powers for one last effort, Eugenie 
freed herself from the hands of those who supported her, 
and once more distinctly and firmly protested her dissent 
from the idle rite which they were performing^. Again 
overpowered, however, she sank upon her knees, the 
priest went on, and ere she well knew what past, the 
latal ring was upon her finger. 

Snatching it off instantly, however, she cast it down 
upon the floor of the chapel, and again fell back fainting 
into the arms of Madame de Montpensier. 

" See her carried back to her own apartments, poor 
ffirl !" cried Mayenne : and do you, Catherine, stay with 
her a while, and comfort her." 

" Let us leave her with her own people, Charles," an- 
swered Madame de Montpensier, comprehending better 
than her brother the nature of the only solace that one 
in the situation of Eugenie de Menancourt could receive. 
" We are all comparatively strangers to her ; and the 
best comfort in time of sorrow, to a woman's heart at 
least, is some familiar and long-remembered face. Will 
you call some of her own people. Monsieur le Comte 
d'Aubin ?" 

It was not, perhaps, from any unnatural hardness of 
heart that D'Aubin was mortified by the tone of commis* 
eration in which both Mayenne and his sister spoke of 
Eugenie de Menancourt ; but he felt, and could not help 
feeling, that their pity for the object of his perseeatioa 
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was a direct condemnatioD of himself. He believed also, 
and, perhaps, not erroneously, that Madame de Mont- 
pensier, on various accounts, experienced a degree oi 
pleasure in rendering every particular of the scene, in 
which he was so principal an actor, as painful to him as 
possible ; but he was a great deal too deeply skilled in 
the world's ways not to struggle to prevent those feel- 
ings and suspicions from appearing, either in an angry 
word, or in any attempt to make light of the sorrows he 
had caused. Sending for some of Euc^enie's attendants, 
therefore, he gave her over into their hands ; directing 
them, in a grave and earnest tone, and with the air ol 
one who now had a right to command, to bear her up to 
her usual apartments slowly and gently, and use instant 
means to recall her to consciousness. " Perhaps, madam," 
he added, turning to the Duchess, " you would at least 
watch the application of remedies to promote her re- 
covery, as these good people may be more affectionate 
than skilful." 

" I will do so with pleasure. Monsieur le Comte," re- 
plied Madame de Montpensier; " but I will retire as soon 
as I perceive that animation is returning ; for I am sure 
the sight of any one who has mingled in the horrible 
scenes through which the unhappy girl has just passed 
will for long fill her with terror and abhorrence." 

D'Aubin bit his lip, but made no reply ; and Madame 
de Montpensier in silence followed the attendants, who 
bore the insensible form of their young mistress out of 
the chapel. 

" And now, Monsieur le Comte," said Mayenne, " it 
must be time, I think, for you to put your foot in the 
stirrup, and ride, to make those preparations which we 
spoke of yesterday." 

"A few moments more, my good lord," replied 
D'Aubin, with a cynical smile. " Your Highness has 
so scrupulously fulfilled your part of the engagement, 
that you need be under no fear lest I should fail in mine. 
But ere I go, I must ask this worthy priest to give me a 
regular certification of my marriage with Eugenie de 
Menancourt, otherwise the retainers of her house may 
refuse to acknowledge the authority which it is so ne- 
cessary for the interests of your Highness that I should 
be fully enabled to exercise." 

'• You are right," replied Mayenne, calmly ; " be so 
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ffood, reverend father^ to draw up the document reqdired. 
The names are, Philip, Count d'Auhin, and Eugeniie, 
Lady of Menancourt and of Beaumont en Maine." 

In the little room which answered the purpose of a 
sacristy, materials for writing were soon procured, and 
the priest sat down to prepare the certification which 
was to place D'Auhin in possession of the property he 
had so unjustly acquired. 

" You are somewhat slow, sir priest," said the haugh- 
ty nohle, perceiving that every now and then he paused, 
and seemed to think of what ne should say ne^t ; " you 
are somewhat slow, as if you had never drawn a certifi- 
cate before." 

" I generally do leave it to the sacristan," replied the 
priest, mildly : " but that was not what made me hesi- 
tate, my son. I pondered whether I should insert that 
the marriage was agamst the lady's will ;" and a sly, 
though half-suppressed smile played about his lips, and 
put D'Auhin to silence. 

Mayenne, however^ replied. " No, no, good father," he 
said ; ^' make it as brief and as simple as possible. We 
need no comments." 

The priest accordingly concluded his task; and 
D'Auhin taking the certificate^ glanced his eye hastily 
over Its contents, and then turning to Mayenne, he said, 
" Now, my lord, I make all speed to Maine, leaving 
my bride in your hands, and trusting to find on my re- 
turn that, during my absence, you have used more elo- 
quence in my favour, than you have thought fit to do to- 
night in my presence." 

" I will do all that I can. Monsieur d'Auhin," replied 
Ma>renne, with calm dignity, " to efface from her mind 
the impression which this night must have left, to over- 
come objections founded on former conduct, of which I 
know nothing ; and to reconcile her to her fate, which 
she does not at all appear to consider the less bitter, be- 
cause it is inevitable." 

Both the Count d'Auhin and the Duke of Mayenne 
felt that, under existing circumstances, the fewer words 
that passed between them the less was likely to be the 
diminution of their friendship. Each had, in a conside- 
rable degree, a hold over the other; for D'Auhin. pos- 
sessing an extended right of command over the lands 
of Eugenie de Menancourt, was too powerful to be alien- 
ated from the League ; and yet, on ,the other hand, re- 
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tainiiig possession of the person of Eugenie de Menau^ 
court, Mayenne held D'Aubin to the League, by a 
bond that it would have beeb dangerous for him to break. 
D'Aubin, therefore, curbed the anger which during the 
whole evening had been gathering in his bosom, and 
merely bowing in reply to the last words of the Duke, 
quitted the chapel, mounted his horse, and galloped of^ 
followed by his attendants. 

" And now, my good father," said Mayenne, " return 
with me to the H6tel de Guise, and we will speak over 
this letter from the prince of Parma, and his promise re- 
garding the stall in Cambray." 

" May it please your Highness," replied the priest, 
*^as you are on horseback, and I am on foot — for I left 
my mule at the door of your h6tel — I will follow you 
with all speed, if you will leave some one to show me 
the way, for I cannot boast much acquaintance with the 
topography of this vast and labyrinth-like city." 

" Well, well, so be it," replied Mayenne. " But, now 
I think of it, my sister, the Duchess of Montpensier — 
that lady, who was here just now," he added, — " will 
bring you with her in her coach. It will hold ten with 
ease, and she has but four ladies with her. Wait here, 
and I will tell some of the attendants to let you know 
when she comes down." 

The priest bowed his head, and Mayenne departing, 
left a message for his sister, and rode back to the H6tel 
de Guise. Not long after the carriage of Madame de 
Montpensier rolled into the court, and the Duchess in- 
stantly sought her brother's cabinet. 

" One of your grooms told me. Charles," she said, 
" that I was to bring the priest witn me." 

" Certainly," replied the Duke. " Have you not done 

" No," she answered, " I have not, because I could not 
find him. We sought every where, in the chapel and 
the sacristy, and over all the lower part of the house ; 
but he has evidently gone away, and left the door of the 
chapel open behind him." 

" The foolish man has mistaken me, then," said May- 
enne j "but it matters not. He will not be long m 
finding me out, for he has not got his reward for either 
of the two services he has rendered to-night;, and if I 
may judge by his face, he is not a man to perform either 
the one or the other for tbe loye of God. So we shall^ 
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hear of him ere half aa hour be over, depend upon it.^ 
And he turned the cooversation to the distressing scene 
in which he bad so un willingly played a part. 

In regard to the priest, however, Mayenne was mis* 
taken. The night passed over without bis appearance; 
and the following morning, as the Duke was making in- 
quiries concerning him, be was interrupted by news of a 
different nature, in regard to which we must give some 
previous explanation. 



CHAPTER VI. 

When Eugenie de Menancourt, slowly and painfully, 
returned to consciousness of life and sorrow, she found 
herself in the saloon in which she usually sat, and in 
the arms of her own women. Gazing fearfully around, 
she sought to discover where the forms of those who so 
lately surrounded her were now concealed ; and as she 
satisfied herself that there was no one present but her 
own attendants, her bewildered imagination almost led 
her to hope, that the terrible scenes she had gone through 
were nothing but the phantasms of some horrible dream. 
Gradually, however, memory recalled every circum- 
stance with too painful a degree of accuracy to admit of 
her indulging any longer in such a happy delusion; and 
now, unrestrained by the presence oi any but those 
whom she knew and loved, she gave way to all the bit- 
ter sorrow that swelled her heart, and burst into a lonff 
and silent flood of tears. The tears, however, seemed 
to relieve her ; but the words which one of the young 
attendants whispered in her ear tended more than all to 
afford consolation, and to revive almost extinguished 
hope. 

"Do not weep so bitterly, lady, do not weep so bit- 
terly^" said the girl. " He is gone, he is gone, and may 
not return for months !" 

"Who is gone?" exclaimed Eugenie, starting up, 
and hurriedlv wiping the tears from her eves, that she 
might gaze the more intently upon the speaJLer. "Who 
i» gone 1 Who may i^»t retain for mouthy V* 
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« The Count d'Aubin, lady," replied the girl. « Ma- 
dame de MoDtpensier bade me tell you so, and gave me 
this note to be delivered to you, when yoa were weU 
enough to read it." 

" Give it to me — give it to me now," cried Eugenie ; 
and tearing it open, she held it to the light, gazing with 
eager eyes upon the contents. It was very brief, but al- 
most every word spoke comfort, for they went to inform 
her, that the Count d'Aubin, on business of importance, 
had been obliged to set off for Maine ; that the period oi 
his return was not decided, but that it cer^inly could 
not take place before the end of the month, while iC 
might be delayed longer ; and though the conclusion of 
the letter went to say, that both the Duke of Mayenne 
and Madame de Montpensier trusted that, ere the Count's 
return, Eugenie would have made up her mind to receive 
him as her husband, and to sign the formal contract of 
marriage, yet the intelligence of his absence was a re- 
prieve ; and imagination fondly clinging to the uncer- 
tainty of the future, at once renewed hope in her bosom. 

With hope came back the spirit of eicertion which had 
been crushed beneath despair. Dropping the note upon 
the table, as the lightening progress of thought ran on ia 
an instant from one object to another, she clasped her 
hands, exclaiming, "Where, where! can Beatrice of 
Ferara be ? She must be ill, or she would have come to 
me, I am sure." 

^' Shall we send, and see, lady ?" demanded one of 
the women. 

" Yes, yes 1 do so," replied Eugenie, " and leave me 
alone for half an hour ; I would fain think — I would fain 
consider what is best to be done ! I am better, indeed I 
am better now," she added, seeing the women look at 
her with some hesitation. " Stay in the anteroom, and 
I will call, if I want you." 

The women obeyed ; and Eugenie, leaning on the 
table, covered her eyes with her hands, and remained 
endeavouring to reduce, to some defimte and feasible plan, 
the vague hopes of relief which she had again conceived. 
But the effects of the agitation she had suffered still re- 
mained, and she found it impossible to fix her thoughts 
upon the future, so perseveringly did they wander back 
to the past. 

In this state she had continued about five or ten mi- 
mnee, when the soiiiid of an openiiig doer4DoiB 
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raise her eyes^ Thai which led into the aBtenxHD 
shut, as i^eU as that whieh gave egress, at ODce, upon 

the stair-€a$e ; but od the other side of the room there 
was another door, which communicated with an unoc- 
cupied part of the house^ looking into a back street which 
led away towards the Fanbotirg St. Antoine ; and when 
Eugenie turned her eyes in that direction^ she started up 
with surprise, and some degree of alarm, on perceiving 
it gently and slowly drawn back. Remembering, how 
ever, that her attenaants were in the anteroom, she pans-' 
ed, to see what would be the result, suppressing the ex- 
clamation which had nearly burst from her lips. 

The sight that the open door presented, when farther 
drawn back, was certainly one which in no degiee di- 
minished her surprise, but at the same time added noth- 
ing to her alarm ; for the person who opened it was alone ; 
nor was he one whose appearance was calculated to in- 
spire terror. It was the figure of a youth, apparently not 
more than fifteen or sixteen years of age, that now pre- 
sented itself, carrying a lamp in one hand, and unclosing 
the door with the other. His dress was of the gay and 
splendid costume of the court of Henry the Third, and 
from under his high -crowned beaver, and its nianifold os- 
trich feathers, the bright and glossy curls of his coal-black 
hair fell round as handsome a face as ever was beheld. 
A large cloak was wrapped about his arm, and riding 
boots pushed down lo his ancles, as was then customary, 
teemed to indicate that he either came from or was bound 
upon a journey ; and as Eugenie gazed upon him, she 
concluded at once that he was some page attached to the 
Count d'Aubin, who, sent with some message or letter 
ere his lord's departure, had either by accident or design 
passed by that part of the dwelling which was for the 
time out of use. As soon as this conviction struck her, 
she rose to call in her women, but the youth held up his 
band with a gesture which was easily interpreted into 
an entreaty to be silent ; and Eugenie again paused, say- 
ing in a low tone, " What do you seek here, sir ? Do 
not advance, or I must call my servants 1" 

The youth, however, did still advance, but with an 
air of deprecation and gentleness, that took away all 
fear; and when, within a step, he placed the lamp on 
the table, and bent one knee to the ground, Eugenie 
gazed upon him with doubt and astonishment ; but a 
eoniuaed and uncertain hope began to take possession 
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<^ her mind, as the boy raised her hand to his lips, and 
then, as he elided his arms round her waist, and, with 
Che jetty curls of his hair mingling with her light-brown 
locks, kissed her tenderly on either cheek, the fair girl's 
lace dropped upon her new companion's shoulder, and 
with a flood of tears she exclaimed, " Oh I Beatrice, 
Beatrice ! why did you not come sooner?" 

" I did come sooner," replied Beatrice of Ferara, — or 
Leonard de Monti, as the reader will, — " I did come 
sooner, my dear Eugenie, i did come sooner ! and 
have been in these apartments all the eyening, directing 
every thing that has passed in all this sad scene, thoug^h 
those who were actors therein knew nothing of the 
prompter. I could not come to console you, my Eugenie, 
nor to give you one word of comfort and assurance, lest I 
should be discoyered by all the spies and messengers 
who were going to and fro about this house during the 
whole of yesterday ; but I arranged the only means of 
saying you, and making my way into the house by the 
back street, watched till I saw my plan executed, and 
then came to bear you away to a place of greater seen* 
rity." 

^^ But, alas, alas ! your plan has failed," replied Eu- 
genie. ^^ The fatal ring has been upon my. finger." 

" Fear not ! fear not !" replied Beatrice, " That 
ring binds you to nothing, Eugenie. Such a marriage 
is lawful in no land under the sun ; and I took care that 
there should be plenty of witnesses to prove, hereaftei^ 
that your consent was refused to the last." 

" I know," replied Eugenie, " I know that such a 
marriage cannot be legal ; and I would sooner die than 
ever render it so. But still, Beatrice, still a ceremony- 
has taken place ; and though I will not be his wife, yet 
I can never, never feel myself free again !" 
♦ " Yes, yes, you can," replied Beatrice, with one of 
her gay smiles ; " yes, you can be free as ever to give 
Ibis fair hand to any one in the wide world you choose." 

Eugenie shook her head ; but Beatrice drew her 
arms closer around her, saying, " Well, you little infi*^ 
del, if you will not believe me without farther proo^ 
hear the secret of it all — but I dare not speak it aloud, 
lest the very spirits of the air should catch it, ere the 
poor man get back to the Huguenot camp ; for they 
would burn him alive in the Place de Greve, if their 
caught him; and the two .thousand putoles whiek 
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bribed him to the adventiire would be but cold comfort 
in the midst of the flsrmes ;" and putting hef lips close 
to Eugenie's ear, she whispered one or two words in a 
tone !M> low, that Mademoiselle de Menancourt heiself 
might rather be said to dirine their meaning than to 
hear them dtstrnctlv. That she understood them folly, 
however, was evident ; for the light of joy instantly 
broke over her countenance ; and clasping her hands 
together, while she raised her eyes towards heaven, she 
exclaimed, " Then I am saved indeed V^ 

At that moment, the door from the anteroom sudden- 
ly opened, and Beatrice started up from the position in 
which she had remained ever since her first entrance 
into the room, while Eugenie turned a terrified glanee 
towards the door. It was only one of her women, how- 
ever, who entered ; and, contrary to her mistress's ex- 
pectations, she evinced no surprise at the sight of Bear • 
trice de Ferara, disguised in the manner we have des^ 
cribed. 

" She knows it al), Eugenie,'' said Beatrice, " for it 
was by her means I obtained admission." 

" I suppose, madam," said the waiting-woman, with a 
smile, '^ that I need scarcely tell you that Jean Baptiste 
has returned/ with the news that Mademoiselle, de Ferara 
is still absent from home,, and is not expected for many 
davs.'* 

" But why did you not tell me, Caroline," demanded 
Bngenie, " that she was here ? It would have saved me 
many a miserable moment. If I had known that she 
was in this house, I should never have lost hope that all 
would go right.'* 

" But it was impossible to tell you, lady," replied the 
waiting^woman ; " for the Duchess de Montpensier 
sent us all away ; and after she was gone, I could not 
say what I knew, because your other women were with 
you.'* 

" Well, well," said Beatrice, " we have matters of 
more importance to think of now, Eugenie: we will keep 
all explanations for an after time, when you and I, in 
some little cottage, far away from these scenes of atr^ey 
want conversation to pass away the hours, till the storm 
has worked itself oot, and the sky is once more clear. 
And now, sweet sister of my heart, call up all your 
courage, summon all your resolution, for We must lose 
BO time, but make the best of our way out of this hate- 
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fbl city ; for ere to-morrow morning be two hours' old, 
Mayenne will have discovered that he has been cheated ; 
and though Philip of Aubin be by that time beyond re-- 
call, his Highness the Lieutenant Genera], and tne Holy 
League, even if they find not out all the windings of oui 
plot, will take such measures for your security, that all 
after efforts will be vain." 

*' Oh ! I will do any thing ! I will fly any where !" 
replied Eugenie. " I have courage, I have resolution 
for any effort. The worst that can befall me is death ; 
and I would rather die a thousand times than be the 
bride of Philip of Aubin." 

Beatrice smiled, half sorrowfully, half playfully. " He 
is not reputed, my fair Eugenie," she said, " to be so 
very hateful, as you seem to think." 

Eugenie blushed deeply, pained to believe that her 
undisguised abhorrence uf the Count d' Aubin might 
have wounded the feelings of one whom she loved so 
much as she did Beatrice of Ferara — one who, she well 
knew, was not indifferent to the man whom she herself 
so deeply detested. " I mean not to say that he is so 
hateful in himself, Beatrice," she replied. " But has not 
he given me ^ood reason to hate hiiri ? — Perhaps I might 
have loved him, too, if " 

" If you had not loved another," interrupted Beatrice, 
with a smile. " But we have not time for all that either," 
fthe added ; '^and will talk of it, too, another day. At 
this moment we have other matters to think of. You, 
my good Caroline, bring your mistress some refreshments 
quickly ; but take care that no one else enters while you 
are gone." 

"Indeed, Beatrice, I need no refreshment," said Eu- 
genie, rising. " Joy at my deliverance, and hope for the 
future, will give me strength and support to go any length 
of way ; and I am ready, quite ready, to set out directly," 

Beatrice smiled. " I will command to»day," she said ; 
" Caroline, do as I bid you I Alas, my poor Eugenie, 
you have much to do, ere you can set out, for the danger 
lies at our threshold ; and when once I have led you 
twenty yards in safely from the door of this house, X shall 
think the battle half won at least." 

"What, then, is it that you fear?" demanded Enr 
genie, eagerly. 

" Delay, above all things !" answered Beatrice ;. ^' (or 
though^ I trust, ovff plot luis been too well bid to W4ii* 
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corercd immediately, yet there is ali^ays danger whetv 
there is any thing concealed. First, thex, Eugenie, yon 
mast change your dress, and take such a one as will 
most completely disguise you, should you be sought for 
more speedily than we suppose. 

"I know not where to find any dress but toy own,*^ 
replied Eugenie. "What dress would you have me 
take, Beatrice ? — Though now I think of it," she added 
suddenly > " one of my maids has her own country coa- 
tume with her, — a white petticoat, and a red open gown 
above it, with " 

" Impossible ! impossible !" exclaimed Beatrice. " U 
would betray you at once. Remember, my dear Bu- 

fenie, fbat^ ^o with you ; and though in the streets of 
^aris they might but think that the j^y page was de- 
ceiving tne country girl with a tale of love, that would 
not do beyond the gates. I once thought of a nun's 
dress for you, which would do very well in the city also } 
but one must care for other things than those of the 
mere present; and I recollected, that if I, dressed as a 
bold youth, and you, dressed as a pretty nun, were seen 
getting into either coach or litter together, we should 
soon nave the ecclesiastical officers at our heels. No, 
no, Eugenie ! we must have some dress for you which 
will neither attract attention in the city, nor beyond the 
walls ; which will tell its own tale, and, by sparing all 
inquiries, conceal our sex and character without an 
efibrt." 

*' Oh, not a man's dress I" exclaimed Eugenie, im- 
ploringly. 

"None other, indeed!" answered Beatrice, smilinc,- 
^but knowing the timid shyness of that heart which 
pretends to be so bold, I have chosen one' for you, Eo* 
genie, which will hide your person as effectuany as the 
fullest robe that ever woman wore, which will accord 
with a smooth cheek and a demure look, and which will 
yet admit of your travelling in company with a bold 
page. Come and see ! for I have brought it here along 
with me." 

Thus saying, Beatrice de Ferara led the way, through 
the same passage by which she herself had entered, to 
B room wnerein sbe had lain concealed during the time 
that the other apartments were occupied by the party 
assembled for that sad bridal. There, on one of the old 
WMfr duiri, laf tk* robet of a T0img:.abb6 Ja complata 
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costume; not such as that costume appeared in after 
years, when the gradual blending of tne dress of dif- 
ferent orders permitted the aspirants to ecclesiastical 
stations to assume habiliments only distinguished from 
those of the laity by colour ; but full, ample, and flow- 
ing, and offering to Eugenie that modest concealment 
for her fair form, to which even she, under existing cir- 
cumstances, could not object. Deeply sensible of the 
kind and delicate appreciation of all her feelings, which 
Beatrice — whose wilder and more daring nature scoffed 
at such scruples in her own instance — had displayed in 
this choice of her disguise, Eugenie was eagerly thanJc- 
ing her for all her consideration ; but her friend cut her 
short, to hasten her new and unusual toilet. Inking care, 
however, as indeed she had hitherto done, to avoid, even 
by any eager hurry^ alarming her more timid companion 
in the outset of their perilous undertaking. 

The dress, chosen by an experienced eye. fitted ad- 
mirably in every respect, with the exception oi the shoes, 
which were far too large for Eugenie's small feet. The 
robe, however, was sufficiently long to conceal this de- 
fect, in a great degree ; and, when all was complete, 
Beatrice gazed over the changed appearance of her fair 
friend, with a smile of gay satisfaction. 

" Well^ Eugenie," she exclaimed, "certainly you are 
the prettiest little abbfe that ever was seen ; but, never- 
theless, you will do admirably. Only[ remember not to 
uncover your head, for your ringlets will betray you. See 
how I manage mine ! I can pull off my hat without fear ; 
cannot you do the same ? Only cut off those two lower 
curls at the side ; they will grow again in a month." 

" I will cut them off altogether, with all my heart," 
answered Eugenie. But her friend assured her that 
such a sacrifice of her bright locks was not necessary ; 
and showing her how she herself contrived to conceal 
in one mass her own profusion of dark hair, she soon 
put that of Mademoiselle de Menancourt into the same 
form, but still bade her uncover her head as little as ^s- 
sible, lest the want of all tonsure should call attention, 
and betray her disguise. 

" And now, Eugenie, take some refreshment," said 
Beatrice; "meat to give you strength^ — for you may 
have far to walk ere morning, — and wine to give you 
courage ; for, after all, I doubt the resolution of that lit- 
tle heart ', and depend upon 11 that the only sure mea&s 

Vol. II.— 7. 
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of carrying through a great undertaking is to begin bold* 
ly, and go on without stopping. But I hear your girl 
Caroline in the other room i she had better bring the re- 
freshments in here, le.st we should be interrupted." 

Beatrice, accordingly, called the maid in ; and not 
small was the girPs astonishment to behold the trans- 
formation that had taken place in the person of her mis- 
tress during her short absence. Beatrice, however, suf- 
fered no exclamations ; and while Eugenie, whose ap- 
petite had not been increased by all the events of the 
night, took what refreshment she could, her friend pro- 
ceeded to give directions to the suivante concerning the 
course that was to be pursued aAer her mistress's de- 
parture. 

^^ In case any one returns to the house to-night," she 
said, " seeking the priest, all you have to reply is, that 
you know nothing about him, and that your mistress is 
u her own chamber in deep grief. I do not think, how- 
ever, that any one will come; and, in that case, by 
eight o'clock to-morrow — for Mayenne does not rise be- 
fore — go yourself to Madame de Aiontpensier, and with 
a grave and serious face ask to see your mistress, adding, 
before she can answer you, that you have brought her 
such apparel as she may stand in need of for the morn- 
ing. Mind, you must not move a muscle of your face ! 
She will instantly be all astonishment, and ask if you 
are mad ; then tell her that, about this hour to-night, a 
gay page and a young abbe came here sayinc^, that they 
brought a letter from her Highness, and took your mis- 
tress away with them, as if to the Hotel de Guise, to 
which place you were directed to britig various things 
the next morning. Will not that do, Eugenie ?" she 
continued, turning to her friend, " and am not I fit to be 
a general of reitres ?" 

'I Eugenie smiled, but replied, " Suppose they do not 
believe her, Beatrice, and send to examine the other 
servants ?" 

" Oh ! I am prepared for all that," replied Beatrice. 
'^ As soon as ever we are gone, send the women to bed, 
good Caroline, and dispatch the greater part of the men 
upon different errands : you can direct two of them to 
my house, bidding them wait till my return. One you 
can send to the Count d'Aubin's, to inquire whether he 
has really set out for Maine ; and while these are gone, 
€3qplain yourself to those whom you can best trust among 
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tbie others, telling them simply, that if any inquiries are 
mtde, diey haye merely to keep to the same story ahout 
the abb6 and the page which you are going to tell.'' 

^^ Bat suppose we are asked to describe the abbe and 
the page, lady, what are we to do then ?" demanded the 
woman. 

" Why, describe them, to be sure," replied Beatrice. 
" Here we are, take an exact picture of us. You can- 
not do better ; and if you say, that your mistress went 
away in our company, you will but say the truth. Now 
I bethink me, you may as well add, tnat you think you 
hare seen the page somewhere before, and rather be- 
lieve that he is m the service of the Count d'Aubin — 
which is true too, Eugenie, when all things are wisely 
considered, though we are serving him against his will. 
But now, my pretty abb^ — I shall call yon Eugene for 
the future — we must lose no more time. Run down, 
Caroline, and see that the door at the foot of the back 
stairs is open, and give a glance round the court-yard, 
to make sure that it is clear." , 

The girl, with a ready promptitude in manoeuvring, 
for which French soubrettea are not uniustly famed, re- 
quired no farther explanations, having that internal con- 
sciousness of great resources of intngue, which render- 
ed her quite confident of being able to make up a new 
story, or to mend the old one for the occasion, in case 
any thing in Beatrice's plan went wrong. Trippinff 
away then through the unused apartments, to the back 
stair-case that led out into the court, she descended to 
the bottom, and gently unclosing the door, to the extent 
of about a hand's breadth, closed it again as quietly, 
and returned to the two ladies with the unpleasant 
tidings, that all the male attendants belonging to the 
house were standing under the arch of the porte-cO' 
chere^ apparently talking over the events of tne even- 
ing. 

" Get ye down then, Caroline, to the maitre de hdtely^ 
cried Beatrice ; " bid him express your mistress's thanks 
to the honest fellows for their attachment; and tell 
him, in her name, to call them into some room, where 
their voices will not be heard by the spies of the League, 
and to give them each a bottle of the best Burgundy, to 
drink to their lady's health and deliverance, and confu- 
sion to her enemies and persecutors." 

With a smile at the lady's readiness and resourcesi 
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the sottbrette ran off to obey ; and in a few minatefl re- 
turned with the better news, that all the men were 
safely housed, with bottles before them which would 
occupy them for some time. Beatrice then drew Euge- 
nie's arm through her own, and led the way cowards the 
stair-case followed by the suixiante^ for the purpose of 
closing the doors behind them. 

Eugenie felt that her happiness for life was at stake ; 
that she was taking the only means to save herself from 
oppression, persecution, and, in all probability, ultimate 
misery. She felt that the object was worth any exer- 
tion ; that if ever she displayed enerff^) resolution, and 
courage, this was the moment in which they were all 
most needed : and yet it were rain to say, that her 
heart did not palpitate \ that her knees did not shake ; 
and that her trembling hand did not feel like a piece of 
ice, even in the midst of a hot and sultry night of Au- 
gust. 

Beatrice perceived her agitation ; and. thougfa her 
own firm heart did not share in her friend^s terrors, she 
felt for her deeply, and endeavoured to support her by 
every means in ner power. " Fear not, dear Eugenie r' 
she said, " fear not \ Be assured that ere I came hither. 
I took everv means to ensure success ; and that we shall 
not pass along two hundred yards of the way without 
finding some one stationed by me to aid and protect 
us in case of need. I have spared neither gold not 
thought, Eugenie ; and, in this world, gold, and thought, 
and courage, will do every thing ; so there wants noth- 
ing but the courage, my fair friend, and that you must 
try to have.'* 

" I will I I will !" whispered Eugenie in return. 
" But, indeed, Beatrice, I cannot but find it terrible to 
so out thus alone into the streets c^ a strange, turbu- 
lent, vicious city, in the dress of a different sex, and 
with no one but another girl to guide and protect me I" 

" Not terrible at all," replied Beatrice. « It is but 
what many a gay light heart would do for a jest, and 
many a base heart for a worse purpose. It is only on 
account of the great stake we are playing for, that you 
feel terrified, Eugenie ; but that, on the contrary, should 
give you courage." 

By this time they had reached the top of the back 
stair-case, the narrowness of which obliged them to de- 
scend one by one. Beatrice, holdiug the Xwk}^ led the 
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way. and Eugenie followed. At the bottom of the stairs, 
the lair Italian, telling the maid who accompanied them 
that she must find her way back in the dark, blew out the 
light, and gently unclosed the door. The moment she 
did. so, the summer air rushed in; and though it was as 
soft and warm as the breath of southern spring, it felt 
chill to Eugenie's cheek, while the rolling sound of car- 
riage-wheels. in some distant street, made her shrink 
back upon tne maid as if she were already detected. 
Beatrice glanced her eye quickly around the court, and 
seeing that it was vacant, took Eugenie's hand to lead 
her on. The maid, at the same time, feeling sure that 
her mistress would gain more courage as soon as all 
means of retreat were cut off, kissed her affectionately 
on either cheek, by way of leave-taking, and gently sup- 
ported her forward till she was actually in the court, 
then suddenly closed the door ; and Eugenie heard the 
lock turn witnin. For a moment her heart sunk ; but 
making a great effort, and recalling the ima^e of the 
Count d'Aubin, she hurried forward with Beatnce across 
the court to a small door which opened into the back 
street. 

When one is in haste there is always some impedi 
ment. The door was locked, and though the key was 
in, it fell out of Beatrice's hand as she attempted to 
turn it, and rattled on the pavement. Some moments 
passed ere it could be found again, during which time 
Eugenie's courage waned fast. At length, however, it 
was recovered, and placed in the lock, but ere the door 
was opened, some one rang the bell at the front gate. 
Eugenie felt as if her fate was sealed, and clung to the 
doorway for support. Luckily, however, no servant 
loves to obey the suhimons of a bell ; and Eugenie's at- 
tendants, happy in their Burgundy, resolved that the 
visitor should ring aeain. Ere that occurred, Beatrice, 
with a steady hand, had turned the lock, the door open- 
ed ; and sprmging through after her friend, Eugenie de 
Menancourt stood in the streets of Paris. 
7* 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Taking Eugenie by the ann to give some support to 
her tottering frame, Beatrice hurri^ on, and they reach- 
ed the end of the street in safety. As they were turn- 
ing into another, however, a man who was walking 
slowly on the other side of tne way paused to mark them 
in their advance towards him, and seemingly attracted 
by a certain degree of agitation as well as haste in their 
demeanour, crossed over and accosted them : 

"What now, my young rovers!" he exclaimed. 
" Whither away so last ? Some intrigue, I warrant !" 

" What is it to you ?" demanded Beatrice, turning to* 
wards him fiercely, while she still hurried on. holding 
up the trembling torm of her timid friend. " If no one 
meddles with your intrigues, meddle you with no one's 
either." 

" What is it to me !" cried the stranger. " Do you 
not perceive that I am the captain of the quarter 7 and 
I doubt you have been about some notorious evil, by your 
haste^ and this young lad's trembling ;" and as he spoke, 
he laid a somewhat rude^grasp upon Eugenie's arm. 

" By the blessed imion, and the iioly catholic faith !" 
exclaimed Beatrice, in a tone that made the man start 
back, "if you hold his arm another moment, I will drive 
my aagger into you, twice as far as Saint Jacques Cle- 
ment did the other day into the tyrant at St. Cloud ;" 
and, without hesitation, she drew the weapon out of its 
sheath, and brought the gleaming blade so near the 
man's breast, that he drc^ped Eugenie's arm, and laid 
his hand upon his sword. 

Bursting into a loud laugh, Beatrice taunted him 
with his fright ; and putting up her da^ser, hurried on, 
diverting the stranger's attention by raiflery, till at the 
comer of another street, Eugenie saw her raise her two 
fingers in the moonlight, and the next moment a man 
sprang out from a gateway on the dark side of the way ; 
und running forward as fast as possible, as if. intending 
to pass them, he rushed full against their undesired com- 
panion, and laid him prostrate in the gutter, in the mid- 
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die of the street. Then taking the first word of quarrel, 
he stopped and turned to abuse the fallen man for not 

getting out of his way, while Beatrice and her companion 
urried on, and were soon at a distance from the scene 
of strife. 

" Matthew managed that well !" exclaimed Beatrice, 
when she thought herself at a sufficient distance to pause 
and take breath ; ^' I must promote that fellow to some 
better office for his skill." 

"Then that was one of your own people !" said Eu- 
genie, with her confidence in the success of their endea- 
vour somewhat strengthened by every new proof of the 
foresight and precaution which her fair companion had 
^sed to ensure support. "But what if the captain of the 
quarter calls up the guaid, and takes him into custody?" 

" Captain of the quarter !" she exclaimed, with a 
laugh^ "and did you believe that? Do you not know 
that, in these times, every one assumes what name he 
pleases ? Captain of the quarter, indeed ! Rather some 
filou oj some escroc who, seeing two youths fresh from 
an idle scrape, as he thought, fancied he could lay a tri- 
bute on their purse, as the price of his silence and, de- 
parture." 

Still hurrying on. Beatrice of Ferara led the way 
through a number of streets towards the gates of the 
city ; but, warned by their late adventure, she no longer 
proceeded at such a rapid pace. Assuming, on the con- 
trary, somewhat of a swagger in her air, yet still hold- 
ing Eugenie firm by the arm, she walked along, display- 
jmg no bad imitation of the vastly important demeanour 
of some noble page, who, just liberated from his mother's 
careful eye, overlays the inexperienced timidity of youth 
with affected self-confidence. 

More than once quitting the quieter and less frequented 
streets. Beatrice was obliged to lead the way into others, 
througn which the human tide that rarely ebbs entirely 
in the city of Paris, was still flowing on, tnough the hour 
was approaching to midnight. Eugenie's neart beat 
quick at every fresh group that they encountered, and 
many a pang crossed her bosom, and many an unseen 
blusn passed over her cheeky at some of the scenes that 
she thus for the first time Witnessed in the streets of the 
■metropolis. Twice as they walked along, Beatrice 
paused for a moment to speak a single word to persons 
who seexned to be merely common passengers, and £a- 
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genie, whose timid glance was frequently cast behind, 
remarked that the men to whom her companion spoke, 
turned and followed them at the distance of a few paces. 
At length, as they approached the extremity of the Faux- 
bourg St. Germain, Beatrice whispered in her ear, " It 
%ill be impossible to pass the gates at this hour of the 
night, and, therefore, we must take shelter till the morn- 
ing begins to dawn, in a place of refuge which I have 
prepared. 

Eugenie expressed her willingness to do any thing 
her companion thought fit ; and in a few moments Bea- 
trice stopped opposite to a small house in the suburb, 
and pushing the door which was open, led the way in. 
All was darkness within ; and Eugenie, though she had 
the most perfect confidence in her friend, felt her terror 
increased at the aspect of the place. Taking her hand, 
however, Beatrice led her on, up a narrow stair-case, 
and through a still narrower passage, to a door at which 
she knocked for admittance. It was instantly opened, 
and the next moment Eugenie found herself in ia neat, 
plainly furnished room, were two of Beatrice's women, 
whom she had frequently seen before, stood ready to re- 
ceive them. The moment they had entered. Beatrice 
cast her arms round her ; and kissing her on ooth sides 
of the face, exclaimed, "Now, my sweet friend, I trast 
we are safe; to-morrow morning, I think, we shall be 
able to pass the gates without obstruction, and the rest of 
our expedition will be easy." 

"Thank God!" cried Efugenie, sinking down into her 
seat. " Thank God ! and next to hind, Beatrice, I have 
to thank you !" 

" 8pare your thanks to me, Eugenie," cried her com- 

F anion, " till we have reached the end of our journey, 
will then try to hear them with patience. But now, I 
dare say, you will think it strange that I have not taken 
you to my own house^ instead of bringing you here, 
but I have three sufficient reasons for not doing so. 
First, because on many accounts they might suspect you 
of flying to me ; secondly, because we are here much 
nearer to the ^ate, and, thirdly, for a reason, Eugenie, 
that you would scarcely suspect, which is, that I did not 
choose any of the gossiping fraternity should say they 
had seen two gay-lookmg youths enter the house of 
Beatrice of Ferara at night, and remain there till morn- 
ing shone. So you see, Eugenie, that I, even I, am not 
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vithout fears of scandal; I, who have not scrupled, when 
my pnrpose served, to go disguised as I am now, and 
live disguised in the house of a strange man. — Ay, 
£ugenie! do not look so horrified, for I was as safe 
there as in my own chamber. I was surrounded by my 
own attendants, whom I had contrived by one means 
or another to force into his service. He was too simple 
and unsuspicious to suspect me, and even had he dis- 
covered me, was too noble-minded to have misused his 
* advantage." 

" You do not mean," exclaimed Eugenie, " you do not 
mean surely the " 

" Not the Count d'Aubin !" exclaimed Beatrice, with 
a blush that spread like lightning over her cheekp and 
forehead, and temples j "not the Count d'Aubm! I 
would not have trusted myself within his gates in this 
guise for millions of kingdoms. No^ not to have ob- 
tained a century of the brightest happmess that ever yet 
^one upon the path of mortal !" 

" I did not mean him," replied Eugenie smiling, " I 
ijaeant the Marquis of St. Real." 

" Then you have divined more shrewdly than I thought 
you would," replied Beatrice. " But I will tell you all 
that story another time," she added, quitting suddenly a 
subject on which she evidentlv wisned to speak, but did 
not know well how to proceea. — " What was I saying 1 
Oh ! that I feared to have two gay-looking youths seen 
to enter my house at this hour ; but the fact is, Eugenie, 
1 have found that by caution and propriety, and deter- 
mination in certain things, I have acquired, as it were, 
a right prescriptive to be as wild, and as daring, and as 
unhesitating as I liked, in all others, — but now, my fair 
friend, let us think of the present moment. You have 
four good hours to rest yourself ere we set out. In 
yonder room you will find a bed ; and one of my girls 
shall sit by vou, while you lie down to repose, if you 
fire afraid of sleeping in a sfrange apartment. But now, 
J must have those delicate shoes of yours ; for ere we 
set out to-morrow, we shall need a pair more comforma- 
l>le to your dress, and must send a model to my own 
sboemsiker, who, perhaps, may have some that will fit. 
fie is accustomed to my whims ; and will not mind be- 
ing roused out of his bed to serve me. In the mean 
time I must change my dress and hasten away ; for I am 
determined to show myself, if but for an hour, at tho 
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f(&te given to-night by old Madame de Gbndi, so as to 
tarn away ail suspicion from the right direction. I will 
be back long ere it be time to set out to-morrow." 

Exhausted with all she had gone through, grief, ter- 
ror, mental exertion, and corporeal fatigue, Eugenie de 
Menancourt gladly availed herself of the opportunity of 
repose. Casting off her upper robe, but without undress- 
inff herself farther, she lay down to rest. She did not 
refuse, however, the attendance of one of Beatrice's wo- 
men ; for danger and terror, instead of losing their effect 
on her mind by custom, nad only rendered ^er more 
timid and apprenensive. 

For more ttian an hour, agitation prevented Eugenie 
from sleeping ; but towards two o'clock, weariness pre- 
vailed, and she sunk into profound slumber. It seemed 
scarcely a moment, however, ere she was roused by some 
one touching her arm ; and she found Beatrice standing 
beside her, while the gray light that found its way into 
the room through the open Window showed that she had 
slept longer than she imagined. 

" It is time for us to depart, Eugenie," said her friend, 
" and unwillingly I must break your short repose ; but I 
see the market carts coming in ; showing both that the 
gates are open, and that the siege of Paris is not only 
raised in reality but in name. We must make the best 
of our time, Eugenie ; for in five hours more your ab- 
sence may be discovered." 

Eugenie de Menancourt needed no admonitions to 
haste. Her dress was soon resumed, her shoes tried on 
and found to fit tolerably, her hair re-arranged so as to 
conceal its length ; and once more taking Beatrice's 
arm, she proceeded down the narrow stair-case to the 
door of the house, where, stretched upon some benches 
in the passage, lay two or three men in different cos- 
tumes, who instantly started upon their feet, as the two 
maskers approached. 

" Do not come out," said Beatrice, stopping to speak 
to them, " but look forth from the side window wnere 
you can see the gate. If I hold up my hankerchief, run 
up to help us ; and, good faith, you must even risk a 
hard hYow or two, should need be ; but if you see An- 
drew loin us, or if I do not hold up my hankerchief, be 
sure that all is safe, and return home with the women." 

The men bowed and made way ; and Eugenie, ac- 
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eompanying her companion through the door-way^ found 
herself once more in the street in the cool clear light of 
the early morning. During the former part of her flight, 
•she had thought that the very darkness increased her 
terror ; but now as she walked on, with faltering steps, 
in an unwonted garb, and fancying that every' passmg 
eye must penetrate her disguise, she would have given 
worlds for night once more to afford her the covering of 
its dull obscurity. 

The gate lay at the distance of not more than a hun- 
dred yards before them; and Beatrice whispering, "Do 
not be surprised or alarmed at any thing you see or hear, 
for I expect a confederate here," led the way with a 
quick step. 

Not to* be alarmed, however, was not in Eugenie's 
power ; for even the great interests she had at stake, 
though they prompted to exertion, were without effect in 
giving birth to courage : nor was the sight of the gate at 
that moment calculated to remove her fears, mr al- 
though the siege was, as Beatrice said, absolutely at an 
end^ and the royal army already many leagues from 
Pans, yet sentinels were to be seen in every direction, 
and a number of the fierce-looking soldiers of the League 
still hung about the gates, some examining the market 
carts as they entered the city, some jesting with the 
country-women who accompanied them. 

Beatrice advanced boldly, however, her confidence 
and presence of mind appearing to increase as the dan- 
gers became more iminent ; and gliding between two 
carts which stood in the archway, she was leading Eu- 
genie on, when the lanceprisaide of the guard darted 
out of the gate-house, and caught her by the arm. 

" Ha, ha ! my young truant," he exclaimed, " whither 
away so fast ? none passes here without question : this 
is not the door of a church, young man ! 

Beatrice shook off the man's hold without showing the 
slightest symptom of alarm or agitation ; and everf ready 
with a reply, she answered, " Not the door of a church ! 
Is it the door of a Huguenot prSche then ? and are you 
a Maheutre minister ? Come, come ! what do you stop 
us for ? They told me that the Bearnois and his beasts 
were gone, and that we could go out in safety and see 
where the Huguenots roasted their apples." 

'*Tou have more malice in your heads than that, my 
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good youths, I have a notion," replied the soldier. " We 
must nave your names at least. Give us your name, 
my good boy." 

" Mine is Monseigneur le Due du Petit Ch&telct," 
replied Beatrice, laughing; "so put that down in your 
book." 

The soldier shook his finger at her good humouredly 
enough. "You are a wild one," he said, "and will 
break many a country wench's heart, I'll warrant you, 
ere you be done with it. But what is your name, my 
pretty little abb^, that stand there holdmg by the caft 
and blushing like a girl of fifteen ?" 

Eugenie hesitated, and blushed a thousand times 
more deeply than before; but Beatrice instantlv cam^ 
to her aid, exclffiming, " Do not tell him your real name, 
silly boy ; have you not wit to make one ? What has he 
to do with your real name ? Monsieur le Soldat, or bet- 
ter still, Monsieur le Lanceprisade, this gentleman here 
present is called L'Abb6 des Fonts et Chauss6es, — so 
put that down in your book also !" 

" Very well, I will," replied the man ; " but before I 
let you go farther, I must know whether these are your 
real names or not, and I think we have one within tnere 
who can tell us." 

Eugenie's heart sunk, and even Beatrice's confidence 
seemed a little shaken, while the soldier, turning to 
some of his companions, exclaimed. " Send out the old 
man there, and we shall soon see it he recognises these 
two pretty youths '." 

The moment after, an elderly man, dressed much in 
the costume of a major-domo belonging to some old 
family of distinction, came forth from the gate-house 
and ajiproached them, holding up his hands and eyes, 
as if in horror and astonishment. Eugenie looked to 
Beatrice, to see what was to come next ; but a sup- 
pressed smile upon the countenance of her fair friend 
re-assured her, although the words that accompanied 
that smile tended to a contrary efiect. " We are caught 
now, Eugene," she exclaimed aloud, " we are caught 
now, that is clear !" 

At the same time the old man advanced, crying, m a 
lamentable tone, " Ah ! young gentlemen, young gen- 
tlemen ! how could you play such a trick? There is my 
Lord the Marquis oeen . storming like mad, and your 
lady-mother crying her eyes out. ever since you left the 
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chdtean. We thought you must have ^sillen into the 
hands of the Huguenots, and there has been nothing but 
fear and anxiety through the whole household. You; 
Monsieur Leonard, your father said he could understana 
vour running away, for you are always in mischief; 
out how you could persuade Monsieur I'Abbe here to 
accompany you. he could not understand !" 

" I am sure if my father be in such a rage," replied 
Beatrice, in the tone of a spoilt boy, caught in some trick 
more ooirageous than ordinary, '^I am sure if my father 
be in such a rage, I shall not go back till he is cool 
again ; and so yon may go and tell him, good Master 
Joachim 1" 

^^ Oh, let us go ! let us go !" said Eugenie in a low 
tone; and now comprehending her companion's schemei, 
but anxious to bring the scene to an end as speedily as 
possible, '* Oh, let us go ! it is useless to delay." 

" That is right I Monsieur I'Abbe, that is right !" cned 
the old man ; '' but you need be under no fear of your 
father either. Master Leonard, for good Father Philip 
has made him promise that nothing shall be said if you 
do but come home quietly. There is the carriage, as 
you see, standing ready, with Jean the lackey, and 
nothing shall be said, I promise vou ; but if you will nol 
go peaceably, of your own will, I must make you go 
whether you will or not, and these good gentlemen ot 
the guard will help me." 

" Ay, that we will," cried the lanceprisade. " Two 
young truants ! If ye were not two such pretty boys, i 
should feel tempted to make your backs so well acquaint- 
ed with the staff of my haloert, that you would jump 
into the carriage fast enough, I will answer for it !" 

" We will not give thee the trouble, most redoubtable 
hero," answered Beatrice, in a mocking tone. '^ But, as 
we must go, there is a crown for you and your pot com- 
panions to drink to the health of the Due du Petit Ch^- 
elet and the Abbe des Ponts et Chaussees." 

The man laughed and took the money ; and Beatrice, 
with the same gay and swaggering air^ marched forward 
through the ^te, followed by Eugenie ; while the old 
man came after ; the lanceprisade of the guard taking 
care to whisper in his ear, with a knowing look ere he 
went, '' You had better look sharato them, or that young 
ehap will give you the slip y ef ;■ he is as full- of mischief 
as a loaded cannon." 

Vol. U.— 8. 
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march of the king's army, and I hope to pass the reai^ 
guard to night." 

- '^ But may not that he dangerous ?" demanded Buge« 
nie. '^ We have no pass from them ; and if any of the 
parties of soldiers meet us, we may be taken and discov- 
ered, and perhaps maltreated." 

■ '^No fear of that," answered Beatrice ; and then added, 
with a smile that called the warm blood up into Euge- 
nie's cheek, "we can send for the Marquis of St. R§aL 
you know, Eugenie. But, no, no ! Do not be afraid (X 
that, or any thmg else ; I nave orders and safe-conducts 
in tne king's own hand. In short, Eugenie, I do not 
think that there is one thing, which can tend to your 
safety, that has been forgotten by Beatrice of ("erara." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

Thb night was dull and rainy; a thick shroud of 
clouds was drawn over the sky, so that the summer 
moon could not look down with any of her sweet 
smiles upon her wandering companion throu^rh the blue 
fields of space ; and the air was loaded with a foggy 
dampness, through which fell a few thicks drops, in- 
creased every now and then to a momentary shower, 
heavy, hut brief. The valley of the Seine was dark and 
gloomy, and the night was so obscure, that nothing met 
lAie eye of the coachman who drove the carriage con- 
taining Beatrice of Ferara and her fair friend, except 
the glistening of the river as it wound alon^ not far 
from the road, and the dull and somewhat indistinct 
line of the highway itself, which, had and sandy at all 
times, was now, as we have already said, channelled 
and cut up by the passage of heavy caits and still 
heavier artillery. 

The second day after their flight from Paris was now 
drawing to its close. Beatrice, from hearing that some 
of the troops of the League had been hovering about in 
the neighbourhood of the Pont de I'Arche, had kept 
quiet during the latter part of the day, in a farm-house, 
where they had sought refreshment at noon, for them- 
aelvea ana horses, and was now proceeding mm rapidlf 
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as possible oti the high road, believing that the parties 
of the Union would not expose themselves to the sudden 
and brilliant strokes of so active a commander as Henry 
Quatre, by following his march too closely during the 
night. Eugenie, on her part, though habit and distance 
from her immediate persecutors had removed part of the 
load from her mind, was still agitated by many a fear ; 
and her terrors were not a little mcreased by proceeding 
in^the darkness over a road, the roughness of which, 
and the jolts thereby occasioned, precluded all possi- 
bility of conversation. Beatrice could but speak a 
word of comfort every now and then, which Eugenie 
could scarcely hear, as the carriage ground its way 
throu^ the sand, or rattled over the large uneven stones. 
Thus had the two fair girls proceeded for nearly two 
hours, in the darkness, when a sudden cry of, " Who 
goes there ? Stand I Give the word !" brought the car- 
riage to a sudden stop, and roused all Eugenie's fears 
again to the very highest pitch. The lackey, who sat 
beside the coachman, jumped down, and went on to 
speak with the soldier who had challenged him ; and 
old Joachim, who sat in the leathern projection at the 
side not unaptly called the boot, got out, and went on 
also. "Oh! Beatrice, what is this?" cried Eugenie, 
drawing nearer to her friend in her increasing terror. 

" Call me Leonard," replied Beatrice, in a gay tone ; 
''call me Leonard ! till I have got off my boy's clothes 
at least. What is this ? do you ask^ little timid fawn. 
Why nothing but the outpost of Kmg Henry. They 
will let us pass in a minute." 

At that moment Joachim returned, and approached 
the side of the carriage next to Beatrice, saying. " This 
is his Majesty's outpost, sir, commanded by tne Mar- 
quis of St. Real ; and they demand to examine who 
are in the carriage before they let it pass." 

" Oh, he will know me directly !" whispered Euge- 
nie to her fair companion ; " I would not have him see 
me in this garb, Beatrice, for the world !" 

"He will not examine the carriage himself, sweet 
girl." replied her companion in the same low tone ; " he 
will know nothing about it. Some of his ancients or 
lieutenants have their orders for the night, of course." 

" But we cannot go much farther to-night," rejoined 
Eugenie ; " and we shall be to-morrow in the midst 
of his troops. Oh, Beatrice, do not i If I should be 
8* 
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found there, the people would say that I had followed 
him." 

^^ What can we do?" asked her companion with a 
smile, which the darkness concealed from the eyes oi 
Eugenie. " Joachim, show the sentry the King's pass ; 
hut ask if there he not a road somewhere hereabout 
which leads to the little town of Heudbouville. If there 
be, direct the coachman thither ; for we love not to sleep 
within the outposts of an army, lest the enemy should 
treat us to an alerte. Gain us the good sentinel's bitter 
contempt, Joachim, bv telling hinjL that we are two cow- 
ardly boys, who hold the fire-eaiing soldiers of the 
licague in great terror." 

" We have passed the road at Heudbouville some 
tiundred yards or so," replied the attendant ; " but we 
can easily turn the carriage here, for there is more room 
than ordinary ;" and having satisfied the outpost that no 
evil was intended by the denizens of the carriage, Joa- 
chim, the coachman, and the lackey, performed the diffi- 
cult feat of making the ill-constructed vehicle revolve 
upon its axis, and brought the horses' heads back again 
on the way to Paris. The road to the little village which 
Beatrice nad mentioned was soon found, and for about 
an hour the carriage rolled on, without any further ob- 
struction than was given by stones and ruts, which threat- 
ened to scatter the wheels of the luckless chaise-roulante 
to the four winds of heaven, in some of the manifold 
jolts to which it was subjected ; but at length the coach- 
man came to a halt, and seemed consulting with the 
lackey beside him, who in turn put back his head to speak 
to Joachim in the boot. 

" What is the matter,' Joachim ?" demanded Beatrice, 
perceiving that some impediment had occurred, and 
thrusting more to her own skill and presence of mind than 
to the readiness of her attendants, although they were 
selected expressly for their shrewdness and prompti- 
tude. " What is the matter ? Why does the coachman 
stop ?" 

Ere Joachim could reply, however, there wsLs the sound 
of galloping horse, and the next moment the carriage was 
surrounded by a number of cavaliers, whose polished 
arms, as they rode up with a loud " Qui vive ?" caught 
und reflected the little light that still existed in the air. 

" Vive le diable .'" replied Joachim, who was a great 
deal too wise to answer seriously tiU he had ascertained 
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to what party the interrogators helonged ; ^' vive le dich 
hie! why do you stop two youDsr gentlemeQ, going to 
the schools, on the highway ? We are neither soldiers 
nor robbers, nor any thing else that you have aught to 
do with." 

"Well answered, Joachim!" muttered Beatrice, as 
she leaned forward to examine the persons of the horse- 
men nearest her ; but the darkness was too complete to 
suffer the faces of any of them to be distinguishable, or 
to allow the colours which they bore to be seen. Bea- 
trice, however, caught a glance of the peculiar cross of 
ihe house of Lorraine upon one of the cuirasses, as the 
£ery horse of the rider pranced by the side of the car- 
riage ; and she instantly interposed, exclaiming, " Speak 
to me a moment, Monseigneur ! I am the young Baron 
de Bigny, son of the Marquis de Bigny at Amiens, and 
am going with my brother here, the Abbe de Bigny, to 
La Fleche. I do not know whether you are of the party 
of the King or of the Holy Lea^e and Union ; but I am 
«ure you will not stop two youths like us, but let us pass 
quietly." 

" But this is not the right way from Amiens to La 
Fleche, my good youth," replied the officer. "How came 
you thus tnirty miles out of your road ?" 

" We came here to get out of the way of the Hugue- 
nots," replied Beatrice ; who had now gained a better 
sight of the cross of Lorraine, which was to be found 
alone on the side of the League. " We had nearly fallen 
into their hands an hour ago ; and — ^but perhaps you are 
one of that party too, Monseigneur ; if so, I beg your 
p;udon with all " 

"No, no, I am no Maheutre" replied the officer; 
^' but, do you know, my good youtn. it would not surprise 
me if you were. Me thinks I should know the voice of 
Au^uste de Bigny, seeing I am his first cousin ; and so, 
without more ado, I shall march you up to the village, 
to see who you really are, for I am very sure you are 
not the person for whom you give yourself out. Come, 
eoachman, drive on, ana we will give you an escort 
which you did not expect, I rather fancy." 

" I went a step too far," whispered Beatrice to Eu- 
genie ; " but do not fear, dear Eugenie, I will manage 
matters yet. — Many thanks^ many Sianks. Sir Cavalier," 
the continued aloud. " Drive on as he oids you, Jean 
Baptist^.. I ahall soon amuse all the cQmiNUii<ms cf 
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Monsieur Francois de Bigny by the history of hia ad* 
ventures in the well at Houdlaincourt.— How he went to 
make love to the miller's daughter ; and the miller and 
his men caught him, and put him in a sack, and let him 
three times down into the well, maugre his high rank 
and gallant bearing, and brought him up, all white and 
dripping, like a dumpling out of the pot. Ha, ha ! Mon- 
sieur Fran9ois de Bigny, how will you like that storjr 
told to the gens d^armes over their wine ? — I never take 
the name of one that I do not know," she whispered to 
Eugenie, while the officer paused irresolute, and spoke 
a few words to Joachim and the coachman. " There 
is many a good tale to be told against that noble cava- 
lier^ which I had from Adela de Bigny, his cousin, and 
which he will not much relish ; and I doubt not he will 
send us on to escape laughter ; for though he may have 
found out that I am not his young cooein Auguste, he 
must see that I know all his nistory." 

What would have been the result of Beatrice's expe- 
dient cannot be told ; for at the very moment that Mon- 
sieur de Bigny was speaking to the coachman, and in- 
quiring apparently whether the person who knew so 
much of his adventure was or was not really his young 
cousin, there appeared^ upon what seemed, -his far as 
the darkness sunered it to be discovered, — a sloping 
field upon the right of the road, a multitude of smau 
lights in a line of about two hundred yards long. 
'' Down, down, in the bottom of the carriage !" cried 
Beatrice, who appeared to comprehend at once what 
those small sparks of fire meant ; and instantly crouch- 
ed down below the seats, dragging Eugenie after her; 
*^^ the Kind's troops are upon them ;" and, as she spoke, 
a bright fiash ran along in the same direction as the 
lights, and then the loud rattle of musketry, while 
three or four balls passed through the upper part of the 
carriage. Eugenie felt as if she would faint ; but the 
moment after came the sound of charging horse, and the 
whole space round the carriage became lull of strife and 
confusion. Little could be seen, except when every 
now and then the flash of a pistol showed, for an in- 
stant, a part of that strange and exciting scene, a night 
skirmish ; and it was only by the sounds of blows and 
shots growiug fainter and more faint around, that Bea- 
trice perceived the Leaguers to have been beaten and 
driven up (he road by the royal forces. ^ Is any one of 
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oar people hurt?" she cried at length. " Eugenie, you 
have not suffered ; take courage, dear friend. Joachim, 
Joachim, where are you, where are the men ?" 

" Here, madam !" replied Joachim, creeping out from 
below the carriage. " We ensconced ourselves here as 
soon as we saw the matches blown on the hill — but 
what we shall do now, I do not know, for one of the 
horses is killed." 

^^ That is unfortunate, indeed !" replied Beatrice ; 
"but see, they are fighting in the village;" and she 
pointed on to where repeated flashes of musketry might 
be seen gleaming between the dark masses of the houses 
and other buildings, in what seemed a small town. 
"Henry Q,uatre is there himself," she said. "This is 
one of his daring enterprises — to dislodge the League 
from his flank as he advances upon Rouen, I dare say ; 
but at all events we must wait till the matter is settled 
one way or another. If he be forced to retreat, we must 
retreat with him, Eugenie. If he drive out the Leaguers, 
the road will be clear before us. Take heart ! take 
heart, Eugenie ! why I thought I was a terrible coward 
till I saw you." 

For about ten minutes possession of the village seem- 
ed to be severely contested ; but at the end of that time 
the firing ceased; the trumpets misht then be heard 
blowing a recall; and at the end of half an hour the 
sound of a body of horse coming at an easy pace down 
the road was distinguished at the spot where Beatrice 
and her trembling friend had remained. 

" Ask the commander of the party to stop and speak 
with me, Joachim," cried Beatrice ; " run on and meet 
them. Tell them how we were stopped by the League, 
and save me explanations." 

" The man did as he was directed, and the moment 
after, a cavalier rode up to the side of the carriage, say- 
ing — " Your servant says you wish to speak with me, 
young gentleman. I command this party. What want 
you with me ? One of your horses is snot, I see ; but, 
good faith, I can give you no other ; for ventre saint 
gria^ I want more than I have got of my own." 

" On my word, your Majesty must find me one 
though !" answered Beatrice, boldly. " If you have not 
forgot Beaumont en Maine, you will understand that 
though an ass served my turn then, I must have a horse 
uowl" 
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*' Ay ! ay ! I will look to them," said the old man, 
with a solemn shake of the head ; " I will look to them, 
Sir Lanceprisade, and many thanks for your kind help 
and assistance in taking them." 

Thus saying, he followed Beatrice to the side of the 
carriage, or rather chaise-roulante, and having assisted 
her and Eugenie in, took his seat in one of the boots. 
The lackey, who had waited with the carriage, now 
closed the leathern curtain, which served the purpose of 
a door, and then springing up beside the driver, who sat 
ready in his seat, gave the signal for putting the whole 
in motion. The short whip cracked, the two strong 
horses darted forward, and, after drawing to its full exr 
tension the complication of ropes, leather-straps, and 
iron-rings, which formed Uie harness, started the heavy 
carriage from the spot where it rested in the full force <» 
its vis inertuB ; and in a moment, Eugenie, with a heart 
palpitating with joy, felt herself rolling away firom the 
gates of Paris, over roads which were rough, indeed with 
the recent passage of wagons and artillery, but every 
step of which seemed to her hopes to conduct to safety 
and to peace. 

For her part, Beatrice cast herself back in the carriage: 
her liffhtness, her gayety, her air of daring passed away ; 
and for some minutes she remained with her hands 
clasped over her eyes, as if exhausted with all the exertion 
she had made. When she looked up she was still grave, 
and there was a langour about her which spoke plainly 
that all the ease, and the courage, and the unconcerned- 
ness which she had displayed through the difficult scenes 
just passed, had been, in fact, the triumph of a ready and 
determined mind over the weakness of a frame as delicate 
as that of the most timid of her sex. 

" We are safe, Eugenie !" she said, " we are safe ! and 
DOW give me credit. Have I not played my part well ? 
But it has almost been too much for me. When by my- 
self 1 can go through any thing, but I was alarmed and 
agitated for you ; I feared not only lest you should be 
overtaken, but lest you should sink under the trial. But 
now I trust you are safe, dear Eugenie, for these horses 
go fast. We have nearly five hours before us ere May- 
enne will be up \ ere he be well awake, and his eyes 
Tubbed, and his boots pulled on, we shall have an hour 
more \ then to discover the whole, to think which way 
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we mre goDe, and to cross-examine your servants, will 
bring him to dinner time : the poor man must eat^ you 
know; and what with other business, and the time requi- 
red to give orders, and mount horsemen, and consult with 
his sister, the day will be done, so that we may well 
calculate upon its being to-morrow morning ere any one 
sets out to seek us ; therefore, my Eugenie, with God's 
help, you are safe !" 

'' Thanks ! thanks, Beatrice ! A thousand thanks, my 
sister, my more than sister ! Well, indeed, as you say, 
and skilfully hare you played your part. But you wonla 
say that I have not played mine badly too, if you knew 
all that I have suffered, especially when we were stop- 
ped at the gate.- If you had told me, however, that you 
had got such a comedy ready for our deliverance, I should 
have been better prepared." 

" But I knew no more than yourself," replied Beatrice, 
"What was to come next; I had only time after your 
letter reached me to take general measures. Luckily I 
had a number of my own people around me, without the 
walls of Paris. I bade Joachim have a carriage and 
horses prepared this morning, and to hang about as near 
the gates as possible, telling whatever story he thought 
fit, if questioned. Thus, when the soldier spoke to me, 
i took great care not to say a word that could contradict 
my confederate's story, whatever it was ; but kept to gen- 
eral nonsense, which could signify nothing under any 
circumstances. As to the comedy which you talk of, be- 
tween Joachim and myself, it was like one of those 
mysteries which people play in the convents, where the 
names of the different characters, and some general idea 
of the story, is all that is given, and the actors fill up 
the speeches as they think best at the time. But my 
good major-domo played his part admirably too, and 
shall not have reason to repent of it, when we come to 
speak of rewards." 

" And, now, whither are we going ?" demanded Eu- 
genie ; " for this does not seem to me to be the road to- 
wards Maine." 

"The road towards Maine 1" exclaimed Beatrice,-^ 
" why, my dear, simple girl, that would be going into 
the lion's den, indeed. They will seek you there in the 
very first instance, and we must ^ive time to let their 
search be fully over ere we think of going near to Maine. 
At present we are fbUowing, as flEist as ever we eaii,.tb« 
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motion ; though not so soon but that some of the light 
troops of the matutinal monarch of France were already 
upon the road, and alarmed Eugenie hj gazing boldly 
into the rehicle when the curtains were undrawn, and 
by talkingto the drirer and the servants when they were 
closed. These parties, however, as they masched but 
slowly, and the carriage went fast, were sooft past, and 
the rest of the joomev proceeded as peaceably as any 
journey could do in tnose disturbed and unhappy days. 
Beatrice of Ferara, after the experiment at Heudbou^ 
ville, did not suffer herself again to be drawn from the 
route which she had laid out at first for her fair friend^ 
but advanced as rapidly as possible towards the sea-side, 
seeing security only in the hope of Henry's army still 
interposing between them and the League, and thus pre- 
venting all search for Eugenie de Menancourt in the di- 
rection which she had really followed. 

" At all events, dear Eugenie," she' said, as they ap- 
proached Dieppe, " here, upon the sea-coast, you will al- 
ways have an opportunity of escape to England, should 
need be ; and I will take care that our friend King Hen? 
jy shall furnish you with such letters to the Q,ueen of 
tnose bold islanders, as to ensure you protection and as- 
sistance. For my part, you know, Eugenie, after a week 
or fortnight's rest, I must leave vou, if you can do with- 
out me. My destiny, dear girl, nas to oe fulfilled, and I 
must back to Paris by a different road, both to hide my 
having aught to do with your successful flight, and to 
watch the progress of all on which my ultimate fate de- 
pends." 

" Would to Heaven," said Eugenie de Menancourt, 
'* that I could have such a happy and saving influence 
on your fate, Beatrice, as you have had on mine ! But 
I am 'destined only to be a burden to you, and to rely 
upon you for every thing, without knowing or compre- 
hending the past or the present, as far as it regards you, 
without understanding your means, your wbhes, or your 
purposes." 

" I will tell you all, dear Eugenie, I will tell you all," 
replied Beatrice of Ferara; "and then, as my daring 
rashness was necessary to give vigour to your timid na- 
ture, your gentle counsel may now perhaps tend to 
moderate and restrain my bold, wild schemes^ But 
wait till we come to a resting place, and then in some 
•wftet ^et cottage m green {VorQiaadyy with J(^f oft 
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autumn sun shining upon our door, I will rest beside you 
for a short time, and drawing yon a pictnre of my way- 
ward fate, will see whether we cannot find means to 
give it a brighter colouring and a happier hue." 

So spake Beatrice of Ferara ; but ere we go on to look 
into the picture to which she alluded, we must beg the 
reader to pause for a few minutes, upon some of those 
dull details, which in books calling themselves historical 
rofnances serve the mind as bad post-houses on a much 
travelled load — places where, after scampering on for 
many a league in pursuit of pleasure, the little traveller 
is obliged to stop, kicking his heels in impatient irrita- 
tion till the horses are brought out, the harness prepared, 
the postilion has got into his boots, the lash is put on 
his whip, and, in short, all is made ready for carrying 
on that same little eager traveller, the human mind, 
once more upon his way. 

Giving up, then, heroes and heroines, knights and la- 
dies, we must even follow the progress of that lumber 
ing and uninteresting machine, called an army, and pause 
for a while to consider its clumsy and crocodile-like 
movements. We have already seen that on the day 
preceding Eugenie de Menancourt's escape from Paris, 
the camp of tbe besieging Royalists had broken Uf); 
and that the gay and chivalrous Henry Q,uatre led hisr 
meagre and somewhat ill-furnished host down the bright 
and laughing banks of the Seine, in such a direction* 
that, should need be, he could either march across Nor- 
mandy, and fall back upon Touraine, or advance at once 
to the sea-coast, and cover the disembarkation of his 
English allies. 

We have followed him some way on his march ; but 
it would appear, that inasmuch as the Rovalists had been 
rather improvident of their supplies, and had been found, 
during the life of Henry the Third, somewhat unwilling 
to pay for the good things of this life, with which, at 
first, the peasantry had been very willing to furnish 
them, a want of provisions, both eatable and potable, 
had made its appearance in the camps of St. Cloud and 
Meudon. The jaws of the Royalists had got unaccus- 
tomed to maceration, and their lips to the taste of sweet 
things ; so that as they took their way through the pleas- 
ant little towns and villages of Poissy, Triel, Meulan, 
Mantes, and sweet Fontenay, they lived very nearly 
at free quarters among the inhabitants, taking care to 

ToL. 11.— 9. 
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make the fat of the land through which they now pass- 
ed, compensate for the meagemess of the diet they had 
so long endured. Nevertheless, as the King and his 
followers paid where they could, promised where they 
could not pay, and never took toll of rosy lips, except 
where there was a smile upon them, the people of the 
country in general gave them a hetter character when 
they were gone than might have been expected ; and 
declared, that, after all, the Huguenots were not so bad 
as they were called. 

In tne mean time, as we have already shown, to diver- 
sify these employments, a little interlude of fighting did 
now and then take place ; a town was now and then 
besieged and taken ; and Henry the Fourth made ar^ 
rangements for giving the inhabitants of the loyal city 
of Rouen an entertainment, which brings down the 
walls of a city more by the double-bass of the cannon 
than by the shrill sound of the trumpet. Pausing a suf- 
ficient time before the walls of that town to give and 
receive various proofs of amity, which left his own 
host diminished by several hundred men, and the gar- 
rison of the town less by perhaps double that number, 
the King received newsj which made him judge that the 
situation of his army might be improved by a very rapid 
change of air ; and, consequently, without longer hesi- 
tation or delay, he struck his tents, left success to follow, 
and at once led his troops to the sea-side. 

Divining, however, that his enemies would anticipate 
with great satisfaction, the moment for driving his scanty 
forces into the sea, he seemed resolved to disappoint 
them, if admirable dispositions could effect that purpose ; 
and choosing for his troops the strongest position which 
he could discover, with their backs to the element and 
their faces inland, he ranged them along the side of a 
fair and beautiful hill, on the rid^e of which still stands 
all which Time has left of the old ahd interesting cas- 
tle of Arques. 

Nevertheless, leaving the King and his men thos 
posted for that battle which covered with immortal re- 
nown the monarch and his little host, we must turn for 
a moment to Paris, in order to investigate what proceed- 
ings had really taken place in the capital, and what were 
the tidings which caused the monarch so suddenly to 
stnke»the tents he had pitched before Rouen. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

The morning after Eugenie's departure, no small sar^ 
prise was expressed in the H6tel de Guise at the non- 
appearance of the priest, who had not only performed 
the marriage ceremony for the Count d'Aubin, but had 
also rendered the much more important service of com- 
municating to Mayenne the coming aid from the Duke 
of Parma. While Mayenne, in his usual slow and de- 
liberate manner, discussed the fact with his sister, and, 
shrugging his shoulders, declared that if the good father 
did not choose to come for his reward, he could not help 
it, the thdught crossed his mind that he had not yet 
seen his own confessor, who had been carried off by the 
myrmidons of Bussy le Clerc, and, although he doubted 
not that the Chevalier d' Aumale had before this time set 
him at liberty, he determined to inquire, a vasue suspi- 
cion for the nrst time crossing his mind that all was not 
right in regard to the transactions of the preceding 
evening. 

B]^ this time the hand of the dial pointed to the hour 
of nine -, and Eugenie's maid Caroline, who, in order to 
give as much time to her mistress as possible, had ven- 
tured to prolong the period at the end of which she had 
been directed to present herself at the H6tel de Guise. 
was even How at the door inquiring for the Duchess oi 
Montpensier. Her message was brought to that lady 
as she sat by her brother ; and although she compre- 
hended not one word thereof, she saw that it in soma 
manner bore upon the point they were discussing, and 
ordered the girl to be brought into the room. 

" He says that Mademoiselle de Menancourt's tire^ 
woman has brought some apparel for her mistress," she 
repeated, turning to her brother after the attendant who 
made the announcement had left the room; " what caa 
this mean, Charles ?" 

'^ I know not, Kate," he replied with a doubtful smile ; 
"but when the girl comes, make her repeat her mes- 
sage," appearing perfectly unconcerned. • 

£^fore ne coudd add more, the tire- woman was in the. 
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apartment ; and playing her part with a natural talent 
which none hut a French soubrette ever possessed, she 
approached towards Madame de Montpensier, and with 
a low and reverent courtesy, and a look of the most per- 
fect simplity, said, ''I have brought all the things, your 
Highness, that my mistress thought she would require ; 
but in regard to the fillicrree girdle, as I told her last 
night, I have not seen it for these two months. It was 
given into charge to Laure, who was sent away when 
my old lord died." ; And she went on into a long story, 
solely the invention of her own brain for the occasion; 
but which was so circumstantial and minute, and deli- 
vered with so much apparent earnestness and sincerity, 
that Mayenne looked at Madame de Montpensier, and 
Madame de Montpensier looked at Mayenne, with eyes 
in which bewilderment and surprise were then plainly 
visible. 

" And pray what made you think that your mistress 
was here at all ?" demanded Madame de Montpensier, 
at length cutting across the thread of the girPs story, 
which bade fair otherwise to be interminable. 

It was now the maid's turn to be surprised, and most 
skilfully did she represent the passion of astonishment ; 
standing before Madame de Montpensier in silence, and 
looking at her without one trace of comprehension in 
her eyes. "Pray what did your Highness say?" she 
asked at length , " I did not understand you." 

" She demanded what made you think your mistress 
was here at all ?" repeated Mayenne, in a harsh voice. 

" Lord bless me, sir ! Your Highness ! Dear me ! 
What made me think my mistress was here ?" cried the 
sirl, with an affectation of wonder, and doubt, and af- 
fright, that was perfectly admirable. " Did not her High- 
ness send her own carriage for her last night, with a 
young abb6 and a page, and a billet sealed with green 
wax?" 

The story, as it had been prepared by Beatrice of 
Ferara, now came out at full, and the whole H6tel de 
Guise was soon in agitation and confusion : — Madame 
de Montpensier alternately laughing and frowning, 
Mayenne striding up and down the room, and vowing that 
if It were the Count d'Aubin who had served him such a 
trick, he would find means to make him rue it ; and the 
maid Caroline weeping as bitterly as if she had lost a 
lover or a gold neckbce, and wringing her hands to 
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her poor mistress, with all the phrase and circumstance 
of real sorrow. 

In the midst of this scene the Chevalier d'Aumale 
appeared, informing Mayenne that Bussy le Clerc de- 
nied all knowledge of his chaplain, and that the guards 
at the Bastile were in the same story. Ere Mayenne, 
however, could include Bussy le Clerc in his denuncia- 
tions of vengeance against the Count d'Aubin, the con- 
fusion of the whole was rendered more confused by the 
apparition of the confessor himself, who exculpated the 
demagogue by declaring that he had never been in the 
Bastile, but, on the contrary, had been carried away by 

Eersons he knew not, who, at a certain point, had put 
im into a carriage, and blindfolded him. They had 
then lodged him for the night in a small room with 
nothing but a bed, a crucifix, and a missa). Here, in 
mortal terror, he had watched and prayed, till the gray 
of the dawn, when, being again blindfolded, he was led 
out through a great many streets and turnings, of whose 
name and nature he ];iad not the slightest conception, 
and at length finding himself free from the hands of 
those who had held him, he uncovered his eyes, and 
perceived that he was standing in the midst of the Pont 
Keuf. by the side of a blind man who was. singing de- 
testaole melodies to the discordant accompaniment of 
that most ancient instrument, the hurdy-gurdy. Tired, 
frightened, and bewildered, he had made the oest of his 
way home, without attempting to seek for his ravishers ; 
and after sleeping till he had incurred a penance for 
forgetting his matins, he had come to add his mite of 
confusion to that which already existed in the hall of 
his patron. 

His tribute, however, small as it was, aided to per- 
plex the ideas of Mayenne far more than ever. Ere he 
made his appearance, it had been the natural conclusion 
of the Lieutenant General, and of his sister, that the 
carrying off of Eugenie de Menancourt had been the 
wori of the Count d*Aubin ; and the absence of the 
confessor h'ad been considered entirely as a thing apart. 
^No sooner, however, were his adventures related, than 
they instantly connected themselves in the minds of all 
witn the non-appearance of the priest, who had per-^ 
formed the ceremony^ and with the absence of Euge- 
nie ; and the shrewd intellects of Mayenne and Madame 
de Montpensier, thus put upon the right track, seemed 
9* 
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likely soon to discover no small portion of the truth. 
Eugenie's tire-woman was a^ain strictly examined, and 
though she acquitted herself to a wonder, suspicion 
was roused. " Think you, Kate," demanded Mayenne, 
" that that shrewd plotter, Beatrice of Ferara, has a 
hand in this? There was §ome talk of love — ay ! and 
even of marriage-^between her and D'Aubin in the old 
dueen's time." 

" No, no !" replied the Duchess, " that has all gone 
by, and she now despises him, as every woman of com- 
mon sense must do. Besides, I saw her at old Madame 
de Gondi's ffete last night at one o'clock ! You had 
better question the other attendants of De Menancourt. 
You may gain more tidings there." 

Mayenne accordingly determined to proceed instantly 
to Eugenie's dwelling, in order to interrogate the rest of 
her servants ; and he commanded, in a stem and threat- 
ening tone, that the girl Caroline should be detained till 
he returned. As the door was thrown open, however, 
to give him exit to the court, a gentleman was intro- 
duced as the captain of the lansquenets, sent to his aid 
by the Duke of Parma ; and all Mayenne's conclusions 
were once more deranged, by finding that the intelli- 
gence brought him by the priest was genuine. 

How Beatrice of Ferara had obtained that intelligence 
Mayenne never discovered ; but true the news certainly 
was, and most important were the results to the cause of 
the League ; for what between the auxiliary force which 
thus joined him, and reinforcements brought in by Bas- 
sompierre, Nemours, and Balagnyp the army in Paris was 
soon so strong as not only to justify but to bespeak bold 
and energetic measures. Mayenne instantly prepared to 
take the field against ihe royal army ; and ere Henry the 
Fourth had been three days before Rouen, the forces of 
the League were in full march to give him battle.- 

Before he left Paris, however, the Duke used every 
means not only to discover the retreat of Eugenie, but 
to ascertain the cause and the manner of her flight. In 
regard to the first, he lyas baffled at every point ; and so 
skilful had been the arrangements of Beatrice, that in 
respect to the second he returned to the conclusion, after 
long and repeated investigations, that to the Count d'Au- 
bin was to be attributed an act which, under such circum- 
stances, he looked upon as a base breach of faith, ap- 
proaching to a personal insult. The tidings^ therefor^ 
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that Eugenie had disappeared from the capital, and was 
no where to be heard of, were conveyed to d'Aubin by 
a reproachful letter from the Duke of Mayenne ; and mad 
with anger and disappointment, the Count, on his part, 
^ve his mind up to the belief that Mayenne was deceiv- 
ing him, threw himself on his horse, and travelled with 
frantic rapidity, till he reached Paris. There finding 
that the army of the League was already on its march, 
he followed with all speed, overtook Mayenne at Gour- 
nay, and a somewhat vehement altercation was the con- 
sequence. 

Mayenne, however, could not afford to quarrel with a 
person of so much importance to his cause ; and acting 
with wisdom and moderation, an explanation soon en- 
sued, which cleared either party in the opinion of the 
other. As D'Aubin, however, giving way to the natu- 
ral impetuosity of his disposition, had not waited to pu€ 
the troops in motion-which he had collected in Maine, 
he returned thither after one day's rest, while Mayenne 
marched forwards towards Dieppe. 

Accompanied by some of the first officers in France, 
and supported by an overwhelming force, it seemed that 
the great leader of the League was about to drive the 
handful of men which opposed him, and their heroic 
monarch, into that sea which was already bearing to 
their aid the expected succour from England. Strongly 
posted, however, and powerful both in courage and in 
right, Henry the Fourth calmly awaited the attack of his 
adversary ; and, after several preliminary movements, 
the day of Arques dawned heavy and dull, without a 
breath of air to stir the trees or to dispel the autumn fog 
that obscured the scene of that memorable fight. 

It were tedious here to tell all the minute particulars 
of the glorious day, when, attacked at all points, and 
assailed in all manners, not only by the arms of the 
enemy, but by the treason or folly of part of his own 
troops, Henry the Fourth defended the Hill of Arques 
against forces more than six times the number of his 
own. 

Every one has heard how, when monarch and soldiers 
were alike wearied out with sustaining through a long 
day the unceasing attacks of infinitely superior numbers, 
when scarcely a horse could bear his rider to tbe charge, 
and scarcely a hand could wield a sword, the little band 
of Royalists beheld the powerful and yet untouched caT« 
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airy of the League wheeling round upon their flftnle^ 
while a light wind springing up, tended to clear the air, 
and showed to hoth armies the insignificance of the one, 
and the tremendous advantages of the other. But in 
stricken fields, as in the daily strife of life, the eyent 
which seems destined to seal our misfortunes, is oAen 
but the harbinger of unexpected success. The wind, it 
is true, rose higher, and rolling the sea-fog, in heavy 
clouds, away down the valley of Arquesp left the few 
gallant defenders of that long-contested hill exposed, in 
all their need, to the eyes of the mighty host that swept 
round them in dreadful array ; but, at the same time, the 
full sunshine poured upon tne advancing squadrons of 
the League as they came on to the charge, and those 
upon the hill, for the first time during the day, could 
distinguish clearly the separate masses of friends and 
foes. The cannon of the castle of Arques opened at 
once, with tremendous efi'ect, upon the cavalry of May- 
enne ; the first ranks were swept down as they advanced ; 
the second rolled over their dying comrades ; the horses, 
mad with pain and terror, broke through the ranks be- 
hind ; and the charge of a few hundred men, at that criti- 
cal moment, put all the gallant array into irremediable 
flight. Mayenne saw that the day was not for him; 
and, withdrawing his masses in slow and soldierly order, 
he retreated for several miles, and left the field of Arques 
to the glory of Henry the Fourth. 



CHAPTER X. 

It was in a cottage by the sea-side — a mere hut, be- 
longing in former times to a fisherman — that Eugenie 
de Menancourt sat one autumn day beside Beatrice of 
Ferara, watching the clouds of mist roll over the waters, 
as the exhalations which night had left behind struggled 
with a light wind and a still powerful sun for place upon 
the bosom of the ocean. It was a mere hut, as we have 
said, but there was something picturesque in its position, 
seated half way up, half way down a sand-cliff to the 
east of Dieppe, with a projecting shoulder of the rock 
sheltering it from the winds of Uie Atlantic, and a few 
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trees and shrubs — stunted in size, and not very luxuriant 
in foliage, it is true, but still green and fresh — keeping 
it company in the warm nook where it was placed, fi 
IS not impossible that the very picturesque beauty of its 
situation might be the reason why it had been selected 
by one who had more poetry in her heart and soul, than 
half the poets of the land in which she lived. But, at 
the same time, there was another motive which she 
would have assigned, if she had been asked, and which 
was, that the shore beneath formed a little bay in which 
the waves seldom broke boisterously, but even in very 
stormy weather seemed to play there in innocent sport, 
while their parent sea was all in trouble and contention 
without, as we may have often seen the children of a 
warrior playing in peace by their cottage-door, while 
their falser was urging the bloody strife upon the battle 
plain. In this sheltered bay lay a small vessel, and on the 
eeach were two or three boats, while up above upon the 
cliff, were several more cottages, from which to that we 
have described a winding and somewhat difficult path led 
down the face of the crag. Although the cottage had 
not contained more than ten days its two fair tenants, 
who had now resumed their appropriate dress, yet they 
had contrived to ornament it with a very different sort 
of taste from that which was displayed by any of the 
neighbouring dwellers on the shore ; for Beatrice had 
her full share of all that knowledge and love of what is 
beautiful in art or nature, which was then general in her 
native land ; and although she had daily talked of re- 
turning soon to Paris to play her appointed part upon 
that busy scene, yet she had lingered with a fond cling- 
ing to the peaceful moments she spent there, musing 
away her time upon the ever-varying sea-shore, or deco?* 
rating the cottage she had hired for Eugenie with some- 
what whimsical care. As if her journey to Paris had 
been a duty, for the neglect of which she owed an apol- 
ogy to her own heart, she often spoke of the difficulties 
and dangers of reaching the capital, when two hostile ar- 
mies were interposed : but difficulties or dangers had 
rarely stopped Beatrice of Ferara when she willed to go 
in any direction upon earth ; and, perhaps, the real rea- 
son of her delay might be, that Philip ot Aubin was not 
in the metropolis, and that she knew it. 

As we have said, however, beside her Eugenie de 
Menancourt sat, upon an autiynn day, little more thait 



106 ONE IN A THOUSAND ; OR 

a fortnight after we last left them. Their eves w«# 
bent upon the sea-fogs rolling along oyer the Dosom of 
the waters below, and contending in vain against a rising 
wind, which every now and then swept them away, 
and showed to old Ocean the blue eyes of Heayen 
looking upon his slumbering waves, when the curtain of 
the mist was withdrawn by the soft hand of the morn- 
ing air. 

'^ See, Eugenie ! see !" cried Beatrice of Ferara, as, 
with their arms twined in each other, they gazed forth 
upon the changing scene ; " see how the soft and downy 
masses of fog roll dark above the sea, and howj every 
now and then, a scanty gleam of light breaks m, and 

filds the moving vapour and the waves below I Do you 
now, dear Eugenie, that the bosom of that sea seems 
to me like my own fate, wrapped up, as it has been for 
many years, m clouds and ^loom^ with every now and 
then a gleam of bright light Breaking thro«igh, for a brief 
moment, and obscured again almost as soon as given. 
Do you know, dear girl, I could stand and gaze upon 
that sea, and, with all the superstition of the ancient 
days, I could play the augur to my own heart, and read 
my afterlot in the changes that come over the bosom of 
the water." 

" Well, let me read it !" cried Eugenie : " see, see, 
Beatrice, what a long bright gleam is coming now 1" 

" Ay ! but the clouds roll up behind," replied her 
friend. 

" Yes, but beyond them again all is clear and bright,'' 
rejoined Eugenie, as the sun and the wind gained the 
mastery, and the last wreaths of mist were swept away, 
leaving nothing but a thin filmy veil upon the expanse 
of sea. " See, Beatrice, how bright it looks !" 

^'And, on the other hand, ^aze on the dark cloud of 
the past," replied Beatrice, with a smile which wi^s not 
without its share of hopefulness ; " and as you, dear 
Eugenie, have read me my coming lot, and wcmld fain 
make me believe that it is to be so bright, I will tell yoa 
shortly, very shortly, the history of the past ; that you 
may judge now much cause I have to augur well of the 
approaching hours from my experience of the gone. I 
cannot dwell long upon such painful things, but I will 
speak them briefly." 

Sitting down together, and still gazinff out upon the 
golden sea, Beatrice began her tale i and as she told it 
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in as few words as it could well be told, so shall it h% 
repeated here. 

'' I was bom among the lovely Euganean hills," she 
said, " where nature has compressed into one small space 
all that is beautiful and all that is grand : mountain and 
valley, stream and lake, profuse abundance, vegetation 
and cultivation, an atmosphere of magic light, and an 

air of balm. My father was the sovereign prince of 5 

but that matters not ; though we were of the house of 
Feiara, which has given< sovereigns to many another 
land, and has allied its princes to the highest upon earth. 
My lather's dominions were small, but they were rich 
and beautiful ; and he himself, born of a warlike race, 
kept well with the sword those territories which, doubt- 
less, the sword had first acquired. He, when the sov- 
ereigns of Ferara were closely allied to the house of 
France, visited this court ; and wedded, more for her 
beauty than her wealth, and more for her virtues than 
her beauty, the heiress of a noble house, whose lands lie 
not far from your own in Maine. He carried her to Italy, 
where they ever after lived ; his rights to his lady's lanas 
in France being still respected by the sovereigns of this 
country, though the management of them was somewhat 
neglected by those in whom he trusted. Still, however, 
those lands were rich, and made no small addition to the 
revenues of an Italian prince. His favourite residence 
was among the Euganean hills ; and there, where he 
had collected every thing that was beautiful to the eye, 
or pleasant to the ear, where the wise and the good, the 
poet and the sculptor, the painter and the musician, ever 
found a home, I, his first-born child, saw the light, now 
some four-and-twenty years ago. About four years after, 
a brother was bom, and, in his birth, my mother died ; 
but though my father never wedded again, but buried 
his heart in the tomb of her he had loved, yet we were 
well, carefully, fondly nurtured, both by our surviving 
parent himself, and by an uncle, who, high in the church 
of Rome, looked on both my brother and myself as.if 
we had been children of his own. Abandoning the 
paths of ambition for our sake, he left the ancient capital 
of empires for our peaceful castle in the Euganean hills ; 
and tnere, while my father was often absent, fulfilling 
the duties of a prince or a soldier, he devoted nimself to 
the cultivation of our young minds, and to the strength- 
ening of our young beasts, against the sorrowv and the 
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temptations of the world. He was, be is, one man out 
of a multitude. But, Eugenie, we had another ancle, 
who, through life, had followed a difierent path, and who 
was destined to act a different part. He was bred a 
soldier, and lent his sword, and the troops he had con- 
trived to raise, to any one who held out to him the pros- 
pect of wealth or aggrandisement. His expeditions, 
fortunate to others, — for he was brave and skilful, — were 
not fortunate to himself; for the artful and deceitful men 
he served, generally contrived to withhold from him his 
promised reward. From my father he always met kind- 
ness and protection ; and often did my parent support 
his cause, and avenge his quarrels, to the detriment of 
his own best interests. How that uncle acted in return, 
you shall hear. His heart was corrupted by dealing 
with the base, and he became base himself, from believ- 
ing that all others were so. 

"My uncle Albert, the Cardinal, saw more deeplf 
into his heart than my father ; and I remember well that 
it was when speaking of his brother, my other unclsi 
that he took pams to impress upon my mind a truth that 
struck me as a child, and which I have never forgotten. 
^ True virtue,' he said, ^ comes out the brighter lor shi- 
ning amidst vice. It is only those that feel themselves 
weak that fear the contagion of corruption. We may 
hate evil, and not willingly mingle with those who prac- 
tise it; but, if forced to do so, my child, we shall only 
hate it the more if we be really virtuous at heart. Mean- 
er stones derive a lustre from that which lies beneath 
them ; we set the diamond upon black, and it shines by 
its own light.' My father died, Eugenie ; and fhe man- 
ner of his death was not altogether without suspicion ; 
but as, in his territories, it was a doubtful question, whether 
the coronet, where there were male and female children, 
descended to the eldest of either sex. or was the portion 
of the first-bom son, my uncle Ferdinand came hastily 
to settle the succession ; and, to prevent all dispute, he 
took the inheritance unto himself. For fear of greater 
evils to us, and greater crimes to his brother, my other 
uncle, Albert, sent my young brother and myself, with 
speed and secrecy, to the court of France. I was then 
but thirteen years of age, and my brother nine, and with, 
us were some attached dependants, who had either fol^ 
lowed my mother to Italy, or had dwelt long in my 
father's house. My brother instantly received my nK^ 
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tier's inheritance in France, burdened only with a small 
nmtion for myself; but, to better my fallen fortunes, the 
late dueen-mother, Catherine of Medicis, received me 
as one of her women, and, to do her but right, showed 
me, through life, unvarying tenderness* I will not of- 
fend your ears, Eugenie, by telling all that I saw in that 
corrupt court; but I had three great safeguards, dear 
friend — a heart naturally not easily moved ; firm princi* 
pies of truth and virtue, implanted in my earliest years ; 
and one faithful woman, who had nursea my mother and 
myself, and who to vestal purity of heart, aoded a daring 
courage, which would do what she judged right in de- 
fiance of all dangers, and would speak truth to the high- 
est of Qod's creatures upon earth. Yet I must not take 
credit to myself for any great powers of resistance. I 
do not say that there were not many who sought me, 
some in marriage, and some with lighter vows ; but so 
deep and thorough was the contempt I felt for the vain 
and idle butterflies of that vicious court, that my scorn 
extended to the whole sex, and I fancied I should never 

g've one thought to any man in the whole world. You 
low. Eugenie, and I know too well, how much I was 
mistaken. At length came one who sought my love as 
others had not sought it. Four years, or more, have 
since passed, my friend, and those years have changed 
him not for the oetter. There was a freshness of young 
feeling about him then, that is now gone, and it was that 
which first won a way to my heart. I now found that, 
if my heart had been difficult to move, when once it was 
moved, like a rock broken by some earthquake from the 
Alps, it was likely to bear all away before it. Oh, how 
I loved him^ Eugenie ! and when, after having, I own, 
idade him sigh for many a month, to prove his love for 
me, I at length let him know that I did not feel towards 
him as towards the rest of men, and that he might, at 
some distant time, hope for the hand of Beatrice of Fe- 
rara, the relief, alas ! was greater to my heart than his. 
Then came the change over him, Eugenie. I believe 
he had injured his fortune with those hateful dice ; the 
hope of obtaining your hand was held out to him ; am- 
bition and interest called him loudly to pursue that 
prospect ; for I was poor, comparatively, and had no 
nope of better fortunes ; and I heard that ne was offer'* 
ing his vows to Eugenie *de Menancourt. I resolvgd t6 
see ; and, as the Queen was dien about to under^Uce 
Vol. n.— 10. 
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one of her gay and politic progresses through Maime. I 
joined her, with my young brother; for my fkitblul 
nurse was dead, and I did not choose to dwell in that 
court alone. You remember well, Eugenie, those days, 
and how my tiuant lover seemed chained, like a alave, 
to my bridle-rein. My pride was satisfied, if my heart 
was not, and I returned to Paris. He remained some 
months behind ; and, when he came, I found that he 
was changed indeed. He fled my society, and yet he 
seemed struggling with himself; full of passion and 
tenderness when we met, his words were wild and 
strange : he plunged deep into the vices of the court ; 
and, though I sa w and knew he loved me still, yet I re- 
solved, by appearing to despise his conduct, and to for- 
fet himself, to recall him, if possible to better deeds, 
went down to the dwelling of my brother in Maine ; and 
there, roaming wildlv over the country, I soon heard 
enough to show me tnat, notwithstanding all his large 
possessions, the Count d'Aubin was struggling vaimy 
with the consequences of his own follies. There was 
then a contagious disease raging here in France, and 
my brother caught it, and died. His possessions lell to 
me. I had it now in my power to raise up again him I 
loved, and to sweep his embarrassments away ; and it 
became my fieivounte dream to reclaim him from all 
evil, to lead him back to virtue and to riffht. to restore 
him to honour and to station, and to make aim owe to 
me at once peace c^ mind and ease of fortune. For 
the last two years I have laboured for this object, Eu- 
genie, by many different means. I have been thwarted 
by accident, and by his own perversity : but I cling the 
more tenaciously to those hopes, the weaker becomes 
the foundation on which they rest. Sad and sorry I am 
to say he has weakened it more and more every hour ; 
but yet, Eugenie, I hope. I have had him watched, 
Eugenie, not that I might know his weaknesses, for to 
those I have ever shut my ears, but in order to seize the 
moment, if ever the moment should come, for snatebing 
him from his follies, or from his evil fate. To himself 
I have pretended to hate and despise him, the better to 
conceal my views, and also to make him feel my kind- 
ness the more when my time comes. Sometimes I 
think, however, that he suspects me ; aod a dwarf page, 
who has been attached to me from my childhood, and 
whom, in other days, I gave to him to be hia cupbearer, 
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ke seat away, a year or more ago, to his cousin St. 
Real. I had directed that page to give me notice of 
all that passed in Philip of Aubin's household ; but 
the tidings he gave were scanty, eren while he was 
there ; and, ais soon as he was gone, I formed a bold re- 
solution, which I executed boldly. Shortly after you 
had come to Paris with your father, and I had contrired 
to gain your love and confidence, you may remember 
that Philip of Aubin went down to Maine ; and I did 
hope, that, in companionship with so noble a heart as 
his cousin St. Real, and under the eye of the good old 
Marquis, who was then living, his better feelings might 
expand, like flowers in the sunshine ; and I resolved, at 
any risK, to go down thither and watch him myself; 
for I knew that men, to whom he owed large «ums, were 
pressing him hard, and that, had it not l^en for these 
sad wars^ his estates would long ago have suffered from 
their clamis, I thought that the moment might come 
when the full and tender generosity, which is so often to 
be found in woman's heart, might have room to act, that 
I might save him from the consequences of his own 
faults, and thus, perhaps, save him from those faults 
themselves. I contrived, by means of the dwarf to force 
several of my own servants into the household of St. 
R^al ; and I was following down rapidly myself, to try 
whether I could not, for a time, obtain admission there 
also, when messengers from my uncle Albert, telling 
me of the death of Ferdinand, tne usurper of my little 
state, conveying to me considerable treasure, and be- 
seeching me to return, and take possession of territories 
which were now universally acknowledged as my own, 
reached me at Orleans, and brought me back to Paris. 

'^ As soon as I had dispatched them back with other 
letters, begging my uncle to rule in my stead till my re- 
turn, I pursued my plan ; but D' Aubin had, in the mean 
time, returned to Paris, and had thence again been sum- 
moned to the sick bed of his uncle of St. Real. Of this 
I knew nothing^, however ; and, after manifold risks and 
diffiealtiesj owing, perhaps, to the negligence, perhaps 
to the malice, of the dwarf Bartholo, I accomplished my 
object, and found myself established as a page in the 
hcHisa of the lords ot St R6al. I bad determined, in 
any great difficulty, to apply at once to the old Marquis, 
and tell him all my history and all my views ; but I 
tomod him dying, and soon saw that I mast withdraw 
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firom the household into which I had thus intraded, or 
risk detection, and, perhaps, ill repute. To gaud my 
name at home, however, I caused my women to give out 
that I was ill of the ferer ; and they played their part 
with skill. Day by day, however, my disguise produced 
more and more jMun to myself ; for I had but hourlv 
proofs of how completely D'Aubin had given himseU 
up to the vices and follies of his comrades of the court ; 
and I determined, soon after St. Real and his cousin 
reached Paris, to cast that disguise off at once. The 
wealth which I had now at command in that venal city, 
and in these venal times, procured me every sort of m- 
cility in coming and going between Paris and St. Cloud; 
and I believe that, for one half the sum which I possessed 
unknown within the town, I could have procured regular 
passes for the two kings and all their troops co march 
quietly in and take possession of the capital. Thus, as 
soon as I had notice of the last sad and daring means 
which Philip of Aubin was about to employ against you, 
my Eugenie, — the most base and profligate step of any 
he had yet taken, — I cast myself at the King's teet, who 
owed me some .gratitude for a former service ; told him 
vour situation, my own plan for saving you, and brought 
nim to give me his assistance. He did so in the most 
generous manner, and even furnished me with intelii- 
^nce to give Mayenne from the Prince of Parma, which 
IS certain to mislead and puzzle the Duke regarding all 
our plans. Learning from an attendant, w£mi I still 
have in D'Aubin's service, that the Ckiunt had bound 
himself to set out on the very evening of his maniage 
for Maine, I conceived the Duke of Mayenne's plans at 
once ; all his views ; all his policy. . I set every en^rine 
to work to gain information. I had his chaplain seized 
and carried away ; I induced a wild drunken Huguenot 
soldier, not without talents, but without religion or prin- 
ciple, to enact the priest, and brought him to the Il6tel 
de Quise at the moment that a pnest was wanted. I 
took care that your refusal should be witnessed by so 
many, that, even had the person who jpeiformed the 
ceremony been what he seemed, the whole would have 
been ill^^ ; but I also ensured that proof of the mukh 
condition, and of all the other facta, snonld be lodged in 
the hands of the King, so as to render yon as fne as air. 
And now, dear Eugenie, here we are, safe and at liberty* 
with a bark to bear you to England, if the King abooul 



THE DAYS OF HENRT dUATBE.- 113 

lose the approaching battle ; and, doubtless, you wonder 
that, with all I have seen, and with all I know, I can 
for one moment think again of Philip of Aubin. Such 
is the voice of reason, Eugenie, and the voice of sense ; 
bat there is another voice in my heart, which drowns 
them all, and fills my mind with excuses for his conduct 
— vain and light, indeed, as the changing clouds upon 
the sky, I know-; but still those clouds cast shadows, 
which alter the aspect of every thing whereon they fall; 
and so, to my weak eyes, the excuses found by love cast 
an obscuring shade upon his actions, which will not 
suffer me to see them as I should, if the full sun of un- 
biassed judgment shone upon them. I will make one 
more effort, dear Eugenie — I will essay one more trial ; 
I will find the means of serving him deeply and truly : 
and if he be then ungrateful, I can cast him ofi*— and 
die." 

'^ Oh, not so, Beatrice P replied Eugenie ; " make 
every effort ; try every means ; but, even if all should 
fail, talk not of dying, but seek happiness in some other 
shape." 

'0[n vain, Eugenie I in vain!" replied Beatrice: "all 
the feelings of my heart are engaged in this one effort. 
If it fail, there will be nothing else left for me on earth. 
The body may live, Eugenie — it perhaps mav linger on 
some few years ; but the heart and the soul are dead. 
Still, let us hope better things, dear friend ; you have read 
a happv fate in those passing clouds and the sunshine 
that followed, and I will trust " 

As she spoke, an attendant hurried in. '' They are 
flyinff, madam," he said j "they are flying !" 

"Who?" demanded Beatrice, eagerly, "who are 
flying r 

" Mayenne's horse, madam," replied the man : " do 
you not hear the cannon? They have been fighting at' 
Arques for these four hours." 

"Send out ! send out to see !" cried Beatrice. " On 
this battle may depend our future fate, dear Eugenie." 

In less than an hour the news of Mayenne's complete 
defeat was borne to Beatrice and Eugenie; and the 
servant who brought it added, that he had seen the 
King and Monsieur de St. R6ai both quite safe^ and di- 
recting the operations which followed up the victory. 

" Thank God for this, also !" replied Beatrice ; "and 
now^ dear Eugenie, ere I wend my way back to PariSi 
10* 
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We will journey together to Maine, where, between my 
lands and yours, there lies a spot secluded and calm, 
and surrounded W people attached both to you and me. 
Mayenne must fall back on Picardy: the King will 
march on Paris ; and Maine will ofi^r a safer asylum 
than even this which we possess at present." 

The political anticipations of Beatrice of Ferara were 
not far wrong : scarcely had the day of Arques been 
won, when the English succour disembarked at Dieppe. 
Henry effected his junction with the Duke of Loneue- 
TiUe and the Count of Soissons ; the former of whom 
had been detached to levy troops ; and then resuming 
the offensive, he marched in search of Mayenne, and 
attempted to provoke him to another battle. Retreating 
upon Picardy, however, Mayenne avoided the large 
force which was now opposea to him ; and, by a num- 
ber of skilful operations, both military and pohticiJ, re- 
paired the disadvantages incurred by the lost field of 
Arques. Anxious to withdraw him from a province 
into which, from the disaffection of many of the larger 
towns, the Royalists could not with safety follow 
him, Henry marched direct upon Paris, ana. taking 
several unimportant places by the way, attaclced and 
carried the suburbs of the capital itself, to the horror and 
dismay of the Leaguers. The scheme was perfectly 
successful. Mayenne, in terror lest the metropolis 
should be lost, spurred with all speed to Paris, leaving 
his army to jfollow as it might. The forces of the 
Royalists were not sufficiently numerous to invest the 
city entirely ; and the troops of Mayenne following 
from Picardy, soon placed such a number of men within 
the walls as to set farther attack at defiance. 

Withdrawing his forces from a useless enterprise, 
Henry retreated uoon Mont l'H6ry, and then turned 
upon Etampes ; taking a number of towns under the 
very eyes of the League, the leaders of which seemed 
little disposed to risk the chances of another battle. Thus 
passed the winter, and a considerable part of the spring. 
The town of Le Mans, it is true, made some resistance 
to the royal arms, but at length yielded ; and thence di* 
recting expeditions towards Afferent parts of the country, 
the ^ulant monarch recovered a great part of the rich 
nroyinces towards the centre of France. Aimoat all 
Maine and a considerable part of Normandy were now 
subject to the King; and, among the res^ the lands <^ 



THS DATS OF HENRT ClUATBE. 115 

Bngemt de Menancouit were, for a time, occupied hf 
the roval troops. The tenantry, howeyer, and uie vat- 
sals, had been generally called into the field, by the 
Count d'Aubin, who had by this time joined Mayenne 
in Paris ; and the changing eyents of the war soon 
obliged the monarch to withdraw his troops from that 
part of Maine, and adyance to new yictories and more 
important conquests. 

Shortly before Easter, Henry the Fourth had laid sieg^e 
to Dreux, in Normandy ; and Mayenne haying taken the 
cantle of Vincennes, roissi, ana seyeral other places, 
endeayoured to reduce Meulan. The demonstrations of 
the royal army, howeyer, showed a purpose of compel- 
ling him to raise the siege ; and haying been joined by 
fresh leyies from yarious parts of France, and consider- 
able reinforcements from the low countries, he deter- 
mined to risk another battle ; and for the purpose of 
choosing bis own ground, put his army in motion. Non- 
anconrt had fallen before the arms of Henry the Fourth; 
and the siege of Dreux was rapidly adyancing ; when 
news reached the royal camp of yarious unexpected 
movements on the part of the army of the League. First 
came tidings that fiye thousand infantry had passed the 
bridge of Mantes ; then came reports of large forces of 
cavalry having been seen in march on both sides of the 
Seine ; and, lastly, intelligence was brought to the King 
that the foragers of the Duke of Mayenne had appeared 
in the neighbourhood of Dammartin. 

Calling his principal officers to council, Henry inform- 
ed them of the tidings he had received, and then at once 
made his own comment ; and announced his determina- 
tion thus : — ^' From these facts, my friends, it is evident 
that our good cousin of Mayenne is seeking us ; and, 
therefore, I propose instantly to raise the siege of Dreux." 

The members of the council looked in each othei's 
fkces, with glances of surprise at such an unexpected 
proposal from one who was not, in general, easily turned 
from bis enterprises. Henry for a moment suffered their 
astonishment to continue, and then added with a smile; 
** You seem surprised, my friends ; but I have no scru- 
ple in regard to abandoning a siege when it is for the 
Sirpose of fiffhting a battle. What say you, my gallant 
t. R6al ; wnl you strike for Henry the Fourth as brave- 
ly here as you did at Arques ?" 

"With aU my heart, Sire!" replied St. R^; and 
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this is one of the few instances on record of a eoimeil in 
which there existed no difference of opinion. 



CHAPTER XL 

Willingly we turn once more from the dull, dry pose 
of history, — that uninteresting record which no one reads 
in these days, and probably neyer will again, unless by 
some unforeseen accident, the world were to grow wiser 
and better, — to the more entertaining and instructive 
accidents and adventures of the individual characterS| 
which, with somewhat less skill than that of a PhiU- 
dore, we have been moving about upon the little chess- 
board before us. It is always the most skilful game, 
we are told, to begin with the pawns, of which we are 
well aware, though we somewhat deviated from that 
rule in the commencement ; but now that we have got 
our pieces scattered about in different directions, and 
have just been obliged to make the King abandon his 
attack upon the castle, we must even have recourse to 
pieces which we have found very useful in many a pre- 
vious game, and play this chapter out with the knignts. 

The evening was cold and still; for the ordinary- 
winds of March had not yet begun to blow, although 
that month was well advanced; and the dull heavy 
clouds that hung over the world-might descend in rain, 
or might still assert the rule of winter, and come down 
in a fall of snow. The sky, therefore, looked chill and 
comfortless to the eyes of a considerate body of the ar- 
my of the League, as it moved on upon the heavy and 
channelled roads in the neighbourhood of Evreux ; and 
to say sooth, the aspect of the earth itself was but little 
more cheering than that of the heaven which canopied 
it. Days of trouble had impoverished the land, and the 
cold season which had just passed had left the earth 
brown and rugged; while the .woods, that swept over- 
every favouraUe slope, presented nothing but a tangled 
mass of dull gray branches, diversified alone by a few 
patches of crisp yellow leaves, that adhered, with all 
the tenacity of old attachment, to the stems wnich weM 
soon to cati them off for ever, for the greener and gayer 
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children of the spring. Thinly peopled, too, was then 
the land ; and though here and there a viUage-church 
raised its tower against the evening sky, or a cottage 
appeared upon the upland, in many instances the hell 
had long ceased to sound trom amidst the scenes that 
war had visited ; very often the light of the cottage was 
found extinguished, and the fire of the once warm hearth 
gone out for ever. The hamlets were few, and gene- 
rally gathered round some castle, which afforded the in- 
habitants refuse or protection m time of need ; and soli- 
tary but inhabited cottages, if met with at all, were but 
mere hiiits, in which dwelt the lowest and most misera- 
ble of the population, upon whom war itself could inflict 
nothing worse than existence. 

In short, the whole scene was cold and desolate; and 
its effect upon the mind of one of the leaders, who con- 
ducted the detachment we hi ve mentioned, was such as 
it was naturally calculated to produce. He had ridden 
on,' at about the distance of half a mile from the head of 
the mingled masses of cavalry and infantry which where 
under his command ; and, accompanied by one compan- 
iosif and several attendants, advanced silently upon the 
rude road, which, winding along the side of an easy hill, 
displayed a wide extent of dull gray slopes, slightly 
tinted here and there with a faint and melancholy hue 
of green, till a dark and gloomy wood, at several leagues 
distance, cut sharp upon the leaden sky, and closed the 
cheerless prospect. Although the eye of Phipip of Au- 
bin, for such was the horseman we have spoken o^ 
roved far and wide over the uninviting face of the coun- 
try, it was clear that he looked not upon it as a general 
reconnoitring the land through which he passed, with 
the keen glance of stratagetic inquiry ; but rather that 
he seemed to regard it with the lode of one whose heart 
— not wholly dead to nobler feelings than those which 
armed him in civil strife upon a bad and unjustifiable 
eanse — grieved for the state of ruin in which his native 
laiid was plunged, although his own evil passions aided 
to produce the desolation that he lamented. 

The other who rode beside him, Albert of Wolfstrom, 
drew his cloak round him, and, as he gazed npon the 
bleak and desolate landscape, thought of nothing bat 
himself. Mercenary by nature and by habit, he scarce- 
ly knew what it is to haye a country ; and — like many 
others who believe themselves to be citizens of tho 
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world — in truth and in reality, his own indindual sel- 
fishness was his world, his country, and his home. 
D'Auhin knew the nature of the man too well to suffer 
the slightest hint of what was passing in his own bosom 
to escape his lips ; well aware that his companion could 
not understand his feelings, and that, setting aside eren 
the mercenary leader's own particular philosophy, there 
was cant of many kinds to be brought forward against 
the sensations which forced themselyes upon him ; for 
where was yet the unholy cause which did not inscribe 
upon its banners the names of rirtue, religion, patriotism, 
and honour? 

*' It is a chilly night," he said, as he remarked the 
action of his companion ; '^ it is a chilly night, Wol^ 
Strom !" 

'^Ay, and a dreary prospect," answered hi^ compan- 
ion. " Which, think you, my noble Count, shall we 
have to warm our blooo to-nignt with ; raisin? the wine 
cup, shaking the dice, or hard blows upon bri^t steel 1" 

" With wine, if any thing," replied D'Aubm : " May 
enne is not one fond of night encounters and sudden 
surprises ; and if he have not fought the King's force to- 
day, which is not likely, he will let another sun rise ere 
he strike a blow. As tor dice, you know, I haye abjured 
them." 

" Ay do I, to my sorrow," answered Wolfstrom ; " for 
we have not had one merry night since we began our 
march ; but, by my life, it is a dreary prospect. I trust 
that all the centre of this good landf is not so bare and 
wasted. I have been so long in Picardy, where things 
wear a better aspect, that I expected not this sad scene 
in Normandy." 

D'Anbin turned upon him an inquiring eye, not under- 
standing, for a moment, what curious combination could 
have excited in the bosom of the adyenturer any thing 
like feelings of regret for the deyastation of any Und on 
earth. " You are compassionate, Wolfstrom !" he said: 
'* France, indeed, has suffered terrible eyils ; and Nor- 
mandy, lately, more than all ; for here has been the hot- 
test fire of war during the last four months.^ 

'* And pray has not Maine suffered as much T* de- 
manded Wolfstrom, in a quiet tone. 

D'Aubin laughed aloud. " By the Lord !*• he exclaim- 
ed, " I thought thy heart had grown mighty tender over 
tiie woes of FrancCi most worthy and considerate Wolf- 
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Btrcnn; foi^ttibg, that in the hypothique* which I gave 
thee oyer my lands in Maine, on account of that accursed 
throw of the dice, thou hast acquired a certain tender 
and generous interest in my unhappy country, through 
the only channel hy which thy heart can be reached, — 
hut rest satisfied ! The war would be sweeping and de- 
solating indeed, which would leave the lands of Aubin 
unable to pay tne pitiful interest of thy pitiful debt ; and 
besides, I shall soon be able to discharge the whole, and 
load thee with that sort of moveable ore, which is better 
suited to thy^ purposes and thy nature than any claim 
upon the sod." 

^^ You mean when your marriage can be completed 
with Mademoiselle de Menancourt,'' replied Wolfstrom, 
not unwilling to retort some of the bitterness of Aubin's 
speech upon himself. " By my faith, Sir Count, if it 
wait till tlien, it will wait long enough apparently ; for 
your fond and affectionate bride seems to conceal her- 
self from your longing arms with wonderful skill and 
perseverance." 

D' Aubin bit bis lip, and paused for several minutes 
ere he replied ; but wrath, he felt, was vain in regard to 
circumstances far too well known to admit the possibil- 
ity of concealment, however much it might sting him to 
find them a subject of common conversation to every 
mercenary follower of the camp. It cost him an effort, 
indeed, to smother all the angry feelings at his heart ; 
but that efibrt over, he replied in a tone of calmness 
that disappointed Wolfstrom's malice : " She does, in- 
deed, conceal herself skilfully." he said ; ^^and in good 
truth, I little thought that so slight offence as I gave her 
would so deeply wound woman's jealous love, or I 
should have taken greater care to please ; but as soon as 
this battle is over, and these provinces cleared, I will 
bend my whole thoughts and efforts to the search ; and, 
once I nave found her^ a few words of apology, and a 
few vows of eternal love and fidelity, will set the whole 
to rights again." 

"f heard that you had tried all that before," replied 
Wolfstrom drylv ; " and the good, freespoken Parisians 
Beem to think, that it was love for one cousin made her 
run away from the other so eagerly, — at least, so Madame 

* In BngliBb, a mortgage. This sort of encambrance was but too fre- 
quently created in France during the wars of the League, and the epoch 
of debauchery which preceded, accompanied, and followed them. 
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de Montpensier, and the Duchess of Opse. ond yaas^ 
La Tremblaye, and several others, fancied." 

<< It is false as hell \^ cried D'Aubin; and those who 
say it, and those who repeat it, lie." 

" I trust it is false," answered Wolfs trom, cahnly ; ''and 
will not take up the hard word you have used just now, 
Monsieur d'Aubin, till the battle is over, and our pei^ 
sonal affairs are in a little better order. After that, how- 
ever^ I shall have to inquire how far the word lie was 
applied to my share in the story. At present, let me 
say, that my repeating unpalatable rumoars to you was 
but an act of kindness, intended to direct your mind to- 
wards a particular point. Even supposing that nothing 
like love exists between your cousm and this fair fugi- 
tive, ever^r one knows that he used to regard her as a 
brother might a sister ; and it is a conunon suppositicm 
that she has fled to his protection, and is concealed by 
his assistance." 

'' Nonsense, nonsense, Wolfstrom 1|' replied IPAnbin, 
musing a little while he spoke. " It is all nonsense, de- 
pend upon it ; and as to the word lie, I applied it ^one, 
of course, to those who spread such reports maliciously^ 
not to you. Eugenie, wherever she has fled, has too 
deep a sense of female modesty to put herself under the 
protection of anv idle boy, like my cousin of St. R6aL" 

" Pardie ! call him not an idle boy !" cried Wolfstrom. 
Call him rather a stout soldier, and skilful commander ; 
for such has he proved himself in all these last affiurs ; 
and the very best in either camp may now and then take 
a lesson from him." 

'' Pshaw !" said D'Aubin. " You are credulous, 
Wolfstrom ! The followers of the Beamois take care to 
vaunt their great officers and skilful soldiers, in order to 
make up, by the fears of their adversaries, for their own 
want of strength. Do not let us be such gulls as to be- 
lieve them ; and only let us so far reckon on their power, 
as to take every means of employing our own to the b«rt 
advantage. Do not you spare your men, Wolfstrom; 
for one of these great battles lost might place the whole 
of France in the power of the Beamois.?' 

" I shall neither spare my men nor my person, as I 
am bound in honour," answered Wolfstrom; ''but it 
matters little to me whether France falls under the 
power of the Bearnois or not. The term for which I 
took arms will soon be expired^ and I can always find 
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employment for my sword, thanks to the Protestants 
ana Catholics here and in other lands." 

" True," replied D'Aubin ; " but you may find my 
lands confiscated to the crown for treason and rebellion 
some fine day, if the Bearnois wins the day of us ulti- 
mately ; and then what becomes of your hypothique 7" 

" That consideration shall make me give a good stroke 
or two more, my dear friend," replied the Grerman, coolly ; 
" but I seldom find means wanting to repay myself ; 
and, methinks, if the Bearnois does beat us completely, 
and declares himself your heir, I shall still contrive to 
skin his inheritance before I go." 

D'Aubin made no reply, and for some time the two 
commanders rode on in silence ; the Grerman leader 
probably calculating upon the best means of skinning, 
as he termed it, other men's inheritance, and the Count 
d'Aubin, on his part, revolving bitterly all that had just 
passed in a conversation which presented so very few 
agreeable points for the mind to rest on. What his com- 
panion had said in regard to Eugenie and St. R^al, he 
had repelled only the more anghly, because it was con- 
firmed by suspicions existing previously in his own mind ; 
for such is the nature of the numan heart, to combat on 
the lips of others the self-same feelings that we expe- 
rience with terror within us. To that point of their con- 
versation, therefore, did he most earnestly turn his 
thoughts ; and bitter and angry where the sensations 
whicn he now felt towards a being whom he had once 
loved, but who had since committed the unforgiveable 
offence of holding firm to virtue and to honour where 
D'Aubin's own grasp had given way. Gradually as he 
nourished and pampered the doubts and suspicions with- 
in him, the emotions of his mind c^municated them- 
selves to his features and to his frame ; and suddenly re- 
membering himself, as he was spurring on his horse un- 
der the impulse of his irritated feelings, he affected to see 
some object in the distant plain, and asked his companion 
whethe^ he did not perceive a light in the eastern part of 
the landscape. 

Wolfstrom answered in the negative ; and the con- 
versation between them was renewed, but took a different 
turn, touching chiefly upon the chances of a battle on 
the following day, the respective forces of the Royalists 
and Leaguers, and the probability of success on either 
part 

Vol. U.— 11. 
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" We should soon know how the strife will end, if we 
were in my country," said Wolfstrom ; "at least we 
might easily find persons to tell us." 

" How so ?" demanded D'Aubin. " I hear that our 
holy Father the Pope, although friendly to oar cause, 
predicts that the day will go against us." 

" Ay, but in Germany," replied Wolfstrom, " we should 
find those who pretend to know as much as his holiness, 
and do know a great deal more. Hare you never heard, 
that in the Odenwald, when a war is about to begfin, the 
wild huntsman goes out with all his dogs, and that, on 
the tops of our mountains, on many a stormy nighty the 
spirits of the rivers and the floods hold their meetings, 
and reveal dark secrets of coming events to those ymo 
have the courage to go and consult them?" 

" No, indeed, Wolfstrom," answered D'Aubin, " I 
never did hear all that ; and I can but say^ that I think 
that these spirits must be very foolish spirits to haunt 
Germany at all, when tl^ere is many a warmer and a 
fairer land would be very willing to receive them ; and 
still more foolish to go up to the tops of mountains on a 
stormy night ! No, no, Wolfstrom ; I am no believer in 
spirits, or ghosts, or phantasms, or necromancers, or any 
sort of ]K)rtents, except the wonders to be effected by 
strong wits and strong arms." 

" Say many a warmer land, if you will," replied Wolf- 
strom, angry at D'Aubin's sneer at his native country. 

" Say many a warmer land, if you will, but not many 
a fairer ; for the whole earth does not contain a fairer 
than Germany. Why, every thing that stream, and 
mountain, and forest, rich plain, and sweeping upland 
can do to make a land lovely, is to be found in CSermany ; 
but as you have not seen it, you canno> judge ; and as 
to your disbelief in portents, you, as every other incredu- 
lous doubter, will some day be convincea." 

" Never !" answered D'Aubin with a lauffh : " but 
now, good Sir Albert, as night is falling, and we shall 
not reach St. Andre before midnight, I think we had 
better fall back to our men, and throw out some scouts. 
Not that I fear surprise ; for as Mayenne is between us 
and the enemy, it would be strange to meet with a foe 
before we rejoin our friends. 'Tis as well, however, al- 
ways to hold one's self prepared." 

The leader of the r6itres perfectly coincided in this 
cautious doctrine; and D'Aubin and his companioOy 



THE DAYS OF HENRY QUATRE. 123 

slackening their pace, suffered the head of their corps to 
cooie up with them. Arrangements were then made for. 
a night march ; and the sun went down ere they had 
proceeded far, bursting forth for a moment as he touched 
the edge of the horizon, and dyeing the heavy clouds 
that rolled around him with a dull and misty red. The 
clock struck nine as the Count and his forces entered 
the little village of Grossoeuvre ; and the leaders, riding 
forward to the oJd chateau, were welcomed with kind- 
ness and hospitality by the ancestors of my poor friend, 
the gallant and chivalrous De Vitermont, one of the 
noble and generous hearts of France, who, after having 
shed his blood, and lost health and comfort in defence 
of his country, could still hold out the hand of friend- 
ship and affection to those who had smitten him so se^ 
verely, but who were enemies no more. 

So good was the wine, so hospitable the hearth at 
which he sat. that Albert of Wolfstrom, with the true 
love of a soldier of fortune for comfortable quarters, 
would fain have delayed the farther march till morning, 
alleging that the horses and men were both fatigued, 
and could just as well proceed an hour or two before 
daylight as at that late hour of the night. D'Aubin, 
however, would not hear of delay ; well knowing of 
how much importance it is to bring troops fresh into the 
field, rather than wearied with a long march. Deter- 
mined therefore, that whatever rest the soldiers obtained 
should be as near the expected field of battle as possible, 
at eleven o'clock he caused the trumpets to sound ; and 
shortly after, the troops were once more on their march 
towards the small town of Ivry, at which place the 
Duke of Mayenne was now ascertained to be. A cir- 
cuitous route, however, was necessarily followed through 
the great plain which lies between Pacy and St. Andr6, 
as the latter place was understood to be occupied by the 
forces of the King. Sure guides had been obtained, 
indeed, at Grossceuvre ; and much were they needed, for 
the night was as dark as the mouth of Acheron ; and 
not a ray found its way through the black covering of 
clouds, to mark the road from the fields among which it 
wound. The air was calm and still ; and no sound was 
to be heard except the occasional howling of the wolves, 
which were then frequent, and are not now uncommon, 
in the many woods which diversify that part of the coun- 
trf . Instead of bringing additional chilliness to the at 
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mosphere, however, the night had become warm, and 
was growing more and more sultry as it advanced ; and 
every now and then the wind, as if struggling to rise 
against some oppressive burden in the sky, c^me with a 
momentary gust of hot breath, which instantly fell again, 
and all was still. 

"It will turn to rain!" said D'Aubin, speaking to 
Wolfstrom, who rode beside him 5 it has grown too hot 
for snow." 

" No, no. noble Sir !" replied the old man who walked 
beside D'Aubin's bridle-rein, to show him the way; 
" that which you feel is the hot breath of the battle 
coming up ! They will fight to-morrow, that is certain ! 
When 1 served with the Great Duke, we never felt a 
night like this, without being sure that there \$rould be 
bloody work the next morning, whether we expected it 
before or not." 

" Indeed !" said D'Aubin ; but as he spoke, a slight 
momentary flash played along the verge of the far sky, 
showing, ior the brief instant that it lasted, the plain 
and the woods around, and then leaving all blank and 
dark once more. 

" Ay ! that's always the way," said the old man ; " the 
spirits of the two armies are trying to-night which will 
have the victory to-morrow. We shall hear more of it 
soon." 

Several minutes, however, elapsed, without his pro- 
phecy being verified ; and D'Aubin be^an to fancy, that 
what he had at first supposed to be a Sash of lightning 
had proceeded from the discharge of some distant ^un, 
the report of which had escaped his ear ; when again a 
broad blaze illumined the sky, and a clap of thunder, re- 
sembling the discharge of a whole park of artillery, 
echoed and reechoed through the air. Then came an- 
other pause ; but the moment after appeared a spectacle, 
which, — if it had not been seen by the unimaginative 
Sully, and the keen and inquiring eyes of D'Avila the 
historian, as well as those of every other person then 
awake in either host, — might well have passed for a su- 
perstitious fable. The sky became suddenly in a blaze 
with flickering lightning^ which scarcely left it fbr a 
moment in darkness ; while in the midst appeared forms 
of fire, like those of mounted horsemen and charging 
squadrons. Shifting, advancing, wheeling, now meeting 
in ixnpetaous shook, now mioglea in the confiisioii df the 
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miiSe, now broken and scattered, now fleeing, now rallied,' 
the aSriel combatants acted in the clouds the fierce drama 
of a hard contested field of battle before the eyes of the 
astonished soldiers. For some minutes an uncommande<| 
halt took place ; the soldiers gazed up upon the blazing 
sky with eyes of wonder and terror ; several of the horses 
started from the ranks, and were only brought back by 
skill and strength ; and then stood with foaming hides 
and distended nostrils, straining their eyes, with their 
riders, on the bright but fearful phenomenon above them. 
Still that strange warfare in the sky seemed to go on, 
while the thunder rolled around in one incessant peal ; 
and gradually shaking off the first effects of terror, the 
soldiery began to take an interest in the scene, worked 
up their imaginations to the belief that the combat was 
real, called the ri^ht hand cloud the blessed League, de- 
nominated the other foim Huguenots, and watched the 
changes with all the interest of a reserve gazing on a 
field of battle. So complete at length was the illusion, 
that when the phantom army of the League appeared 
defeated by their adversaries, and the forms that com- 
posed it were driven over the sky in confusion, the trum- 
peter of the horsemen of Aubm instinctively put his 
clarion to his lips, and blew a rally. The Count took 
advantage of the incident to give the word to march 5 
and turning to Albert of Wolfstrom, as he spurred on 
his horse, exclaimed, " In truth, in truth, this is very 
strange !" 

The troops followed their commander in some disar- 
ray ; but ere they reached the edge of the upland the 
pageant had passed away, and all was darkness, except 
when an occasional flash of lightning broke for an instant * 
across the sky. 



CHAPTER XIL 

The morning of the fourteenth of March broke through 
a sky filled with scattered clouds, the light fraginents of 
the past-by storm, which, borne away by a quick soft 
wind, hurried shadowy over the laughing sunshine oi 
the early day, like the momentary woes and cares of in- 
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fkncy. After a night of watchfulness and inquietude, 
the soldiers of Henry the Fourth rose not the less full 
of hope and courage. Marching out from the villages 
in which they had heen quartered, they advanced to a 
position which the Ring had chosen some time before, 
and which his army had occupied the greater part of the 
preceding day, in expectation of being attacked by the 
forces of Mavenne, wnose army had been in sight during 
the whole aiternoon. 

Some apprehensions had been entertained in the Roy- 
alist camp during the night, lest the enemy should have 
retired across the Eure, and avoided a combat which 
bade fair to decide the fate of France ; but the first dawn 
of the morning did away this fear, by showing the out- 
posts of Mayenne, still occupying the edge of the gentle 
slope which terminated the plain towards Mon9eauz and 
La Neuvillette. The main body of the Leaguers had, 
indeed, retired a little from the position they had occu- 
pied on the preceding day ; but this movement had only 
taken place in order to enable them to pass the incle- 
ment night which had followed, in the shelter afforded 
by the villages towards Ivry ; and ere the monarch had 
been long in position, the heavy masses of cavalry and 
infantry which supported Mayenne were seen congre- 
gating on the upland, considerably increased in number 
by remforcements which had arrived during the night, 
and early morning. 

Some small bodies also had joined the forces of the 
King ; and although the League presented a roll of 
names at least two to one in number, when compared 
with the list of Henry's followers, yet upon the part of 
the Royalists there was that undoubting, confident reso- 
lution, which so often commands success, joined to that 
cautious energy which ensures it against almost every 
chance. 

Towards ten o'clock, the position of the royal army 
was taken up, the squadrons of cavalry formed along the 
whole line, and the infantry disposed m masses between 
the small bodies of the horse. On the right appeared the 
squadron of the Marechal d'Aumont, with several infan- 
try regiments ; towards the centre were the cannon, few 
in number, but well placed, and directed by oflicers of 
skill and activity ; and on the left was the squadron of 
the King himself, with the reserve of the Marechal de 
Biron. The appearance of the royal host offered notli- 
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ing very brilliant ; for every leader among the Royalists 
had been sa long expelled from the gay capital, and so 
many of them had suffered in fortune by their attach- 
ment to the monarch, that steel — cold gray steel — was 
the only ornament that the ranks of Henry the Fourth 
presented. The King himself appeared among his 
troops without that surcoat of arms which was borne 
even by the poorest gentleman on the other side ; but in 
order that he might be known and distinguished in the 
milee, a large white plume of feathers rose above his 
casque, and a similar mark was placed in the head of his 
battle charger. It was thus he appeared in the front of 
the squadron he particularly commanded, when the young 
Marquis of St. Real, and several other gentlemen rode 
up, and sought permission to iSght near the person of 
his majesty. 

" No, no, St. Real," replied the King ; " you will be 
required at the head of your own troops." 

" I can perfectly trust my lieutenant. Sire," replied St. 
R6al. " If you will grant me my request, I will answer 
for his conducting the troops as well as I could myself." 

"No, St. Real, no!" answered the monarch, as^ain 
smiling gaUy upon him ; " I must not have all my best 
officers in one place. I am vain enough to think that 
my own hand is here a host, and I must have my gal- 
lant friends posted where they may do as much. Be- 
sides, I have other work for you. Here is my noble 
Rosny, who has brought me up James's arquebusiers 
from Fassy ; I wish you to join them to your force, and 
hold yourself as the commander of my own especial re- 
serve. If you see my squadron broken, come to my 
aid, — but not otherwise, mind. You won glory enough 
at Arques, St. Real, and you must let us have our share 
here: but stav, were you not in the room last night 
when Schomoerg came to ask for his men's pay, and I 
spoke somewhat harshly to him in reply ?" 

"I was. Sire," replied St. R^al, bowing his head 
gravely ; for he had thought at the time, that the King 
had treated the veteran unkindly. 

"Well, then, come with me!" said Henry: you wit- 
nessed the fault, you must witness the reparation." 
Thus saying, he rode along the line, followed by St. 
R^al and about twenty other horsemen, sometimes 
pausing to gaze upon the swarming host of Mayenne, 
which, crowning the opposite slope, was making every 
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disposition for immediate battle ; sometimes turning 
towards his own army, to address the heads of the 
squadrons he passed, or the gentlemen who accompanied 
him. '' Ha ! there is the white standard and black 
Jleurs de lis of the Guises !" he exclaimed, speaking to 
St. R6al. " Our good cousin of Mayenne must be in 
person on the field already. 'Tis a wonder he is so soon 
up ! How mild the day is, De Givry ! Well I you and 
your brave fellows, I see, run no risk of overheating 
yourselves before the battle ; for, by my faith, we have 
none of us much other clothing besides cold steel. Ha ! 
Monsieur de Brigneux, you have a good view of the 
enemy, and will not lose sight of them till they have 
tasted the quality of your steel, I'll warrant. They 
must be two to one, Vignoles ! I am sure I hope they 
are ; for I would not have to defeat a less force for one 
half of Burgundy. They tell me our friends from 
Picardy are withm two miles ; but faith, I shall not 
wait till they come up, lest we should have too many 
to share our glory. Ha ! here we are, St. R6al ; do 
me the favour of putting your foot to the ground with 
me." 

St. R6a1 instantly flung his rein to a groom, and fol- 
lowed the King on foot to the head of a regiment, where 
sat a strong elderly man, whose countenance — the fea- 
tures of which were bland and mild — wore a stem and 
sullen air, and whose cheek, showing here and there the 
red lines of florid health, was uow. nevertheless, pale in 
its general hue. He dismounted from his horse, as the 
monarch approached, and rendered him a military sa- 
lute with the same ^ave sternness which had marked 
his aspect ere the Kmg came up. Henry, however, in- 
stantly laid his hand upon bis arm in silence, and led 
him back — for he had advanced a few steps — to the 
head of his regiment ; and then, when every soldier in 
the ranks could hear, he said, — " Colonel Schomberg. 
we are now on what will soon be a field of battle, ana 
it is very possible that I may remain upon it. I gave 
you hard words last night; aiid it is not fair that I 
should carry out of the world with me the honour of a 
brave gentleman like you. I come, therefore, to recall 
what I said, and publicly to declare, that I hold you for 
as good a man, and as gallant a soldier, as at this time 
lives." Tl^us saying, he took the veteran in his mailed 
arms, and pressed him to his bosom, while the warm 
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tears streamed down the rough cheeks of the old 
soldier. 

"Ah, Sire !" cried Schomberg ; "in restoring me the 
honour which your words took from me, you now take 
from me life, for I should be unworthy if I did not cast 
it away in your service ; and if I had a thousand, I should 
wish to pour them forth at the feet of such a king." 

" No, no !" said Henry, again embracing him ; " spend 
your blood, Schomberg, as I will mine, when there is 
need of it ; but still keep it as long as you can, for the 
service of your master. And now, my friends, we will 
all do our duty. St. Real, my friend, to your post ! 
Schomberg, farewell ! Monsieur de Vicq, have the Kind- 
ness to tell the Baron de Biron to advance the squad- 
rons on the right for about two hundred paces ; for I 
see the front of the enemy begin to shake, and the battle 
must be no longer delayed than sufficient to enable us 
to get the sun and wind behind us, otherwise we shall 
be blinded with the smoke and the glare." 

Henry now rode back to his squadron ; and St. R6al 
returned to the head of his own forces, which had by 
this time been reinforced, according to the King's com- 
mand, by James's horse arquebusiers. Here the young 
leader, now well accustomed to scenes of battle and 
victorv, fixed his eyes upon the squadron of the King ; 
and though anxious^ with all the fire of a chivalrous 
heart, to take an active share in the coming contest, he 
yet determined to observe to the letter the orders he nad 
received ; well knowing that they had been dictated by 
experience and skill, such as he had not the vanity to 
believe he himself possessed. Although the thought of 
danger or the thrill of fear never crossed his bosom for 
a moment, yet the countenance of St. R6al was grave 
and sad. No man felt more for the su£fering people of 
his native country, no one regretted more deeply every 
fresh act of the great tragedy which day after day del- 
uged France with blood ; but at the present moment it 
must be owned, St. Real's feelings were personal. He 
thought of Eugenie de Menancourt ; and his heart sunk, 
when, contemplating the loss of the present battle, he 
suffered imagination to dwell on all to which she might 
be exposed, if the League were triumphant. Her real 
situation he knew not, nor had he more than a vague 
idea of the circumstances that attended her flight from 
Paris, for nought but nunoors of the event had reached 
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him during his long service with the royal army. But 
on that very morning he had learned from a trumpet, 
who had brought him an insulting defiance from his 
cousin of Aubin, that the vassals of Menancourt were 
DOW led by the Count ; that Eugenie was still a fugitive 
from her home; and that it was generally supposed 
among the Leaguers that she had sought refuge with 
him. These tidings, at le^st, taught him to believe that 
she was unprotected in the wide world with which she 
was 80 little fitted to cope ; and the letter of his cousin 
showed him that misery and violence waited her, if 
fortune favoured the arms of those who had already op- 
pressed her. 

Such thoughts did call a pang into his bosom, and a 
cloud upon his brow ; but feeling that even his individ- 
ual exertion might aid in winning a field on which so 
much was staked, he sternly bent his thoughts to the 
events immediately before him ; and watched, as we 
have said, the squadron of the King with steadfast and 
eager attention. Scarcely had the monarch rejoined 
that squadron, when the army was put in motion ; and 
taking its leflt as a centre, wheeled a little, so as to gain 
the advantage of the sun and wind. When this was 
completed, the troops agaip halted in a position decid- 
edly better than the former ground ; and the next mo- 
ment, a horseman, riding from the side of the King, 
galloped at full speed to the artillery. Only four c*an- 
non and two culverines were on the ground upon the 
side of Henry the Fourth; but they mstantly opened 
against the enemy, and were recharged and fired with 
such rapidity, that ere Mayenne could bring his guns to 
bear, those of the Royalists had nine times poured death 
and confusion into the midst of his ranks. The squad- 
rons of the League could be seen to shake and waver 
under that terrible fire ; and horseman after horseman, 
parting from the spot where Mayenne and his oflScers 
^were placed, galloped up to the tardy cannoneers, as it 
to hasten them in the. execution of their duty. An ill- 
directed volley at length followed ; and at the same 
moment tl^e light cavalry of the League advanced to 
charge the left of the Royalists. They were met, how- 
ever, half way by the impetuous D'Aumont; whose 
squadron, passing through them like a thunderbolt, 
turned and charged them again. The battle then be- 
came £^eneral ; squadron after squadron was harried iot 
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the fight ; the smoke rolled in heavy masses over the 
plain ; tod one of the dense ch)uds thereof, sweeping 
between the troops of St. R^al and the squadron of the 
King, for several minutes prevented the young noble 
from seeing aught but indistinct forms of dark whirling 
masses, now lost, now appearing again in the white 
wreaths of vapour. Anxious to fulfil his charge exactly, 
he led his squadron a few yards in advance ; and at the 
same moment the smoke clearing away, allowed him 
to perceive the principal mass of the enemy, in which 
appeared the standard, or cornet, as it was called, of the 
Duke of Mayenne, in the very act of charging^ the small 
square of cavalry headed by the Ring. Wheeling the 
horse arquebusiers upon the flank of the advancing 
column, the English officer who commanded them pour- 
ed a volley into the ranks of the Leaguers, which shook 
them severely ; but still they came on at a thundering 

Eace, and numbering nearly two thousand men, the 
andful of gallant gentlemen who surrounded the mon- 
arch were soon lost to the sight. The heart of St. Real 
beat quick for his King ; but the moment after, the dark 
and struggling mass of Leaguers seemed rent by some 
mighty power within. It reeled, it wavered ; the clash 
of arms grew louder and louder ; the flashing of pistols 
and the shouts of the combatants were more distinctly 
heard where St. Real sat ; and the next moment forth 
burst the unbroken squadron of the King, while the 
white plume pressed onward against the very front of 
the repulsed enemy. 

At that instant, however, the Count Egmont, the 
brave but unworthy son of a noble and patriotic father, 
cast himself in the way of the horsemen of the League, 
who were in the very act of turning their bridles to fly ; 
rallied them with words of fire and indiff nation, and 
brought them back in fury to the charge. Already some- 
what disarrayed by the fierceness of the combat, the 
King's squadron was broken in every part ; and though 
the white plume was still seen towering over the thick- 
est of the strife, St. Real felt that he had abstained 
enough, and led on his squadron to the support of the 
monarch. In the very act of charging, however, hjs ob- 
served a strong body of horse draw out from bjehind a 
little wood, called lm Rave des Pres, on the left of the 
army of the League, and bear directly down upon him. 
A moment's glance showed him the arms of Aubin and 
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Menancourt ; and the next instant he beheld his cousin 
giving the order to charge. St. Real instantly halted, 
not to expose his flank ; and the troops of his cousin gal* 
loped furiously towards him, till they were within the 
distance of a hundred yards, when some hesitation was 
seen in their ranks. 

" Thank Qod !" thought St. Real ; " his heart is touch- 
ed, and he will seek some other foe:" but the next mo- 
ment this hope was done away, and the hesitation was 
otherwise explained. The forces of Aubin approached 
still nearer, but at a slower pace; and at length the 
whole of the horsemen levied on the lands of Menan- 
court halted short. 

" Charge !" cried D'Aubin, with a gesture of furious 
indignation. " Traitors, do you refuse to charge ?" and 
galloping across the front, he struck the headmost horse- 
man of that troop a blow with his clenched gauntlet that 
made him reel in the saddle. The man instantly recov- 
ered himself, and shouting "For St Real! for Si. 
Real ! Vive Henri Q^uartre !" ^lloped forward, followed 
by all the rest of the vassals of Menancourt, wno ranged 
themselves in good order by the troops of the young 
Marquis. 

The forces composed of D'Aubin's own followers, 
small in proportion, had halted while their leader had 
crossed them to chastise the refractory trooper ; and they 
now found themselves suddenly opposed to a body of 
more than double tbeir own number. D' Aubin himself 
was taken by surprise, although it was evident that the 
defection of the retainers of De Menancourt was a pre- 
meditated act, and although he had long remarked a 
coolness in their service, and a disposition to quarrel 
with his own followers. He paused then in doubt, gla- 
ring with eyes of rage and hatred over the powerful 
squadron before him; then whispering a word to his 
lieutenant, he rode two or three yards forward, and 
shaking his clenched fist, exclaimed, " St. Real, you are 
a traitor, and have practised on my troops ; but I will 
meet you yet, and force you to give me reason." Thus 
saying, he turned his horse and rejoined his troops, who 
were already slowly, and in good order, withdrawing 
from the perilous position in which they stood. St. 
Real hesitated for a moment whether to overwhelm 
them, as he felt he could do, by a single charge of his 
powerful squadron; and duty struggled for a moment 
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with the kmdlier feelings of his heart : but turning round 
his head, a glance towards the King's division saved 
him from farther hesitation, by shovring him the reitres 
of the League pouring dovm upon the monarch, in sup* 
port of the force under Mayenne ; and he immediately 
wheeled his troops, and met, in full charge, the superior 
body thus offered. Although the heavier horses and ar- 
mour of his own men-at-arms enabled them to break the 
first rush of the German horse, the superior numbers of 
the latter for a time prevailed, and the squadron of Bl 
R4al was borne back upon that of the King. The ranki, 
however, on aH parts, were by this time broken ; and, 
perhaps, never vras a more complete exemplification of 
the word miUe. than the centre of the field of Ivrv at 
that moment. Man to man, and hand to hand, the nght 
was now continued. The useless lance was cast away > 
the sword, the pistol, and the mace decided all ; and so 
mingled and perplexed were friends and foes, that more 
than one man-at-arms was struck down by others fight- 
ing on the same part. The sounds of the cannon still 
pealed from other parts of the plain ; and, together with 
the shouts, the pistol shots, the discharges of musketry, 
and the clash of steel, rendered the words of the loudest 
voices unintelligible, even when vociferating words of 
command to any handful of the men that still held to- 
l^ether ; while from time to time a cloud of smoke rolled 
m among the combatants, hiding every thing else from 
their eyes, except the little group of horsemen fighting 
around them. In the midst of the enemy's troopers, and 
only accompanied by two or three of his most devoted 
followers, St. Real's personal strength, skill, and valour, 
wrought over again the deeds of chivalrous times. The 
reitres fell back before the sweep of his tremendous 
sword ; and plunging his strong battle-horse in among 
them, he dealt death and terror around ; while his own 
soldiers began once more to gather and to form by twos 
and threes behind him. At the moment when about a 
third of his squadron had rallied, through the x oiling 
smoke, he caught a glimpse of the white plume dancing 
still in the midst of a dark group of horsemen, while a 
hundred weapons, waving around it, seemed aimed at 
that life on which hung the destinies of France. 

Without pausing even to think, St. R§al spurred to- 
wards the King: the reitres closed in behind him; 
and the next moment his path was crossed by the man 

Vol. IL— 12. 
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of all others whom he least desired to encounter — his 
cousin. 

" Out of the way, Philip of Aubin !" he cried, heated 
with the strife of the moment ; " out of the way ! By 
the soul of my father, you will urge me too far !" D'Aubin 
probably heard not what he said ; at least his reply was 
too indistinct to convey any definite meaning to the €ar 
df St. R^l, thouffh the furious gesture by which it was 
accompanied spc^e for itself. The Count spurred on 
upon his cousin ; and St. R6al, with his beaver up, 
paused to see whether one in whose veins flowed the 
same blood as in his own, would really raise the hand 
against his life. He himself, however, was, as we 
have said, heated with the combat ; and when he saw 
P' Aubin gallop on^ with the point of his heavy sword 
aimed directly at his face, he lost patience, and spurred 
forward to meet him. Dropping his sword, however, by 
the thong that attached it to his wrist, he seized the 
mace, which, according to the old customs cherished by 
his family, he carried at his saddle bow ; and, parrying 
the weapon of his kindred adversary wherever it attempt- 
ed to strike him, he made the mass of iron play round 
his head like a willow wand — without, howeyer^ re- 
turning one blow of all the many that were aimed 
against him, 

" Leave me, D'Aubin !" he exclaimed at length, as 
they wheeled their horses close together, and he per- 
ceived that his cousin was bleeding from several wounds 
he had previously received ; " leave me, I say ; you are 
wounded, and no match for me. — Leave me, or you will 
provoke me too far !" 

D'Aubin felt, however, that his cousin used not either 
his strength or his skill against him ; and his pride was 
more hurt to be spared than it would have, been to be 
vanquished. He replied nothing but " Traitor !" and 
snatching a pistol from his saddle, levelled it at St. 
Real's head. But the Marquis had marked the move- 
ment of his hand towards the holster ; and exclaiming. 
" Take that then, to cure your folly !" he struck him full 
on the casque a blow that he intended to be slight, but 
which drove in the steel, and laid him prostrate on the 
plain. 

St. R^al paused for an instant, to see whether the ill- 
fated D'Aubin would rise j but a cry of " Au Roi! au 
Rot .'" struck his ear ; and turning, he perceived the 
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Baron de Rosny, covered with wounds, pointing to a 
spot where the white plume of Henry Cluatre was still 
floating^ in the midst of the foe. It still floated ; but 
nevertheless there was about it that uncertain wavering, 
that staggering rise and fall, which showed St. Real at 
once that his sovereign was hard pressed by the multi- 
tude that surrounded him. Every other thought was in- 
stantly cast aside before the feeling of superior duty ; 
and calling to some of his troopers who were near, to 
follow, St. R6al galloped on, and cleft his way like a 
thunderbolt into the press around the King. Ere he 
could reach him, however, a loud shout echoed from the 
midst of the crowd, and the white plume disappeared. 
Two sweeps of St. R6aPs sword dealt death to the reltres 
that lay in his path ; and the next moment he reached 
the spot where Henry was struggling up from the car- 
cass of his gallant charger, who had fallen dead beneath 
him, after receiving a multitude of wounds. 

The young cavalier instantly sprang to the ground, 
exclaiming, " Mount my horse. Sire !" and held the stir- 
rup while the monarch sprang into the saddle. At the 
same moment a pistol shot struck him on the casque, 
and made him reel, but it did not penetrate the well- 
tried steel ; and. looking round, he saw that in the brief 
space of time wnich had elapsed since he came up, the 
spot on which they stood had become comparatively 
clear, with none but one or two of his own and the 
King's attendants very near, while on the slope of the hill 
appeared a confused mass of the enemy, with their backs 
to the field of battle, and their faces towards the Eure. 

The next instant his own ecuyer led him forward a 
horse, while the King, exclaiming, " They' fly, St. R6al, 
they fly ! Mount and follow with what men you can col- 
lect !" struck his spurs into the charger's side, and gal- 
loped on to gain the horsemen who were in the act of 
pursuing the fugitives. St. R6al hastened to obey, and 
springing on the charter's back, in a moment gathered 
together about fifty of his own troopers, and spurred after 
the Kin^. As he reached the top of thejslope, the whole 
field of oattle lay open before his eyes; and a strange 
and confused, but not unpicturesque, sight it was. Three 
dark masses of the Leaguers and their pursuers were 
seen hurrying over the distant country towards the river; 
while as the broken cloucis were borne rapidly over the 
«ky by a quick wind, the different groups of RoyaUsU 
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and fugitiyes, struggling on together, were now covered 
with deep shadow which hid all the several parts, now 
exposed, with the sunshine picking out in bright relief 
each individual horseman as he scoured across the up- 
land. On the other side lay the plain where that fierce 
and bloody fight had taken place, covered with knots of 
fugitives, prisoners, wounded and dead, with the artil- 
lery playing upon a village in which the Leaguers jwere 
making a last effort ; and the clouds of smoke still rolling 
solemnly over the field, after the fierce flash was gone, 
like heavy remorse following the eager act of angry pas- 
sion. Small bodies of the Royalists too were seen, dis- 
persing any group of the Leaguers who attempted to re- 
assemble, and taking those prisoners whose horses were 
incapable of bearing them away ; while the .reserve un- 
der Marshal Biron, dark and heavy, hung upon the op- 
posite slope, adrancing slowly like a lurid thundercloud, 
Dome along by the slow breath of the summer wind. 
Near the same spot whence St. R^l took a hurried 

Stance over the field, the King himself had stopped for 
e same purpose ; and the moment after he turned 
back. " St. Real," he said, as he came near the young 
noble, " the» battle might be lost yet I Do you see the 
Walloons have still possession of the village ? and that 
strong body of Swiss there on the left still holds a good 
position. Come with me ; we must make sure of the 
victory ere we urge too far the pursuit." Thus sayine, 
he rode back at full speed towards the spot where his 
own squadron had been oriffinaliy placed. 

Lost sight of in the rrSlee, nis long absence had 
caused it to be very generally believed that the King 
was dead ; and his approach was greeted by long and 
reiterated cries of " Vive le Roy .'" from a number of 
his chief officers, who were engaged in rallying and re- 
forming the squadrons whichhad oeen broken in the be- 
ginning of the battle. " Thanks, gentlemen, thanks I" cri- 
ed Henry, taking ofi* his casque. ^' Look to those Swiss, 
Monsieur de Biron : they may give us some trouble yet." 

'^ Shall I send the infantry of the right wing to break 
them ?" demanded the Baron de Biron. 

"No," said Henry, thoughtfully; "no! the Swiss 
have always been good friends to tne crown of France : 
nor would I shed the blood of any fellow creature, 
could it be helped. Some one take a white flag, ana 
offer them their lives if they lay down their ann«| and 
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sulHnit quietly. Beseech them to spare more bloodshed, 
for they must fall if they resist." 

The Swiss, however, were too wise to protract re- 
sistance, when resistance was Fain. The offer of the 
victorious monarch was gladly accepted ; the last of 
Mayenne's army that kept the field, laid down their 
arms. Henry then gave instant orders for a speedy 
and vigorous pursuit of the fugitives : and thus ended 
the battle of Ivry. 

On the field where it had been fought, and on the spot 
where he himself had contended hand to hand with his 
cousin, St. Real caused diligent search to be made for 
Philip of Aubin, superintending the examination him- 
self, and gazing anxiously upon every corpse that was 
raised, until it l^came clear that the Count had not re- 
mained upon the field of battle. It was late in the even- 
ing ere this task was over ; but when at length, after 
much useless labour, taken in order to leave not a painful 
doubt behind, St. Real was at length convinced, he re- 
turned to his quarters with a lightened heart and a 
thankful spirit. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

We must now turn to the Count d' Aubin ; but ere 
we inquire what became of him after he fell under his 
cousin's hand on the field of Ivry, it may be as well to 
relate some of the events which intervened between his 
night march from Grossceuvres and his encounter with 
St. Real. On reaching the quarters of the Duke of 
Mayenne, he found that prince, whom he had not seen 
for some weeks, still up, notwithstanding the lateness 
of the hour; and he was inmiediatel3r admitted to his 
presence. Mayenne was in high spirits, and full of 
confidence in regard to what would be the result of the 
approaching battle ; and, after some conversation respect- 
ing the military arrangements about to be made, the 
Duke handed D'Aubin a small strip of parchment, asking 
him if he knew the handwriting which it displayed. 

" If the Duke of Mayenne," the writing went to ex 
press, '^desires to recover a prize which not long-ago 
12* 
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•toaped both bis bands and those of the Cimiit d' Aabin, 
he will detach a small force of caTahry to sweep the 
Talley of the higher fiure, betweea Courrille and Lis 
Couple." 

" Know it F' cried D'Anbio, ^^ know that hand ! I know 
it well! It is that of my cousin St. Real's dwaif Bar- 
tholo. By -the Lord, then, Albert of Wolfstrom was 
not so wrong in his suspicions ; and, with your High- 
ness's leave, after to-morrow's business be OFee, we will 
take eonnsei how this fair fugitive may best be recover- 
ed. I know that part of the country well ; the St. Rfeals 
have a chase in the valley, and it is wild, wooded, and 
difficult for the movements of troops. But after the bat- 
tle we shall have the whole country clear before us ; and, 
if I be not sadlv disappointed, ere to-morrow be at an 
end, I will mate my fair and simple-seeming cousin 
pay for his perfidy towards me." 

^ In that, act as you think best," replied Mayenne ; 
^ and aAer the battle we will find means to recover the 
funaway, let the ground she has taken for her reftige be 
as wild as it will: and, now D'Aubin, farewell for the 
present. I will not bid so good a knight as you do his 
devoir to-morrow." 

D'Aubin slept little during the night, and he was up 
betimes on the following morning; for a heart full of 
bitterness and anger chased slumber away. One of the 
first in the field, he rode over the ground and narrowly 
observed the position of the King, as the small army of 
Royalists advanced from Fourcainville and the other 
villages were they had passed the night ; but as he rode 
along, he perceived that four or five strange horsemen 
followed him about, as if watching^ his movements; 
and, on inquiry, found that they had joined his troop as 
volunteers since his arrival in the camp of the League. 
He took no farther notice of them, however ; and, full of 
other thoughts, fierce, bitter, and engrossing, forgot what 
be had observed, till in the midst of the battle he was 
abandoned by the troops of Menancourt ; and doubting not 
that they had been seduced by the pretended volunteers, 
he turned a vengeful and searching glance towards the 
rear, where they had been stationed ; but to his anrprise, 
the strangers closed up in a line as soon as the others 
had gone over to the Royalists, without showing the 
•lightest disposition to join them. D'Aubin then, as we 
have previously related, retreated, intending to nnita * ' 
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dimiiiished f<»rce to some of the larger squadrons ; whea, 

gerceiving that the reitres under Albert of Wolfstrom 
ad followed Mayenne in his charge against the division 
of the King, and that the gallaot chivalry of Henry 
Q,uatre were still maintaining an equal field against the 
more numerous forces of the League, he also poured his 
troops into the milee, in the hope oi deciding the con- 
test. Scarcely had he done so, when he heard the war- 
cry of the St. Reals, and caught a momentary glance 
of his cousin's person, as the dark and rolling cloud c^ 
battle broke away for a moment from before his eyes. 

Maddened b)r fancied injuries, but still more by a feel- 
ing of inferiority, and a consciousness of wrong, he 
strove to cleave his way through the press, in order to 
try, against one whose powers his pride undervalued, 
that skill and courage which had been so often success- 
ful against others. He succeeded, as we have seen, in 
at length meeting St. Real; but not till he had re- 
ceived several slight wounds — without which, indeed. 
he would have been no match for his more powerful and 
equally skilful cousin, but which tended to render him 
still more unequal to the encounter that he sought. Baf- 
fled in the combat by St. Real's skill, that vanit)^ which 
through life had led him forward from evil to evil, urged 
him on with redoubled force ; and when he saw, without 
the power of parrying it, the descending blow which 
struck him from his horse, he groaned, in bitterness of 
spirit, not from the fear of death, but from disappointed 
bate. That blow, though light when compared with 
what St. Real's arm might have dealt, drove down his 
casque upon his head, split the rivets of the gorget, and 
laid him without sense or feeling upon the plain. 

Scarcely had he fallen, when one of those fell mon* 
sters who frequent fields of battle to plunder the dying 
and the dead, attracted by his splendid surcoat, stooped 
over him, and, unbuckling the plastron, felt his heart 
beat, and, to make sure of no interruption from a revi- 
ving man, struck him a stroke with nis dagger. The 
wound he inflicted was but slight, and the arm was 
raised for a more efi*ectual blow, when the sweep of a 
Ions sword, taking the human vulture in the back of the 
neck, severed his head from his body, and stretched 
him across the prostrate form he had been intent to 
plunder. 

The person who thus interposed to save D'Aubii^ 
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was no other than one of the five volanteers who had 
joined his corps, and who, keeping close together through 
the mdlee, without striking a stroke except in self-de- 
fence, had followed, as fast as circumstances permitted-, 
wherever the Count had turned his steps. The press 
round the spot where St. Real and his cousin had en- 
countered, had delayed them for some moments ; but 
still they came up in time to rescue D'Aubin from the 
dagger of the assassin. The tide of battle had now 
somewhat rolled on ; the ground around was clear ; 
and springing from their horses, the strangers raised the 
senseless body of the wounded man in their arms, lift- 
ed him on a horse, and taking every precaution in order 
to bear him safely and easily, turned their steps with all 
speed from the field. Although confused bodies of the 
Leaguers and the Royalists were by this time mixed 
all oveF the plain, the men who bore St. R§al with skill 
and presence of mind wound their way among the con- 
tending squadrons, and soon were behind the woods 
which skirted the plain to the right. The musketry 
was no longer heard, the sound of the cannon was faint; 
and pausing for a moment, they undid and cast away 
the Count's armour, and bound up his still bleeding 
wounds. Then, once more bearing him amidst them, 
they hurried from the field, taking the road towards 
Chartres. 

When Philip of Aubin, after a long period of sick- 
ness, during which insensibility and delirium had filled 
up the place of thought and understanding, at length 
recovered a clear perception of his own condition and 
of external things, he found himself lying, reduced to a 
state of infant weakness, on a soft and easy bed, in a 
chamber which was strange to his eye. Rich arras 
covered the walls ; the hangings of the couch wpre of 
velvet and gold ; and through the open casement at the 
end of the room breathed in the air of spring, sweet 
with the perfume of jessamine and of violets. Mingled 
with that scent, however, was a faint odour of incense; 
and on the left of the bed stood a priest in his robes, 
with two or three of the inferior clergy; at the foot 
Were men in the dress then reserved for the followers of 
the healing art ; while on the right stood two or three 
women, and a page. 

For a moment these things swam indistinctly beforQ 
Che eye of the sick man ; but the next instant, one par- 
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ticalar object attracted all his atteDtion. It was aa lore- 
.y a form as ever man beheld, advanced before the rest, 
and kneeling by his bedside, with her face hidden in 
the rich coverings of the bed, and her dark black hair 
broken from the lar^e gold pin that ought to have con- 
fined it, and falling in masses of bright dishevelled curls 
over her neck. The convulsive grasp with which she 
held the bedclothes^ the deep sobs that shook her frame, 
the scared and anxious glances of the attendants, the 
solemn aspect of the priests, the sacred vessels for the 
communion and extreme unction, the extended cross 
held up before his eyes — all showed Philip of Aubin 
that those who surrounded him, supposed him to be 
dying ; and that what he beheld was the last solemn 
ceremonies, and the last bitter tears, which attend the 
passing of the living to the dead. All eyes, but those 
which were hidden to conceal the burning drops that 
filled them, were fixed upon his countenance ; and as 
his eyelids were raised, the priest, believing it the last 
effort of life, lifted his hands, saying in a solemn tone, 
" Accipe, Domine^^ — but as the eye wandered round the 
group, and the light of life and meaning beamed faintly 
up in the lamp that had seemed extinguished, the old 
man paused and stooped eagerly forward. 

D'Aubin would have given a world to speak, but his 
tongue refused its office ; and all that he could do was 
to turn a feeble glance of inquiry to the countenance 
that gazed upon him. The priest, without speaking, 
beckoned forward the physician, who laid his hand upon 
the patient's pulse, and then wnispered eagerly a word 
in the ear of an attendant. A cup was instantly brought 
forward and held to the sick man^s lips ; a few drops of 
wine moistened his tongue. With difficulty and pain 
he swallowed the draught, and the unwonted effort 
made his heart flutter like that of a dying bird ; but 
soon the beating became more regular ; thick drops of 
perspiration stood upon his brow ; he tried agam to 
speak ; his lips moved for a moment without a sound ; 
Imt the next mstant he succeeded better, and the name 
of " Beatrice I" murmured on his lips. 

Hitherto there had not been a sound in the chamber, 
but the struggling sobs of the beautiful girl who knelt 
by the bedside, and the stealthy step of the attendant 
who brought the cup ; but that one word, *' Beatrice," 
fipoken by a voice that had been so lon^ unheard, struck 
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the ear for which it was intended. Loosing her hold 
of the bedclothes, she lifted her streaming eyes, saw 
the change that had taken place, gazed for an instant 
with all the lingering incredulity of apprehension^ and 
then, seeing that it was true — quite true — Beatrice of 
Ferara started on her feet, and ere any one could save 
her, fell back senseless on the floor. With as little 
noise and confusion as possible, she was carried from 
the chamber ; and every means that the science of the 
day suggested, were employed to complete the recovery 
of the Count d'Aubin. The physician, however, who 
attended him, was a disciple of the great Bsculapius, 
Nature ; and therefore slowly, but progressively, the 
patient regained a degree of strength. All conversa- 
tion, however, was forbidden^ and every thing that 
miffht agitate him was carefully removed from his 
sight. No one visited his chamber for several days, but 
the attendants necessary to watch over him, and the 
physician who directed their movements ; and when, at 
the end of three days^ the first returning struggles of 
Aubin's impatient spirit would not be controlled, and 
he would speak in spite of all injunctions to the con- 
trary, the physician continued to sit beside him all 
day, in order to ensure that the subjects permitted, con- 
tained nothing which would retard his recovery, by agi- 
tating his mind. Beatrice of Ferara had never entered 
his chamber since the day when, believing him to be in 
the agonies of death, she had cast off all reserve, and 
given way to that passionate burst of grief, which re- 
vealed to all around the secret of her heart's inmost 
shrine. Feeble as he had been at that moment, D'Au- 
bin had not failed to mark and understand the whole ; 
but in sickness, and with death at our riAt hand, we 
feel such things in a manner different from that in which 
they affect us in the high glow of insolent health, and 
all the vanity of life and expectation. D'Aubin felt 
touched and grateful for the love he saw ; and when he 
asked for " The Lady !" it was in a tone of reverence 
and softness, unmingled with a touch of the vain light- 
ness which characterised the society in which uiey 
lived. 

" If he meant the Princess," the physician said, "she 
was well — quite well." 

P'Aubin replied, that he meant Mademoiselle d^ Fe- 
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rara, whom he had seen in the room when he first re- 
covered from the long stupor in which he had lain. 

" Not many months ago," replied the physician, Ma- 
demoiselle de Ferara, as you call her, hecame, hy her 
uncle's and her brother's death. Princess of Legnagno ; 
but, as I said, she is well — quite well." 

The Count mused for a moment ; but after a while he 
besought \he physician, in earnest terms, to obtain for 
him once more an interview, however short, with the 
lady in whose dwelling he lay. . The good man, however, 
who had marked all that passed before, would not hear 
of it 5 and it was only on the following day, when he 
found that Aubin's impatience of contradiction was likely 
to injure him more than any other agitation he could un- 
dergo, that he consented to bear his request to the ear 
of Beatrice. With her he found more difficulty than he 
had expected. She hesitated to bestow that care and 
attention upon the wounded man, now that he was re- 
covering, which she had lavished on him without reserve 
when he had appeared dying. Her answer to his en- 
treaty was cold and backward ; and it was not till the 
physician brought her word that her reply had so much 
grieved the Count that his health suifered, that she con- 
sented once more to visit his chamber. 

With a pale cheek, and with a timid step, Beatrice 
again approached the couch where D'Aubm, still as 
feeble as a child, anxiously awaited her coming. Her 
dark bright eyes stole a momentary glance at his worn 
countenance, and then fell again to the ground ; for the 
feelings that were within her bosom:— the knowledge 
that her love could no more be concealed, yet the wish 
to hide it — the compassion for D'Aubin's present state, 
which prevented her from covering her real sensations 
with the garb of coldness and disdain — and the doubt 
and the fear that even yet the chastening rod of suffering 
might not have had its due effect on him she loved, — all 
rendered it impossible for her to play the bold and care- 
less part she had hitherto acted, yet left it difficult to 
choose another. 

Seating herself by his bedside, while the physician 
stood gazing from the window, she strove to speak ; but, 
for the first time in her life, her ready wit failed her ; 
and ere she could call it back, D'Aubin himself broke the 
silence, and relieved her. '^ Beatrice !" he said, in a low 
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tone, <' how much have I to thank y<Hi for I how miidi 
deep gratitude do I owe vou !" 

"Not 80, Monsieur d'Aubin," she replied, without 
locking at him : " I have done but a common act of 
charity, in tending one so badly hurt as you were." 

" Beatrice, dear Beatrice !" he replied, " use not cold 
words towards me ; for believe me, that of all the medi- 
caments which the lee<^hes have applied to bring me back 
to life and strength, the sight of Beatrice, when I woke 
from that cold and deathlike trance, was the bettt cordial 
to my heart." 

She looked up, and there was something like tears in 
her bright eyes ; but all she could answer was, " Indeed, 
D'Aubin ? Indeed ?" 

" In'deed, Beatrice ! and in truth !" replied D'Aubin ; 
" and ever since that hour the sight has been present to 
my eyes. I have remembered it — I have fed upon it ; 
and believe me, that it has not only tended to heal the 
wounds of this weak frame, but has done much to cure 
the diseases of my still weaker heart and mind. Beatrice, 
my beloved. I have done you wrong. Wild, vain, and 
heedless, I nave acted ill, and have cast away my own 
happiness, through idleness and folly. That time is 
past : forgive me, Beatrice ; and believe me, D'Aubin is 
changed." 

" I hope it may be so. Monsieur d'Aubiii," relied the 
- fair Italian, more composedly — " I hope it may be so ; 
for though the past has given pain to many of your no- 
blest friends, still Beatrice of Ferara never yet gave up 
the hope that all might be amended. But now I leave 
you for to-day. because such conversation is not fitted to 
your present feeble state." 

" Nay, nay, stay yet a while, Beatrice," he cried, hold- 
ing her hand, which he had taken^ and gazing on her 
lovely features as if he would have impressed every line 
on his memory so deeply, that remembrance might be- 
come a picture rather than that vague shadowy phan- 
tasmagoria which at best it is. Beatrice, however^ dis- 
engaged her hand, and saying, " I will come agam to- 
morrow; I must not be too profuse of my presence, 
I)'Aubin. lest you cease to value it ;" she glided away 
and left him. 

Eagerly did Philip of Aubin watch for her coming; 
mnd day after day, so long as he continued unable to rise, 
did Beatrice accompany the physician back to his cham- 
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ber, after the man of healing had made his morning's 
report touching his patient's health. Still fearful of 
yielding to all she felt, and with an intuitive knowledge of 
that subtle thing — the heart of man — Beatrice would fain 
have put a strong restraint upon her words and actions, 
and struggled against each of those little signs of deep and 
passionate love, into which every day's conversation was 
prone to betray her. But who is there with a heart so 
obedient, and with a demeanour so completely under the 
rule and government of the mind, as to avoid every ten- 
der word, or smile of affection, or look of love, under a 
daily intercourse with one so dear as he was unto her ? 
Besides, too, he was recovering from wounds, and had 
but by a miracle escaped death ; and there is something 
sadly traitorous to all strong resolutions in watching; the 
coming back of health — the reviving colour, the bright- 
ening eye, the expanding look ; and in hearing the round 
tone of life's full oreath take place of the low. trembling 
voice of sickness. At first, as Beatrice entered his cham- 
ber, she would smile with a look of arch gayety, to see 
the anxiety with which he turned to ascertain if it were 
her step he heard ; but as day passed by on day, that 
smile lost all but the signs of gladness, and Beatrice 
might be seen watching for the hour of the visit, as well 
as her wounded lover. One day only was that visit not 
made ; and that was the first on which D'Aubin rose from 
a couch whereon he had passed nearly six weeks in dan- 
ger and anguish. It was not coquetry that made her re- 
frain ; it was not the least abatement of her love ; but a 
feeling which she strove not to explain, even to herself, 
and which it would be impossible to explain to others. 
Be it what it may that moved her, she passed that day 
in prayer. 

D'Aubin had been warned of her purpose not to come, 
and important business was the cause that Beatrice as- 
signed for her absence ; but the day having lost its usual 
occupations, neither the anxiety for her coming, nor the 
remembrance of her visit, affording matter for reflection, 
the thoughts of Philip ol Aubin turned to other things. 
Had he been one of those stern moralists who examine 
with microscopic exactness all their feelings, try every 
idea in the fine balance of Equity, and search out all the 
lurking motives of the heart, D'Aubin might have start- 
ed to discover how much he was recovered, by finding 
out how much his thoughts were flow^ing back into old 
• Vol. II.— 13. 
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channels. There were fancies crossed his mind, there 
were ideas presented themselves to his imagination, at 
which he did start ; and he was still so feeble, his con- 
valescence was still so far unconfirmed, that he blamed 
himself for the recurrence of thoughts that, still smart- 
ing as he was under the lash of suffering and the correc- 
tion of adversity, he looked upon as base and ungenerous. 
He hastened, then, to banish all such ideas, and tried to 
look with horror and disgust upon those past vices and 
follies which had been once his pride ; but the surest 
sign that our faults still cling to us, is the necessity of 
an effort to banish them from our thoughts. So long as 
he had been really ill, D'Aubin had hated his errors 
without an effort ; but he was now convalescent, and 
they began to play around his imagination as familiar 
things. 

The next morning broke in floods of splendour, bear- 
ing in a golden day of May ; and as soon as his attend- 
ants would permit him, D'Aubin rose, and, supported 
by the physician, walked feebly forth into the garden of 
the chateau, wnere many a flower was opening its 
young bosom to the sweet breath of the spring air, and 
the warm beams of the genial sun. Under the spread- 
ing branches of an old tree, which, standing by the 
castle wall, cast its scarce unfolded leaves over the 
garden, some seats were placed ; and there sat Beatrice 
with several of her women, busily employed at their 
everlasting embroidery : but ever and anon the eye of 
the lady turned to the low postern door ; and when she 
at length beheld the expected sight, a smile, bright and 
beautiful as the morning, beamed upon her lip, accom- 
panied by as warm a blush as ever touched with crim- 
son the timid cheek of love. 

Hours went on, and days, working with their usual 
power to the change of all things : but, oh ! how differ- 
ently does the mighty artist, Time, labour on the world 
of subjects ever beneath his hands. Who would dream 
that the same handiwork gave expansion to the burst- 
ing bud, and shrivelled up the withering leaf of winter ; 
or at the same moment cast the pale violet dying on the 
green lap of spring, and called forth the rose to bind the 
temples of the early year ? yet as different, as strange- 
ly different, where tne changes which he worked in 
Beatrice of Ferara, and in Philip of Aubin ; and those 
changes must be told and dwelt on separatel}'. 
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Beatrice gave herself up to hope, that brigfht deluder, 
whose skilful, unseen diplomacy outwits, with scarcely 
an effort, the whole cabinet ot reason. Fondly, idly, 
she gave herself up to hope ; and the triumph of the 
magician was the more powerful, inasmuch as she had 
nobler allies than the mere selfishness with which she 
usually works her ends. Beatrice's hope was, not sole- 
ly that the period of anxiety and pain for herself was 
East, that the long-sought, dear-bought, well-earned 
appiness was before her ; that the intense and burning 
love, which none but a nature passionate and ardent as 
her own could feel, was returned with full and answer- 
ing passion ; but she hoped, that he whom she loved, 
taught by severe affliction, had learned to know and 
value virtue, had become nobler, wiser, better, under the 
chastisement of sickness. The biting disdain which 
she had assumed towards him, when, in the insolence 
of unchecked prosperity and vigorous health, he had 
dared to speak the same language of love to her that he 
held towards others — the scorn, the defiance, with 
which she then treated him — had not survived the sight 
of a man, whose vices even had not estranged her heart, 
tying wounded, senseless, and apparently dying, before 
her eyes: and now, as day after day went by, and she 
was permitted to trace the bright progress ot returning 
health on the face of him she loved ; as a thousand new 
interests and tender feelings sprang up under the little 
cares and anxieties of his convalescence ; as with the 
mild and gentle words of yet unconfirmed health, he 
spoke vaguely, but not the less ardently, of hopes and 
wishes, and feelings in common, the reserve which she 
had afterwards assumed, as a light armour against slight 
perils, was cast away piece by piece ; and she loved 
even to sit alone, and dream of him and happiness. 

Such was the work of Time with Beatrice of Ferara: 
with Philip of Aubin it was different. He saw Beatrice 
in all her beauty, and in all her excellence, it is true, 
and he loved her better than any other upon earth ; and 
yet, as health returned, came back the thoughts that he 
nad known in health — the vanity, the pride, the levity. 
The heart of man can love as deeply and as fondly as 
that of woman ; and who denies it such capability, 
libels it most foully : but the heart of man or woman 
either, worn by the touches of follies and of vices, soon 
loses its power to love i the temple is profaned, and the 
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god will no longer dwell therein. Women, less called 
upon to pass amidst the foul and polluting things of 
earth, keep the heart's bright garment longer in its 
lustre — that lustre which, like the bloom upon the un- 
plucked fruit, is lost at every touch : and this is why so 
few men are found to love with woman's intensity ; be- 
cause they have slaked the fortune of the heart upon 
petty throws, and lost it piece by peace. So was it with 
rhilip of Aubin : he could not love as Beatrice of Fe- 
rara loved ; he could not feel as she could feel ; and yet 
he loved her as much as he loved any thing : but other 
thoughts shared that love ; and when he remembered 
Eugenie de Menancourt, his unstable mind wavered 
under contending doubts and purposes. The tie be- 
tween himself and her could easily be broken, he well 
knew, if both parties sought its dissolution ; but he 
knew, too, that she would seek its dissolution with an 
eagerness that roused every evil spirit in his heart, in the 
cause of mortified vanity. He fancied to himself her 
triumph ; he fancied the scoffs, and the sneers, and the 
jests of all that knew him ; he pictured the smiles that 
would hang upon ihe lip of many whom he had scorned 
in his day of pride and success ; and he crowned the 
whole by representing to the eye of imagination, her 
who had disdained his vows and rejected his hand, 
united to him who had supplanted him in love, and 
overthrown him in battle. And yet he loved Beatrice 
of Ferara deeply, passionately ; and while, at times, he 
revolved the means of triumphing over Eugenie, and 
casting back the pre-imagined scoff in the teeth of the 
world, whose slave he had made himself, at others he 
longed to fly with the fair Italian girl, whose love and 
devotion were of so firm a quality ; and, dying to his 
follies, his vices, and his native land, to live in some 
far country in peace, and love, and forgetfulness. 

Such were often his meditations, as health and 
strength slowly returned ; and the increasing success 
attending the arms of Henry the Fourth, which reached 
his ear in vague rumours, rendered the better course 
even the more immediately politic. It was thus one 
evening he had sat listening to the lute and voice of 
Beatrice, and thinking that ever to have that voice and 
lute to soothe the moments of gloom, and that lovely 
being to be the star of a domestic home, were, in truth. 
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a lot that princes might envy, when the careful physi- 
cian warned him away from the garden where they nad 
been sitting, and through which the evening air was 
beginning to blow somewhat cool and sharp. D'Aubin 
lingered a moment ; but Beatrice, with gentle urgency, 
enforced the old man's authority ; and retiring to his 
chamber, the Count continued to gaze out, in solitude, 
on the spot where his fair companion and her women 
still sat. He heard the door of his apartments open, 
but he heeded not ; so fixed was his attention upon the 
beautiful line of Beatrice's reclining figure, as, leaning 
back till the flowers of the jasmine behind her mingled 
with her jetty hair, and with her hand resting still upon 
the lute, she gazed upon a bright passing cloud, high up 
in the purple sky, that, tinted with the hope-like hues of 
the setting sun, was floating fast overhead. 

" My Lord Count !" said a low voice near him, " I 
have risked all to come to you for a moment, and to 
glad my eyes with the sight of your restored health." 

D'Aubin turned in some surprise, and beheld the small 
form of Bartholo, his cousin's dwarf page. That form, 
indeed, seemed even more shrunk and small than ever ; 
and on the usnally sallow cheek of the dwarf there was 
a red and fierv glow, that was not that of health ; but 
nevertheless his voice was calm and strong, and his 
bright large eyes full of meaning and intelligence. 

" Ha, Bartholo !" cried D'Aubin ; " art thou here 1 
Right glad am I to see thee : but how doest thou risk 
aught in thus coming to see me ? Thou art safe here !" 

" You know not, Sir, that I have left your cousin 
long," replied the dwarf, " and am now with my first 
mistress ; the only one who has ever had a real right to 
call me servant. But she wills not that I should come 
hither. It was only because the other page was sick 
that I was brought here to-day ; and I tremble lest the 
time of departing comes, and she should miss me 5 for 
she has the eye of a lynx, and would instantly divine 
that I was here, against her express command." 

" Why, how now, man of mysteries ?" cried D'Aubin. 
" The hour of her departure ! Does she not sleep in the 
castle to-night ?" 

"Never, Sir! never!" replied the page. "Since 
three da^s after you began to mend, she has never pass- 
ed one night within these walls. But I have not time 
13* 
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to explain more masteries, and only came to see yoci 
well, and perhaps, if I had a moment, to give you some 
counsel that were not ungrateful to your ear." 

" Oh. you have time, plenty of time !" cried D'Aubin. 
'^ Lo, tnere she sits, and she is running over the strings 
of her lute in another air, though we cannot hear it 
here ; but we can see when she rises, — beautiful crea- 
ture ! One could gaze on her for ever ! What is it you 
would sayl" 

" I would ask," replied the page, " if his Highness of 
Mayenne ever showed you some information he receiv 
ed concerning one whom you thought no less fair than 
the fair thing before you ?" 

"Yes, yes, he showed it me!" replied D'Aubin. 
" But know you, Bartholo, that since we met, my mind 
has undergone a revolution. Like you, my little friend, 
I have changed my seivice also ; and, as you said, am 
now with my first mistress, the only one who ever had 
a real right to call me servant." 

The pale cheek of the dwarf turned red, and then pale 
again ; and he replied, " I thought, indeed, that you 
might be her servant, as we use that word in Italy — her 
servant par amours ; and yet might like to wed the 
other too, if it were but to set your foot for ever upon all 
idle gay jests and ribald laughter that are goin^ on in the 
capital and the camp, at your expense. But if you are 
set on marrying the fair Princess, Heaven forbid that I 
should stay you from such a righteous purpose !" 

D'Aubin paused in thought for several moments, while 
the dwarf alternately glanced his eye to the changing 
countenance of the uount, and to the garden in which 
Beatrice still sat. " You speak strange words, Bar- 
tholo !" said D'Aubin, at length : " I, with all the world, 
have deemed her as pure as the falling snow, ere it 
touches the earth." 

" And so she is," cried the dwarf, eagerly ; " and so 
she is, I do believe. But yet. Monsieur d'Aubin, she 
loves — loves with that passioii which makes such steps 
as we speak of, easy. Besides, we in Italy are accus- 
tomed to look upon the marriage tie as a form much less 
binding than that which love twines for itself— a mere 
form indeed ; and she who worships the spirit of con- 
stancy , abhors all idle forms. But I speak loo boldly, 
noble Sir ; and yet I seek to serve you. I have heard 
that Sir Albert of Wolfstrom, too, has betaken himself 
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to your estates of Aubin, and — but I must fly . see, sli« 

is rising I" 

" Stay, stay a moment !" cried the Count ; " she id 
not yet prepared to go forth, and I have much to ask 
you. Tell me, where is the Lady of Menancourt, and 
how may I best find her?'* 

" I dare not stay. Sir 1" replied the dwarf. " As soon 
as she enters, she will ask forme : but I will find another 
opportunity soon, of telling you more. In the mean 
time, fear not, Sir, to press your advantage; for you 
know not passion's force with those upon whose birth a 
brighter sun has shone. Remember, I never gave yott 
false information or wrong advice." 

' Good faith, no!" replied D'Aubin; "but she is 
coming in ! Farewell, and return if you can to-morrow, 
my good Bartholo." 

Without further reply, the page glided out of the room ; 
and while D'Aubin, gazing upon Beatrice as she ad- 
vanced towards the house, pondered over all the poi- 
sonous words that had just been dropped into his ear, 
Bartholo glided down the small and narrow stair-case 
that led to a far part of the building, laughing with a 
bitter laugh as he went, and murmuring something of a 
goodly scheme well spoiled. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

D'Aubin passed a restless and unquiet night ; and the 
next morning his pale countenance and languid look re* 
awakened in the bosom of Beatrice of Ferara all those 
apprehensions and anxieties which are treacherous in- 
ternal allies of the ambitious tyrant. Love. From that 
day, however, the conduct of Philip of Aubin underwent a 
change, slight, indeed, to appearance, but yet of no small 
import. His demeanour grew softer, tenderer, more 
solicitous towards his fair companion ; his conversation 
was all of love. From every bright thing in external 
nature, from the stores of history, or the pages of imagi<^ 
nation, he drew matter for comparing, and illustrating, 
and typifying the ardent passion of the heart. Beatrice 
listened, pleased, and joined in, and felt that she was 
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beloved ; and spoke her own wann feelings boldly, so 
long as the words were ffeaeral : her eyes, and the vary- 
ing colour of her cheek, told all the rest : and much 
would they discuss the evil and the good of strong and 
fiery passion ; and to their hearts' content they proved 
that it was aught but a fault, a capability in a bright spirit, 
a proof of superior energy of heart and mind. But then 
Beatrice said it must be ruled and governed by ties and 
principles as strong and energetic as Itself; and D^Aubin, 
though he did not venture to dissent, went on in the 
praise of intense and vehement love without restriction, 
and brought forth a thousand examples in which that 
passion, in what he called nobler and more generous 
times, had been carried to a heig^ht unknown in their 
own age. Still, on every point wnere he and Beatrice 
might differ, he touched the subject lightly, and then 
left it ; pointing still, by many an endearing name and 
soft caress, the object and application of all his bland 
eloquence. Beatrice hoped and believed, and was happy ; 
and now that her bosom was at rest, that the conflict of 
hope, and fear, and passion, which had ceaselessly agi- 
tated her during the last four years, was at an end, and 
ker heart reposed in peace, on the conviction of being 
loved, and the prospect of future happiness, her demean- 
our grew milder, softer, tenderer ; it lost the wild and 
eager fire which it had acquired, and fell back into all 
that was sweet, and womanly, and gentle. The days 
past on, too, in peace ; for D'Aubin asked no questions 
upon the many matters which might have called up 
subjects painful to either ; and Beatrice, ere she spoke 
of the past, wished all those things completed, which 
would put an irrevocable seal upon the happiness of the 
present. Then she thought, that addressing her husband 
and her lover both in one, sne could tell him that all he 
had done amiss was forgiven ; that he had been ever 
loved, even in his errors ; and that her eye had been ever 
watchful, her hand ever stretched out, to snatch him 
from the consequences of his faults, and to lead him away 
from those faults themselves. 

At length, on one bright and sunshiny morning in 
June, when the clear lustre of health had fully returned 
into D'Aubin's eye, and his step was as firm as it had 
been four months before, the lovers sat together in a 
wood near the chateau, passing away, under the shadow 
of the old trees, the hot hours of summer noon. She 
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scarcely knew why, but with a lin^eriD^ touch of timid- 
ity, to which she yielded willingly, without trying to 
scrutinise it, Beatrice had ever, in her interviews with 
D'Aubin, kept some of her women round her ; and al- 
though, feeling that there was much to be said between 
them which were better said without witnesses, she had 
day after day determined to dispense with their presence, 
still there they sat at a little distance, plying the busy 
needle on the object which served to occupy their dis- 
creet eyes. Their presence was no great restraint, it is 
true, but still D'Aubin found it burthensome ; and, re- 
solved to hesitate no longer in his purposes, he besought 
Beatrice to send the women away. With a blushing 
cheek, and somewhat of an agitated tone, Beatrice com- 
plied; and then, turning away her head, played idly 
with the flowers that gemmed the grass on which they 
sat. 

D'Aubin paused and hesitated, even at that moment, 
if he should go on ; but his determination soon returned, 
and gliding: his arm round her waist, while with his 
right hand he took hers unresistingly, he said, " Beatrice, 
dear Beatrice, do we not love one another ?" 

Beatrice replied nothing; but the trembling of her 
whole frame was a sufficient answer; and D'Aubin 
went on. " Hear me, Beatrice, and believe me, when 
I say that I love you with my whole heart and soul, with 
the deepest, the truest, the most lasting affection; that 
I love you better than any thing on earth ; and that for 
you I am ready to abandon friends, and country, and 
station altogether." 

He paused, and Beatrice replied in a low voice, " But, 
thank Grod ! no such sacrifice is necessary, D'Aubin. 

" If it be, I am ready to make it," pursued the Count, 
in a voice to which deep and sincere passion lent all its 
earnestness; "if it be, I am ready to make it. Oh, 
Beatrice, you know not how I love you ! but I must be 
loved with the like affection, not with the cold and for- 
mal love of fashion and society — idols to which I have 
only bowed because I found no better godhead. Now I 
have found a power above, — now I know that, however 
I have erred, I have loved you ever, and you alone ; that 
without you the earth would be one vast piece of deso- 
lation to my eyes. Wherever you are, is henceforth my 
country ; wherever you dwell, is henceforth my home ; 
for you I will sacrifice every thing, for you I will regret 
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nothifig. Tell me, Beatrice, is your love for me the 
same ?" 

" Can you doubt it, Philip ?" she replied. " Can you 
doubt it?" 

" Then I am happy," he cried, pressing her to his bo- 
som; "the vain lies, the idle ceremonies of the world 
may bind together cold and careless hands, and indif- 
ferent and unimpassioned bosoms, but between your 
heart and mine, Beatrice, there will be a dearer, a nobler, 
a more lasting tie, and we will have no other !" 

Beatrice disengaged herself from his arms. " What 
do you mean. D'Aubin ?" she cried : but then pausing, 
she added, "out I forget; you fancy yourself bound to 
another by one of those bonds of society which cannot 
be broken : but you are mistaken ; your supposed mar- 
riage with Eugenie de Menancourt is null. The cere- 
mony was vain, the seeming priest was none, and I 
have papers here to prove that he was but a soldier in 
the army of the Huguenots." 

" Glad am I to hear it," cried D'Aubin, again throw- 
ing his arms around her ; " yet listen to me, Beatrice ; 
is the same idle ceremony necessary between you and 
me? Do you doubt my love, Beatrice? will your con- 
stancy faint unless upheld by an idle form? Is your 
love so weak, that, when I am ready to resign all, even 
to my country, for you, you will not make the sacrifice 
even of a mere name tor me ?" 

Beatrice turned, as he held her in his arms ; and for 
an instant gazed in his face, with a look of wondering 
inquiry, as if — even acquainted with the world and all 
its ways as she was — the base, ungrateful wickedness of 
his purpose were too much for her belief. At length, 
convinced that her ears had not deceived her, and satis- 
fied, from the soft, entreating expression he assumed, 
that his proj)osal was the result of calm, deliberate fore- 
thought, no idle jest, no capricious trial of her heart, she 
burst from him like a young eagle from a net which had 
been spread for larks ; and, standing in all the majesty 
of indignant beauty on the spot where she had lately sat, 
she gazed upon him with flashing eyes, and a quivering 
lip, while the fingers of her right hand felt along her 
girdle for the dagger, which, according to a common 
custom of the day, usually hung there. But it had been 
forgotten ; and it might be lucky for the Count d'Aubia 
tbat it was so* 
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For a moment, anger, and surprise, and bitter indig- 
nation seemed to take away all words ; but ere D'Aub n 
could speak again, she had recovered herself. " Out ot 
my sight, viper !" she cried ; " base, ungrateful, perfidious 
snake ! Oh God ! Oh God ! never let woman, henceforth 
and for ever, love man again. Let her trample upon 
that black thing, his heart, and sport with his torture, 
and deceive his love, and betray his confidence, till he 
know not where to find faith or truth in all the world j 
for, the moment that he believes her true, or kind, or 
gentle, or affectionate, he turns a serpent which would 
sting her, and poison for her the life, the feelings, the 
happiness, she is ever too ready to devote to him. Out 
of my sight, traitor, I say ! Why linger you here ?" 

" Hear me ! hear me, Beatrice !" cried D'Aubin, ri- 
sing and attempting to take her hand. " Hear me ! I 
meant not to offend you! I am no traitor. I meant 
but » 

" No traitor !" cried Beatrice. " Is he no traitor, 
that, received with friendship and hospitality into the 
heart of a fortress in time of war. treated with confidence 
and love, saved from death, cnerished, protected, be- 
fiiended, strives to corrupt the garrison and betray the 
leader, to ruin the defences, and destroy the walls ? Out 
on thee, man ! Out on thee ! I would not be the base, 
ungenerous, contemptible thing thou art, for all the pow- 
er of a Cajsar !" 

D'Aubin saw he had deceived himself; and at the 
same moment that he perceived that he had risked the 
love of Beatrice for ever, he felt most strongly what an 
inestimable jewel that love was. " Hear me — but hear 
me, Beatrice !" he said. " Have I not said that I am 
ready to sacrifice every thing for you? I make no ex- 
ception to that sacrifice ; not a pride, not a vanity, not 
a prejudice do I wish excepted. I will sacrifice all ! 
Be mme on any terms. I did but think that Beatrice 
was more liberal, more unprejudiced, than our idle crowd 
of courtly dames, who insist upon a ceremonious vow 
that they break, one and all, most unceremoniously, 
rather than that private compact which binds the heart." 

" Say no more, Sir — say no more," cried Beatrice. 
" Those last words are quite enough, if all the rest of 
your conduct were insuflicient. There is hope in every 
man who can yet believe in purity ; but he whose vice 
is so confirmed that he docs not credit the existence ot 
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virtue, is irreclaimable. So you did but think," she 
continued, while her cheek again glowed^ and her eye 
flashed — " you did but think, that Beatrice of Perara 
was too liberal, too unprejudiced, to hold her honour as 
a jewel, without which life is darkness and bitterness. 
You did but think, that^ because to save, to reclaim, to 
elevate a man she fancied not wholly lost, she braved 
opinion, and, strong in her own righteousness, set the 
world's maxims at defiance. You did but think that 
she had forgotten the line between virtue and prejudice, 
in her mad love for Philip of Aubin, and would soon, 
for his sake, trample upon the one, as she had spurned 
the other. But, Sir, you were mistaken ; and you will 
now quit for ever her you have insulted." 

D'Aubin had nothing in the shape of reason to reply, 
but he had much in the shape of love ; and with a 
heart full of passion, and shame, and regret, he failed 
not to plead for forgiveness with vehemence and elo- 
quence. Forgetting pride and all its train, he cast him- 
self at her feet ; he held her hand when she sought to 
go ; and he poured forth, from the deep feelings in his 
heart, all those ardent and fiery words which well mi^ht 
mT)ve and win. At first Beatrice strove to stay him, 
and to disengage her hand ; but when she found that 
his vehemence would be heard, she stood and listened, 
but with that calm and cold demeanour, which ere long 
brought his eloquence to an end. Then withdrawing 
her hand and her robe from his grasp, she said, in a low 
and agitated, but determined tone, which, full of deep 
feeling but strong resolution, was much more striking 
than the words of passion which had at first broken from 
her lips, " Rise, Monsieur d' Aubin ! and as I have 
heard you, now hear me ! When first you talked of 
love to me, I knew you to be young, and light, and fool- 
ish ; but I thought that I discovered, underneath the 
follies of youth and gayety, deeper feelings, better aspi- 
rations, and a nobler soul. I then saw you flutter round 
many another woman, and I heard of vices into which 
I did not inquire ; for, in your language and your man- 
ner towards me, there was much that gave me better 
hopes, and I strove to reclaim you by gentleness and 
kindness. Deeper offences succeeded ; and it became 
me, though love loses hope but slowly, to assume a de- 
meanour towards you, which might at once tend to 
awaken you, and do justice to myself. The weakness 
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of a woman's heart taught me to heliere, that, on one 
occasion. I had carried sererity too far, and I reproachr 
ed myself for hairing hurried you on in evil. I soon had 
an opportunity of mending that. In a battle, where I 
had good assurance that your party would fail, I caused 
you to be followed by some faithful and skilful men, 
who had orders to rescue you at any moment of extreme 
need. They brought you wounded, and apparently dv- 
ing, to my dwelling, aod like a sister I tended you night 
ana dajr, till all hope was lost ; and then I wept for you 
as no sister could have wept. Against all calculation 
you recovered ; saw how deep^ how strong, was my love 
towards you ; taught me to give faU scope to that love, 
by pretending reformation and virtue: and now you 
have ended all, by proving to me that kindness, like the 
spring sun upon a torpid snake, but re-awakens your 
venom with your strength ; that .you look upon the love 
of wonian but as the means of injuring her ; that kind 
deeds, and services but hire yon to ingratitude ; and that, 
though you may be capable of passion, you are incapa- 
ble of love ! Thus convinced, Sir, I Did you quit me, 
and for ever. No time, no circumstances, will change 
my resolution of banishing you from my thoughts for 
ev^r ; for Beatrice of Ferara would sooner die than wed 
one whom she has at length learned so thoroughly to 
despise, could he offer a kingly crown." 

D'Aubin rose in silent bitterness, and half turned 
away ; but ere he went he again paused, as if to speak, 
and a few indistinct words trembled on his tongue. 
Beatrice, however, stopped him, and with an air of 
calm, stern dignity, exclaimed, " No more. Monsieur 
d'Aubin, I will hear no more ; it is time. Sir, that you 
should quit one whom you have so basely insulted. 
Your horse is in the stable, your health is restored ; my 
servants will guide and guard you on your way, should 
you need protection ; but never let your step cross the 
threshold of Beatrice of Ferara again, as never again 
shall your image enter her mind." 

"Your commands shall be obeyed, Lady," replied 
D'Aubin proudly ; " and as to protection, I need none. 
Fare you well, Madam, with thanks for the kindness 
you snowed me at fii^st ; and with silence — if so it must 
be — for the harshness you now show ; and yet I could 
wish to be heard." 

" Not a word more !" replied Beatrice. " Sir, I bid 

Vol. II.— 14. 



158 ONE IN A THOUSAND ; OR 

you farewell ! Laara ! Annette ! Where are those girls ? 
Annette, I sa3r !" and turning from him, she hasiened on 
in the direction which her maids bad taken when she 
sent them from her. They were at no great distance ; 
and bidding them follow her, Beatrice with a rapid step 
retrod her way towards the chateau. Firmly, and ap- 
parently unshaken by what had passed, but with her 
dark bright eyes bent upon the gronnd, the beautiful girl 
entered the gates of the house; hurried along its many 
pasi»ages to the chamber in which, during the first pe- 
riod of D'Aubin's illness, she had been accustomed to 
repose ; and opening the door, advanced towards a 
chair. But the energy of her great effort did not last 
till she reached it ; her brain reeled^ her steps wavered, 
and she sunk upon the floor, insensible and silent, ere 
her altendanis could catch b^ r in their arms. That in- 
nate faculty which teaches women to divine, as by intu- 
ition, the secrets of their fellow women's hearts, held 
the girls who had followed Beatrice quite silent and 
noiseless, as they did all in their power to recall her to 
herself. There was no bustle, no outcry^ no running 
hither and thither for assistance ; but with quiet and 
persevering assiduity they tended her, till at length she 
opened her eyes and gazed languidly round the chamber. 
Then came some broken sobs, and then a flood of tears ; 
and then, wiping away the drops that gemmed her long 
dark eyelashes, Beatnce of Ferara once more shook ofi* 
the bonds of woman's weakness, and was herself again. 

"Be silent on what has past, Annette." she said; 
"Laura, I know I can trust you. I would fain learn 
whether the chateau is free of all guests ; I long to be 
alone in my own house again. Fly, Annette, and see." 

The girl sped away, and soon returned, saying, " The 
Count mounted his horse, Lady, and rodie away some 
twenty minutes since." 

*' Did he ?" said Beatrice—" did he ?" and she fell 
into a deep fit of thought. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

So long as there was a human eye upon her, Beatrice 
ot Ferara governed the mingled and passionate feelinsfs 
that struggled with each other in her bosom, and would 
fain have had the mastery of her also. After a time, 
however, when she had preserved her apparent calm- 
ness long enough to deceive completely those around 
her ; when she had drawn, with a hand full of grace 
and fancy, the groups of flowers which were to serve as 
patterns for her maidens' embroidery — had struck the 
chords of her lute with a careless but skilful hand, and 
talked for some ten minutes on a butterfly — she desired 
to be left alone. 

Then, however, when, with the door closed and the 
arras drawn, there was no eye upon her but that of 
Heaven, she once more gave way to all she felt. " Oh, 
Qod ! Oh. Grod !" she cried, clasping her small hands, 
" to be tnus treated by one whom I have so deeply 
loved — for whom I have done so much — for whose sake 
I sacrificed my nights and days, scattered my fortunes, 
left my state and station, took on me menial offices, put 
my life in peril, and even my good name to risk — and 
more, far more, for whom I forgot and pardoned those 
errors that women forget least easily, and loved him 
still, even when he sported with my love as a thing of 
nought ! Oh, God ! oh, God ! that he who, if ever man 
yet believed the love of woman to be a pure and holy 
thing, should have held the feelings of my heart most 
sacred — that he should dare to talk to me the words of 
shame, the vile sophisms of guilt and infamy ; that he 
should dream that I — I who have stood alone, in the 
midst of a depraved court, the wonder and hatred of 
them all — that I should become his paramour, his leraan, 
to be held or discarded at his pleasure — to play him 
sweet airs upon the lute, and sing to him when he was 
in tne mood, and be called the Italian mistress of the 
^ay Count d'Aubin !'' and, as she called up all the 
images of the degradation he had proposed, she strained 
her hands upon one another till the clear blood vanish- 
ed from beneath the small finger-nails } and she raised her 
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dark eyes to heaven, as if asking, " Is it possible that 
Gk)d can permit such baseness 1" 

" It is my own fault !" she cried at length ; " it is my 
own fault ! I should have known too well what a vile 
slave man is — how he licks the dust beneath our feet, so 
long as we tread upon his neck, and turns to smite us 
ms soon as we smile upon him. I should have known 
it, and with haughty dignity and distant sternness com- 
t&anded the love that 1 have stooped to win ; it is my 
own fault, weak girl that I am — it is my own fault ! He 
thought that she who could go masquerading in boy's at- 
tire, and make herself the companion of grooms and 
horse-boys for his sake — that she who could dare the 
perils oi the camp in a strange guise — could come and 
go, at the risk of question and discovery, through the 
gates of a beleagured city — could bind up his wounds 
iHrith her own hands, and watch for fourteen nights by the 
side of his sick bed, — would surely refuse him nothing — 
no, not her honour. Or perhaps even now, in his pro- 
fligacy of heart, he scofis and jeers at the thought of my 
fastidiousness; or deems that, by a cunning device ana 
affectation of virtue, I sought to patch up a ruined repu- 
tation by a marriage with him — he may hold me as some 
light wanton. Out upon him ! out upon him ! Did he 
but know the heart he tramples on !" and bursting into 
tears, she covered her face with her hands, and re* 
tnained thus for several minutes in silent bitterness of 
heart. 

• The tears again seemed to relieve her ; and at length 
she wiped them from her eyes, and looked out vacantly 
Ufion the gay and sunny landscape that lay stretched in 
bright confusion from the height on which the chateau 
stood, to some distant hills, that, rising again on the op- 
jposite side of a deep valley, towered up, now covered 
with green woods, now massed in the gray distance. 
However resolutely the soul may hold itself within the 
eitadel of the heart besieged by grief, the garrison of 
that sad fortress will be affectecl by the sight of things 
that pass beyond its limits. Sweet sounds, though wo 
listen to them not, will tend to soothe ; and pleasant 
objects, though the eye appears void of all remark, will 
tranquillise and calm. There were lovelier scenes to 
be found on earth, than that which lay beneath her sight, 
and Beatrice had seen many fairer far; but over it the 
son,, now slanting down towards his rest, was casting 
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«oft broad shadows ; and now and then a slow passing 
cloud came, like the faint and pleasing shade of melan- 
choly that sometimes steals upon our happiest moments, 
and touched the bright things below with a blue ethereal 
hue as it flitted on above them. Nothing was seen to 
move in the sky or on the earth, but that slow cloud and 
its soft shadow ; but, on a bough before the window, a 
gay-hearted bird carolled volubly to the evening sun. 
mingling, however, now and then, with its blither noted^ 
a tone or two in a sad minor key, which made its song 
harmonise both with the scene and with the heart of her 
who listened. I am wrong; the heart of Beatrice did 
not harmonise with it,— her bosom was full of griefs too 
deep, too lasting, to assimilate with the glad voice of 
nature ; but still the melancholy tones so far chastened 
the cheerful song of the bird, that she could hear it and 
not think it harsh, and the shadows of that cloud was 
^ust sufficient to make her feel the brightness not blight- 
ing. She sat and gazed ; and though neither her eye 
nor her ear marked any thing with precision, she fell 
into a dreamy fit of musing, and that musing was softer 
and less bitter than it had been. 

True, she thought of the course of her love, and of 
that love's blight. She knew that for her the joys of 
life, the dreams, the hopes, the imaginings — all the green 
things of a happy heart, in short — were withered, and 
blasted, and shrivelled up, like the leaves of a bough 
broken off by the lightning. To be calm and passion- 
less, sad and solitary, were the brightest aspirations 
which her once ardent bosom could harbour now ; but 
still to think over such a state, was peace, to the bitter 
paroxysm that went before. Did she ever think that 
hope. might revive in regard to him she had loved 7 Ne- 
ver I For though her love was not over — ah. no! and 
she would have given her fortune and her life to have 
blessed him ; yet so lost was all her esteem and all her 
confidence, that could she have thought, her heart would 
ever betray her into one weak fancy in regard to him, 
she would have torn it out to trample it beneath her feet. 
She loved him still, she knew, she felt she loved him 5 
for her heart was as a pile of incense which that passion 
had lighted, and the fire could only be extinguished by 
the end of her own being ; but still the dream, the bright 
and golden dream, of happiness was over ; and not even 
love — that ardent and tindying love, which was now an 
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iDdivisible part of her being aod her soul — could have 
bribed her, by the brightest promises of nope, to sed 
that man again, or hear his lips pronounce one other 
Word. No! bitterly, but fully, was she convinced at 
last of his unworthiness ( and though she still loved the 
erring and earthly being whom her own imagination 
had purified and adorned, the dream of hope was at an 
end — the voice of the syren was mute : and yet a con- 
solation gradually stole upon her heart, soothed the an-* 
guish and disappointment, and did away the indigna- 
tion and disdain. On it, too^ she framed the scheme of 
her future life, as she paused and thought of the coming 
years. That consolation was the conviction, the cer* 
• taintv, the indubitable assurance, that she was beloved \ 
that be who had insulted and injured her — who had re- 

faid her tenderness with ingratitude, and her confidence 
V baseness — still loved her deeply, passionately, and 
alone. What, then, was her resolution ? Not to watch 
him farther, even through the eyes of others — not to 
seek for tidings of his actions, or to dream that he would 
amend ; but on the contrary, to fly him far and for ever; 
to shut her ears against every rumour from the land in 
which he lived ; and, dead as he was to her, to consider 
bim no more among the living ; but still as the baha 
and the comfort of the long after-years, to remember 
that she had been beloved — that, impure and dark as 
was the flame thai had been lighted upon the altar of his 
heart, still it had been kindled, and had burned for her^ 
This was to be the theme of memory — the occupation of 
her long, lonely hours — the matter for the immortal 
working of thought — the balsam for her wounded heart 
— the light of her long night of maiden widowhood,^* 
that she had been loved by him she loved I 

As she thus thoug[hL and as she thus determined, the 
bitterness of her griei diminished. Dark and melan* 
choly, indeed, was the fate that she pictured for herself: 
but yet it was relief, for it oflfered her tranquillity a( 
least; and she had learned, amidst the strife of hope, 
and fear, and passion, to value God's best blessing-^ 
peace. Her meditations had been long, and bad not ex- 
actly followed the even course in which they liave been 
here detailed ; for tears were not wanting to chequer 
them, nor many an angry and a bitter thought to struggle 
hard against the not unsound philosophy with which she 
nought to preserve^ far future years, all, out of the brigh^ 
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harvest of her hopes now blighted, that had escaped thA 
storm. But the tears grew less frequent, and the bitter 
«r pangs of disappointment waxed fainter, as the min 
utes flew; and at length, when she had determined 
how to shape her course through the rest of life's long 
and dangerous voyage, she raised her eyes once more to 
the heaven above and the landscape below; and the ob- 
jects which met her gaze were more marked and noted 
now, than they had been not long before. 

The change upon the scene, however, was but slight— 
the same bird was still tuning its unwearied throat in 
the tree hard by — the same unmoving stillness dwelt 
over the whole view — and not a living object was to be 
seen upon the solitary road that wound away through 
a ihinly peopled part t)f the much-depopulated realm of 
France. But the shadows had grown longer, and the 
little stream which had lately glistened in the sunshine, 
now rested scarcely visible in the brown shade of the 
hills ; and those changes, slight as they were, to a quick 
and imaginative mind like that of Beatrice, might well 
speak of time's rapid pace, and man's slow resolves% 
Stretching foith her hand to a small silver bell, she 
rung it sharply ; and when the girl Annette appeared, 
bade her call Bartholo instantly. 

It was not long before the dwarf obeyed the summons j 
and though he entered with that air of deference and 
respect, which was habitual to him in the presence of 
Beatrice, yet there was a gleam of satisfaction in hid 
eye which he could not quell ; and which, had shebeea 
in her usual keen and observing state of mind, would 
not have escaped the glance of his mistress. But Bea- 
trice scarcely saw him as he stood before her ; but sat 
with her eyes bent upon the ground, and her husf 
thoughts straying sorrowfully over the past. 

" You sent for me, Madam," said the dwarf at length $ 
^' and I come joyfully, because I have not been thus 
honoured of late so often as I used formerly to be, wheot 
Bartholo's scheme, or Bartholo's advice, was well nigh 
his lady's oracle." 

^' I have somewhat distrusted thee, Bartholo !" said 
Beatrice, gravely. ^> Many of my plans have failed ia 
thy hands " \ 

'^' But by no fault of mine, lady !" cried the dwar^ 
eagerly. "What have I done to be distiusted? How^ 
have I deserved to lose your confidence? What secret. 
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have I betrayed? How hare I acted to frustrate any 
thing that you proposed ?" 

"Those, Bartholo," replied the lady, "those who 
Bufler themselves to be discovered in their art, by open 
BCts or heedtess words, are politicians of a different stuff 
from that of which thou an made. But there are such 
things as 4ooks, smiles, and frowns, and curlings of the 
slight upper lip, which, to the eye of Beatrice of Ferara, 
are often as legible as a book fairly printed in the lan- 
guage of her native land. I have somewhat doubted 
thee; but I may have been deceived — and God send it 
' may be so ! for I would not willingly believe that any 
one whom I have nourished with my bread, and have 
rewarded not only with dull gold, but also with inesti- 
mable favour and affection^ would deceive or betray me ; 
far less could I wish to thmk, that one who has known 
ine from infancy, and on whom my parents, as well as 
myself, have rained benefits, would wrong my confi- 
de noe.** 

^ Lady t" replied the dwarf vehemently, " so help 
me Heaven, as I would sooner die than do ought that 
you do not wish, except for your own good." 

" Ay, there may we bitterly fall oat, good Bartholo, 
if we speak farther !" replied Beatrice. " What I re- 
quire is service, and not judgment of my actions ; and 
henceforth let me but see that you even waver in obey- 
ing, or fulfil not my behest, whatever it may be, to the 
very letter, and I will send you from me never to return 
again. However, I somewhat doubted thee, and there- 
fore have not trusted thee in matters where I required 
uainquiring promptitude and exact obedience. Those 
mratters now are over, and a smoother trodden path lies 
out before me." 

Bartholo started, for he had heard and marked much 
that had passed ; and yet she spoke so calmly, that he 
deemed it impossible one of her passionate nature coulcf 
hear the Might of all her hopes so meekly. " It has 
wrung my heart, lady," he said, in a tone of deep de- 
spondency, that touched Beatrice more at this moment 
than it might have done at any other, because grief is 
credulous of grief. " It has wrung my heart, lady, to 
have been distrusted by you for an hour, though the 
wound would have gone deeper had I deserved it. But 
you know not, lady, what it is, when one has been 
brought up from boyhood near so bright and good a per- 
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son as yourself; has l)een habituated to watch your 
every word, to obey you, and to hasten before your 
wishes to please you ; has become keen of wit and 
daring of execution for the sole service of your behests ; 
and has watched you expand from loveliness to loveli- 
ness, like a flower in the spring tide — you know not 
what it is to be looked coldly on, even for a moment; 
to be distrusted by her whom one would give the inmost 
heart's best blood to serve." 

The tone touched Beatrice, for it was unlike the 
dwarf's ordinary cynicism : but there was something 
in the words, though they were respectfully spoken, 
which did not please her; and she might have replied 
more coldly than the kindness of her heart approved, 
had not the dwarf gone on rapidly : — " At your birth, 
lady, I was little more than twelve years old ; and from 
that hour to this, I have followed your fortunes, and 
obeyed you in every word, even to quitting you when 
you bade me quit you, and taking apparent service, once 
with a man I hated, and once with a man I despised ; 
and now I find that you have distrusted me, you have 
looked cold upon me, you have kept me from your 
presence ! Lady, I beseech you, do not so again ; rather 
as you say, send me from you for ever. Call me to 
you, and say, * Bartholo, thou pleasest me no longer, 
get thee gone, and take thy stinted and mis-shapen form 
from before my eyes ; lei me see no more thy apisl]L 
countenance! Despised of all the world, thou art de- 
spised of me also; and though the dwarf has been my 
sport and mockery, has stood in tbe place of parrot, or 
lapdog, or marmoset, I am now tired of the goblin ; so 
get thee hence !' Say this, I say a thousand things more 
biting and bitter still, but never, oh never, lady, distrust 
me again." 

" Nay, Bartholo ! nay !" replied Beatrice, better pleas- 
ed with his last words than those that preceded them. 
" Thou, goest too far, in the bitterness of thine anger. 
I have never contemned, I have never despised thee ! 
and have felt pity for thy fate, less because it truly de- 
served pity, than because it grieved thee. As to the 
past, thou ownest thyself, that if thou hadst deemed 
my interest required it, thou wouldest have betrayed 
my confidence; I was just, therefore, in mistrusting 
thee ; but it was thy vanity I doubted — vanity that must 
judge of my happiness better than I can myself-— and 
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not thjr loTe, Bartholo, which I do Terily believe would 
seek tnat happiness for me at the risk of life." 

" Oh ! never, never doubt that, lady !" cried the 
dwarf, casting himself at her feet, and kissing her 
hand ; " never, ne?er doubt that ; for your utmost trust 
•therein can only do me scanty justice." 

Beatrice wiindiew her hand. " Enough, enough !" 
«he said. " We understand each other for the future. 
You always remember, that I am the best judge of my 

own happiness ; and I " He shook his head 

with a mournful look, and clasping his hands together, 
cast his eyes upon the ground. " What mean yon, 
knave?" cried Beatrice, for his action interrupted her 
more than words could have done. " What would you 
.by that gesture?" 

^'I would ask, lady," said the dwarf, in a firm but 
melancholy tone, — " I would ask, if you have lately 
proved yourself so good a judge of your own happiness? 
— Pardon me, my noble lady ! Pardon me ! but did I 
not long since predict all that has happened ? Did I not 
tell you, when first you fixed your love on one whose 
name I will not pronounce, so deeply do I hate him for 
bis conduct towaids you " 

" Hate him not, Bartholo !" interrupted Beatrice, fix- 
ing her bright dark eyes upon the dwarf as she spoke, — 
" hate him not, Bartholo ; for I love him still ! and he 
^loTes nae !" 

A bright flush played over the pale cheek of the dwarf, 
like a gleam of summer lightning upon the twilight sky, 
and his nether lip qui^rered ; but for some moments he 
made no reply, except by again clasping his hands to- 
gether, and gazing down upon the ground, as if in deep 
meditation. " Lady !" he said at length, "you love him 
still ! I doubt it not j for yours is one of those firm hearts, 
on which a line once engraved can never be efiaced. 
But alas, alas ! he loves not you ; and all your expe- 
rience will not convince you, solely because -you still 
love him." 

- " Not so, Bartholo," replied Beatrice. " All my ex- 
perience convinces me that he does love me; and I 
thank God for it, though most likely T shall never see 
his face again. Do not interrupt me ! For once I con- 
descend to speak to you of my past and my future ac- 
tions ; but after this, we mention such things no more. 
I am not the weak being you believe me. I placed you 
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in the service of Philip of Aubin, now years affo, not 
that you might act as a spy for me upon each pitilul and 
insiguificaDt occurrence of his life, or note erery failing 
or every falsehood he committed against the tows he 
had plighted to me ; but, on the contrary, to satisfy my* 
self on two great points, whereon my future happiness 
depended, first^ whether he lo^'ed me, and next, whether 
he might not become worthy of my love. When he 
left Paris and retired into Maine, shaken by still greater 
doubts, I determined to watch him myself more nearly, 
and make you prepare me an entrance into the family 
of his uncle ; but it was still for those two great objects 
that I risked so much. Circumstances rendered this 
scheme nearly fruitless : the death of his uncle, his re* 
turn towards Paris, his separation from his cousin, all 
thwarted me ; but still, step by step, and little by little, 
his character developed itself before me. At length, 
hoping and confiding still, I had the man I loved, fol- 
lowed by my emissaries, traced from place to place, 
withdrawn from the tatal battle which ruined the cause 
he had espoused, and brought hither as thou knowest. 
Here I watched him from sickness unto health. Here 
the last trait of his character disi)layed itself. All is 
open — all is clear ! My two questions are resolved ! I 
am satisfied. He loves me, Bartholo ! He does love me ! 
But he is unworthy of my love! 

She spoke rapidly and eagerly, but she had by this 
time regained her command over herself; and not a tear 
rose in her eye, as she briefly touched upon the various 
efforts which love, deeper, stronger than even she her- 
self believed, had urged ner on to make, and upon the 
sad result of all her endeavours. As she ended, in- 
deed, she raised her eyes to the sky ; and, led away by 
memory, forgot the presence of the page and the conclu- 
sion of her speech, and, gazing out lor many minutes, 
remained in silent but painful meditation. Still she 
gave no way to grief; and, after a while, again turned 
towards the dwarf, saying, " Well, Bartholo, so much 
for the past ! Now for the future. For eleven long 
years have I sojourned in this fair realm of France, but 
iny stay therein draws towards an end. The last tie 
that bound me to this place is broken ! My soul yearns 
towards my native land. Bartholo, I am about to tread 
back my way to Italy." 

^' indeed ! indeed 1'*' cried the dwarf, his wUoIq face 
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brightening. " Then all is right, indeed. But when, 
lady — oh tell roe when ?" 

^^ I knew not that thou wert such a lover of thy native 
land !" replied Beatrice, as she gazed upon his small 
features beaming with a sort of triumphant joy. '' I have 
heard thee call thyself a citizen of the world ; and vow 
that nature, when she made thee smaller than the com- 
mon race of other countries, by unfitting thee for any, 
had fitted thee for all alike. But I see that, smother 
our feeling however we may, the love of our own land 
will not give way so long as memory binds us to it with 
the thousand ties of sweet associations and early happi- 
ness. Well, lie thy mind at ease ! Eight days, eight 
short days, and I am on my way hence, unless some un- 
forseen event delay me. I have but to withdraw my 
poor girls from Paris, at least those that like to follow 
me ; to place the somewhat wasted wealth which I have 
bere under the protection of the laws, if the laws, in- 
deed, can give protection now-a-day ; to make sure of 
t>ne point more, which will soon be settled, and then to 
depart." 

The face of the dwar^ which, during the whole of 
his interview with his lady, had been agitated with 
strong feetings, either of mortification or of Joy, now at 
once resumed the look of calm bitter cynicism, which, 
though perhaps not more natural to his features, was, 
at all events, more habitual. " Ay, lady !" he said, 
" so it is ever ! There is ever one point more to be 
made sure of when a lady's love and her judgment lead 
her different ways ; and that one point more will very 
surely keep your steps from Italy. So I will e'en go 
and sing." 

'^ Knave, thou art somewhat too bold 1" cried Bea- 
trice. ^*I have pampered thee too much, and made 
thee insolent; but thou shalt be taught better in fu- 
ture !" 

" Not so, lady, not so 1" cried the dwarf, in a depreca- 
tory tone. " Forgive the first out-breaking of ray disap- 
pointment. I thought our journey to Italy sure, when 
suddenly came that ^ one point more;^ and I know 
human nature all too well to doubt, that upon one small 
point love can raise up such mighty prison-walls, that 
the best climber, ere he could escape, would bieak his 
neck in the attempt to scale them." 

''Like others who fancy they know human nature 
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well," answerad Beatrice, " thou cheatest thyself with 
thine own imaginations. That one point more will not 
detain me here ; but whether thyr curiosity regarding it 
— and which I clearly see — originate in folly or in 
policy, it shall not be gratified. Content thyself with 
what I choose to tell thee, and ask no more ! And now 
listen to my commands. Make every preparation for a 
journey ; and in regard to this house, on which I have 
wasted so much wealth that mi^ht have been better 
spent, take order that, if possible, it be guarded against 
the chances of these civil wars, till peace be again estab- 
lished. You understand what I would have. When 
law is once more recognised in France, perchance it and 
the h6tel in Paris may be sold, and I have nothing 
more in a land that I no longer love. Now get thee 
hence and leave mej but let all things be done 
quickly." 

The 'dwarf replied nothing, but retired at once ; and 
Beatrice, after following him with her eyes to the door, 
sat for several moments in silence, with an air of anx- 
ious thought. " I doubt that imp I" she said at length. 
" I doubt th^t imp ! There has of late been a fire and 
an eagerness in his words when he speaks to me that I 
love not ; and I have remarked that his eyes, when he 
thinks that mine are not on him, have a somewhat bold 
familiarity with my person." And as she thus thought, a 
slight' shudder passed over her : — " I doubt him," sne 
went on j *' and he is bold, and cunning, and politic, to 
a point rarely reached by those whose communion with 
their fellow-men is more extended than his, and who, 
consequently, find a thousand things to call their atten- 
tion from their darling schemes. I doubt him, and will 
have him watched ! I fear he may have betrayed me 
already, but he shall do so no more. Annette !" she 
cried aloud, " Annette !" 

The girl appeared, and her mistress bade her send 
Joachim to her. Some minutes then elapsed ; but at 
length appeared the old man, who had so skilfully man- 
aged the little comedy which had enabled Beatrice and 
Eugenie de Menancourt to pass the gates of Paris. 
*' Joachim !" said his mistress, as he entered, " have a 
strict watch |)ui upon the dwarf Bartholo : I doubt him ; 
I doubt his faith and honesty." 

" And so do I, lady." replied the man. " I myself 
heard you command nim not to show himself in the 

Vol. it.— 15. 
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sight of Count d'Aubin, and to my certain knowledge 
he visited him alone in his chamber." 

'^ Indeed !" said Beatrice, thoughtfully ; '^ indeed ! 
That may mean much ! But have him watched, with- 
out making it apparent. Q^uick, Joachim ! You, at least, 
I can trust." 

" You may, dear lady !" replied the old man, laying 
his hand upon his breast ; and then, bowing low, he leU 
Beatrice to long, deep, anxious thought. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

There be many hearts that, in the full fruition and 
delight of what they have obtained by evil means, know 
not remorse, and taste such happiness as gratified pas- 
sion can bestow. There be also those firm and constant 
hearts, which, in the midst of trouble and adversity, shake 
off one half of calamity's heavy load by the strength of 
conscious virtue and integrity ; and there be some so 
dull and so obtuse, as, under any circumstances, not to 
see and appreciate the worst portion of their fate. But 
the curse of curses, the deepest earthly retribution that 
can be poured upon the head of the wicked, is to find 
their schemes frustrated, and their desires disappointed, 
by the very evil means which they have taken to accom- 
plish them. Such was the case of Philip of Aubin at 
the moment he left Beatrice of Ferara; but passion, 
and mortified vanity, and angry pride, combined to sup- 
port him for the time, and to shut his eyes to the sting- 
ing certainty that his own vices had produced his own 
misfortune. 

For an instant he gazed after the fair girl he had lost 
for ever, as she turned from him in beautiful disdain ; 
and he felt tempted to follow her, and casting himself 
once more at her feet, to acknowledge bis errors, and 
throw away his faults in repentance. But with her 
anger there had mingled a look of scorn, against which 
the worst weakness of his nature rose in arms. Her in- 
dignation, her reproaches, her wrath, he could have 
-borne, but the contempt that curled her lip roused vani- 
ty against repentance; and setting his teeth &rm^ he 
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tntkCtered "Never! never!** and took another path to 
the chateau. Passing hastily to the apartments which 
he had occupied) he bade the servant that he found in 
waiting, summon the maitre d'h6tel to his presence, and 
questioned him on his arrival in regard to what part of 
the baggage with which he had joined the army of the 
League at Ivry had been brought thither from tne field, 
and where were the soldiers and attendants who accom- 
panied him. 

" Neither baggage nor attendants of your own follow- 
ed you here, sir," replied the man. "You were carried 
off from the field insensible, by four or five of my lady's 
horsemen, and came hither still in your buff-coat and 
part of your broken armour. The purse which was on 
your person, sir. and its contents, are in that closet, if 
you have not taken it. Your horse is well, and in the 
stable ; but your troops and your attendants were all 
dispersed ; nor have we heard aught of any of them, ex- 
cept that some found their way to the Chateau d'Auoin ; 
for which, and for your lands in Maine, we learn his 
Majestv the King, at the request of Monsieur de St. 
Real, has granted an immunity, lest they should be 
plundered in the war." 

There was a dryness in the man's tone that dis- 
y>leased the Count d'Aubin ; and eyeinff him with a 
somewhat frowning bro^y, he said, "Well, then, I will 
go forth from your lady's dwelling as I entered it, alone. 
Order my horse to be saddled : doubtless a countryman 
can easily be hired to guide me on my way to my own 
lands. How far is it hence to Vibraye or La Ferte ?" 

" Some thirty leagues, sir, by the road," replied the 
mattre d'h6tel ; " but if you cross through the woods 
and by the hills — where the way is not bad — the dis- 
tance IS hardly more than half as much." 

" Well, then, well," said D'Aubin, " I will take the 
shortest; seek me a guide;" and while the man was 
gone upon that errand, he walked up and down the room 
with his hands clasped, and his eyes bent upon the floor. 
Even then his better spirit whispered that it was not 
yet too late ; but the fiend rose against such counsel, 
and setting his teeth hard, he took his purse from the 
spot where it had been placed, and descended to the 
court-yard. His horse was already prepared ; and one 
or two of the thousands of retainers that thronged a 
great mansion in those days were loitering about below. 
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Tht mattre d'h6t6l retarned in a few moments with a 
guide, ridiDff on one of the small horses of ihe couDtrr, 
and D'Aubin, putting his foot in the stirrup, slowly 
mounted his diarger. As he did, so, he ran his eye over 
the many small windows of the building ; but nothing 
like a female face was to be seen at any of them ; and, 
turninff to the attendants who stood around, somewhat 
marvelling to see him thus depart alone and unnoticed, 
after all that had lately passed, he bestowed upon them 
half the contents of his purse, and then, with a slow 
pace and frowning brow, rode through the gates into the 
country beyond. 

There was a well of bitterness in his heart, which 
kept him silent as he rode on ; and more than half an 
hour passed ere he even asked a question of the guide. 
Nor was his a mind to be soothed or comforted, or ren- 
dered better or wiser, by thinking over events in which 
his own follies had acted so principal a share. Too 
much a spoilt child of vanity willingly to examine his 
own conduct with steady and impartial eyes, he felt 
himself injured, rather than reproved, and only medita- 
ted how he might heal the wounds which had been in- 
flicted on his pride. At lengthy however, the sifht of a 
distant town recalled to his nund the state of the land 
through which he travelled ; and he remembered that it 
might be absolutely necessary for his own security to 
ascertain the exact political situation of the different 
cities in the vicinitv. The guide, to whom his questions 
were of course addressed, was shrewd and intelligent 
enough ; and from his answers D'Aubin found that the 
track, through which his road lay, thinly peopled, and 
possessinp^ few olaces of any importance, had niown, as 
yet, but little or the evils of civil war. A body of troops 
had, indeed, occasionally crossed it. One or two of toe 
defensible chateaux were held for the Kins and for the 
League ; now and then, too, a troop of plunderers at- 
tached to one of the parties would appear, carry off 
what pillage they could collect, and then retire ; but no 
regular force was known to be in the neighbourhood, 
except indeed a company of horse arquebusiers, station- 
ed at the small town of La Loupe, on the part of the 
King, in order to keep open his communication with 
Maine and Touraine. The guide, himself, was a strong 
{loyalist ; and as the Count d'Aubin soon ascertained 
that fact, he neither gave him any information in regard 



THri DAYS OP HENftTT atTAtRE. 175 

io his own party and opinions, nor trusted too much the 
man's reports of great successes attending the King'« 
arms, and of the return of peace and prosperity, wherever 
the country heartily resumed the yirtues of obedience 
-and submission. 

Having now, by the questions necessary to ascertain 
the state of the country, broken the dull and sullen taci- 
turnity which had bound him for some time, after quit- 
ting the chateau of Beatrice of Ferara, D'Aubin con- 
tinued the conversation, as a relief from thought j and 
many was the subject on which he needed information, 
as during the last few weeks he had given up all his 
thoughts to happier topics, and to brighter dreams, than 
either war or policy could supply. Curiosity of every 
kind had seemed dead within him ; but now ne learned 
much from the answers of his guide, and guessed more 
from many a vague, distorted tale, which the man had 
heard, concerning the late movements of the armies ; — 
tales which, indeed, contained in general less truth than 
falsehood, but which were easily rectified, by the pre- 
vious knowledge and better judgment of the narrator's 
auditor. Much, too, did D'Aubin hear of Beatrice of 
Ferara; of her habits of life since she had quitted Paris; 
of those kindlier virtues and gentler pursuits which a 
capital suffers not to show themselves ; and of the ardent 
and enthusiastic love which the peasantry around had 
learned to bear towards her. He listened and mused, 
and good and evil purposes struggled hard together in 
his heart ; but the evil was still predominant ; and 
though a lingering inclinBtion to cast himself at her 
feet, and sue ibr pardon, would make itself felt, more 
often still did he ponder upon the means of teaching her, 
who had so bitterly rebuked him, to repent in agony of 
spirit the resolution she had formed against him. Ever 
and anon, too, with a feeling of still unconquered tri- 
umph, he thought, " She loves me still ! she loves roe 
still ! and the man who possesses a woman's love holds 
her in bonds that it is difficult to break." 

Thus past the hours ; and towards seven o^clock the 
guide stopped at the poor auberge of a small open vil- 
lage, in order, as he said, to give the horses rest and 
provender. The scene was wild and hilly ; and D'Aubin 
now began to recognise the country around, which was 
little more than twelve French leagues from his own 
paternal dwelling. His recollection was vague, how- 
15* 
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#Ter, and not sufficient to justify bim in dismissing his 
guide ; and, anxious to proceed, he took no refreshment 
liiinself, but urged the man to hasten on^ hoping ere 
night had comptetelv fallen, to reach some spot, whence 
he could go forward alone on the following morning. 
But the people of the auberge were slow, and the guide, 
who was their acquaintance, still slower 3 inasmuch as, 
finding himself in comfortable quarters, he had pre- 
determined to take up his abode there for the night. He 
looked out towards the west, declared that the sun was 
lower than he had thought for ; looked out towards the 
south, and predicted a sharp storm. But D'Aubin was 
neither of a disposition, nor in a mood, to be delayed at 
any man's will and pleasure ; and, in consequence, he 
ursed such cogent arguments in regard to the payment 
of nis guide's services, that the man did at length bestir 
himself, and the horses were brought to the door. 

" How far is it to the little village of Neuville ?" 
demanded D'Aubin, after they had ndden on about a 
mile. 

^^ Four good leagues, Monseigneur," replied the man ; 
" but before we reach that, we come to the chateau of 
Armen9on, which has eyei held out stoutly for the King, 
and we are sure of a hearty welcome there, should need 
be 3" and as he spoke, he looked up to that part of the 
sky which rested, as it were, upon the edge of the high 
hilly bank forming the southern boundary of the steep, 
narrow valley, or rather dell, up which their road led on 
into the forest. D'Aubin turned his eyes in the same di- 
rection, and beheld, what is very common in the valleys 
of the Seine and the Sure during summer, large leaden 
masses of cloud, in the shapes of rolling columns and 
sharp cones, rising up from behind the hill, clear, defined, 
and harsh upon the sky, like the side-scenes of a theatre. 
These are the invariable precursors of a thunder-storm ; 
but often they roll on for many hours, changing from one 
fantastic shape to another, ere the fire within them breaks 
forth, and the strife begins. The Count paid them no 
farther attention than was evinced by sligntly hurrying 
his pace. The track upon which he was now entering 
was broken ground, forest, and hill ; but still the r^A 
lay on through the same dell, skirting the banks of a 
>small stream which fell at no great distance into the 
(higher Eure. The uplands on either side hid the sun, 
-and afforded a shade which would have been pleasant 



THE DAYS OP HENRY QUATRE., 175 

in that hot season, had not the closeness of the atmo- 
sphere, and the want of the slightest wind, rendered the 
whole air equally oppressive. The day rapidly declined 
as the travellers lode on, and the clouds stretched wider 
overhead^ while every now and then a faint, shifting, 
electric light played oetween the detached masses, and 
showed that the warfare of the elements was about to 
commence. D'Aubin was not a little anxious now to 
hurry on ; but ere he had accomplished more than two 
leagues of the appointed way, night had fallen, and the 
fUorm had begun. The lightning D'Aubin heeded but 
little, though his horse would every now and then start 
and rear, as the bright glare gleamed across the narrow 
road ; but he knew the violent deluge of rain, in which 
those storms generally end, would not be long ere it 
followed ; and feeling himself far more fatigued than he 
expected, he loved not the thought of prolonging his 
journey under the outpouring of the watery sky. They 
had now reached the summit of the hill: the trees afiforded 
but little shelter ; and a few large drops began to patter 
upon the leaves. " Ride on, my lord, ride on," cried the 
guide, who saw D'Aubin's lately acquired strength be- 
ginning to flag J " the chateau of Armengon is not above 
a league off." 

^' But I do not intend to stop till I reach Neuville," 
replied D'Aubin. " Think you if we pause here under 
the shelter of some of the thickest trees that the storin 
may not pass off?" 

" Not to-night, sir, not to-night," replied the man ; "but 
why not stop at Armen9on ?" he continued, with mor^ 
eagerness, as the rain rapidly increased : " they will show 
you all hospitality there ; and if you be just recovered 
jfrom a sickness, as the maitre d'hdtel told me, it will 
kill you to ride on for two or three hours more in a night 
like this." 

" Two or three hours !" exclaimed D'Aubin, " What! 
to travel three leagues !" 

" Ay, sir," answered the man, " even so : we are not 
here as if we were coursing a hare over the plains. We 
shall have to go up and down twenty steep hills ere we 
reach Neuville ; but we shall be at Armen9on in three 
quarters of an hour." 

" But I do not choose to stop there," replied D'Aubin 
hastily ; and for a moment or two the man paused with- 
out reply. The next instant, however, he said in a re- 
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spectful tone, " I guess how the mfctter is, sir : you are 
One of Mayenne's friends, and if so, good faith ! you arc 
right not to go near Armen9on. They shot the captain's 
brother in cold blood, not long since, in Paris, and, by my 
soul, it would go hard with any of the Leaguers if they 
were found within the chateau walls." 

" I had nothing to do with the death of his brother," 
replied D'Aubin ; "but still I will not irast to an angry 
man. Tell rae, however, my friend, can I trust to you V' 

" On my life you may, sir," replied the guide ; " and 
I would not take you now into Armen9on for my right 
hand. But it is coming on to pour : your cloak will 
soon be wet through ; and hereabouts there should be a 
hut where the wood-cutters live in the spring and au- 
tumn. That will give better shelter than the trees ; and 
most likely you may find a bed of rushes, and some 
pine-wood to dry your cloak withal." 

" That weie luck, indeed !" replied D'Aubin : " let us 
hasten on then, my friend ; and if you can meet with 
this hut, I will pay you for its shelter belter than ever 
aubergiste was paid." 

The memory of the guide was exact ; and their search 
was not long. The hut was, indeed, but four walls, 
thatched with stubble and plastered with mud ; and the 
door, which was made of straw, interwoven with boughs, 
was lying detached upon the ground : but it was soon 
replaced ; and the frequent flashes of lightning enabled 
them to discover the bed of moss and rushes which the 
guide had expected, and a small store of dried fragments 
of the resinous pine, which, lighted by a flint and steel, 
soon shed some better light upon the interior than was 
tifibrded by the fitful glare without. The interior was 
too small to admit the horses also ; but D'Aubin satis- 
fied himself by plaeing his own beast under a tree, and 
mentallv saying, " He will do well enough," returned 
to the shelter of the hut, cast off his dripping cloak, and 
seated himself upon the pile of dried herbs. Still the 
storm continued, and still the incessant patteriAg of the 
heavy rain bade the travellers be contented with the 
refuge they had found. For a while D'Aubin endeav- 
oured to occupy his thoughts by asking a number of 
questions of his guide, and listening to the long-winded 
stories which the other, feeling the moments of inactiv- 
ity as tedious to his own restless and wandering nature 
as they were to the Count, willingly poured forth for 
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the sake of doing something. At length, however, his 
stock exhausted itself; and an hour more passed in 
silence and expectation ; but the storm still went on. 

The guide's patience now gave way. " My Lord," 
he said, *' you will be starved here, it I can find you 
nothing to eat. You took neither bit nor sup at the au- 
berge, though you had ridden many a league; but 
among the houses that lie under the chateau of Armen^ 
9on, I have a cousin, and can, I doubt not, procure a 
piece of meat and a flask of wine. I will say that it is 
for an old lady, whom I am guiding through the wood, 
and who cannot come on for the storm." 

D'Aubin did feel exhausted, and in need of food ; but 
still he hesitated to let the man depart, for in those days 
acts of treachery were not uncommon ; and his life 
might depend upon his passing the castle of Armengoa 
unobserved. The guide, however, insisted ; and as 
there was no means of staying him without showing 
suspicions, which often produce the very evils they point 
at, the Count at length suffered him to depart, and re- 
mained alone, determined to try whether he could not 
sleep away the lime while the peasant was absent. 

The attempt was vain ; and, stretched upon the bei 
of moss where the hard limbs of honest industry had 
enjoyed many a night of comfortable repose, the gay 
and glittering Count d'Aubin strove in vain to banish 
from his bosom the torment of thought. Memory rested 
on the past, and conscience knew her hour, and seized 
it with relentless power. His gone existence was spread 
out before him like a map; and the upbraiding voice 
within proclaimed each stage of folly and of vice through 
which he had proceeded, and still read its sad comment 
upon every act, showing his gradual downfall from hon- 
our, wealth, splendour, reputation, happiness, and love, 
by his own errors and vanities. The long procrastinated 
examination was forced upon his heart at length ; and 
oh ! with what minute agony the moral torturer wrack- 
ed forth the inmost secrets of his bosom, and then broke 
him upon the wheel of despair. His fortune irrepar- 
ably injured ; he himself bound by large debts to an un- 
feeling mercenary ; the party which he had joined 
against his conscience ruined and falling ; his baffled 
schemes holding him up to the laughter of his light 
companions ; the woman whose wealth was to have 
repaired the consequences of his own extravagance fly* 
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ing him with horror, and avoiding him with success ; 
and the only woman whom he had ever really loved 
now regarding him with what had once heen anection, 
changed, by his own infamy, into hatred and contempt. 
Such were the terrible matters on which reason, and 
conscience, and remorse had to comment, during his 
hours of solitude ; and, from the first moment that those 
thoughts arose, he felt that he would be a madman to 
deem that he could sleep. The agony of his mind af- 
fected his body too much even to suflfer him to lie still ; 
and starting up, he sometimes paced the narrow limits 
of the hut like a tiger in its cage, sometimes cast him- 
self down in his fnry, and cursed the hour that he was 
born. He reproached, he reviled himself for every thing; 
and, in the torture that he felt when alone, exclaimed, 
" Fool that I was to let the boor leave me ! even he 
were better than no one, in this gloomy, accursed place, 
with the lightning flashing eternally in my eyes, and the 
melancholy rain pattering over head." 

As he thus thought, the sound of horses' feet splash- 
ing through the wet ground made itself heard in the in- 
tervals of the thunder, and the moment after, D'Aubin 
could distinguish that there was more than one traveller 
upon the road. A suspicion of his guide instantly crossed 
his mind, and was immediately confirmed by hearing 
his voice exclaim, " There, in that hut ! You will find 
him there !" 

The Count loosened his dagger in the sheath ; and 
partly drew his sword, while, stepping back to the farther 
side of the hut, he watched for the opening of the dis- 

i'ointed door. A moment or two elapsed, during which 
!)'Aubin could hear the stranger on the outside speaking 
as if to his horse, while he tied him under a tree ; and 
then the matted screen was pushed back, and the dimin- 
utive figure of Bartholo, the dwarf, stood before him. 
Without uttering a word, Bartholo advanced towards 
the Count, and cast himself at his feet, with a look of 
imploring deprecation, that D'Aubin did not understand. 
It was explained in a moment, however. " My Lord," 
said the dwarf, earnestly, " my Lord, I find that when 
last I saw you I deceived you; and, by the counsel that 
I gave you, I have brought insult and disappointment 
upon your head. My fault was involuntary ; but I de- 
serve to be punished ; and I have sought you myself, 
that you may wreak what vengeance upon me you like." 
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D'Aubin too well knew that to the counsels of his own 
perverse and pampered heart he had listened more than 
to those of the dwarf; bui he was glad, nevertheless, to 
find any one on whom he could heap a part of the blame ; 
and while he snatched eagerly at the opportunity of ac- 
cusing another, he felt a degree of gratitude for the relief 
which mitigated the bitterness of self-reproach. 

" Alas ! alas I my poor Bartholo !" he said, " you did 
deceive me, indeed ! But I am willing to believe that 
you deceived me unwittingly ; and I seek not to punish 
one who wished to serve me, though he failed." 

" You are noble and generous ever, sir," replied the 
dwarf; " and though she does not know the value of the 
heart she tramples on, others do, and I will conceal it 
no longer. You little know, sir, how much art, intrigue, 
and exertion were made use of to estrange from you a 
heart that loved you, and rob you not only of your pro- 
mised bride, but of her afiection." 

" How say you ?" cried D'Aubin, eagerly. " Speak 
more clearly, good Bartholo ; I do not understand." 

" I know not whether I ought to speak more clearly 
or not," replied the dwarf ; " for although it is her plea- 
sure and her pride to sport with your love, and trample 
on you, yet it would wring her heart to hear tha^ not- 
withstanding all her wiles, you had been successful with 
her rival ; and though to you she may appear but as a 
cold coquette, to me, who have known her from her 
childhood, she has ever been a good lady and a kind." 

" Bartholo !" cried D'Aubin, sternly, " you have in one 
thing miscounselled me, and rendered me miserable. 
You but now professed a wish to atone for that error ; 
and I call upon you, if you have one good feeling in your 
heart, to clear away the obscurity which hangs over all* 
these transactions m which I have been engaged, and to 
let me see how I really stand between Beatrice of Fe- 
rara and Eugenie de Menancourt." 

" I will, sir ! I will !" cried the dwarf, " let it cost me 
what it may. But 1 must be quick, for the tale is in- 
tricate, and your guide, who directed me hither, as I was 
following you to Armenjon, will soon be back. Listen, 
then," he continued, while his face resumed all its bitter 
cynicism. " Think you, my Lord, that a girl, all gen- 
tleness and sweetness, like Mademoiselle de Menan- 
court, could in a moment be converted into a being as 
stern and resolute as an old warrior, without some very. 
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potent magic ? Think you that she who once loved you, 
to all appearance, as much as a young maiden ever ven- 
tures to show, would all at once aJOfect hate and detesta- 
tion towards you without some very mighty cause ? 
Think you that a girl who knows nothing of the world, 
and is as timid as a young deer, could alone find means 
to cheat hard-judging Mayenne and keen Madame 
Montpensier, and pass a blaspheming Huguenot soldier 
ofi* for a Catholic priest, frustrate you and all of them by 
a false marriage, and tnen effect her escape from a be- 
leaguered city, where a thousand eyes were upon her ; 
and all this by the simple exertion of her own courage, 
ingenuity, and daring ? Pshaw ! One would think to 
hear it, and to hear that you and Mayenne believed it, 
that the warriors and the politicians of this world were 
changed into old women. My Lord ! my Lord ! Eugenie 
de Menancourt loved you, loves you^ will love you still ; 
and only now weeps the perfidy which my noble lady — 
thinking, as all women do, that every thing is fair in 
love — taught her to believe that you had committed 
against her. Had not Mademoiselle de Menancourt 
learned to Chink, from the first moment that she set her 
foot in Paris J.hat your whole heart and soul were given 
to the Lady Beatrice, and that you sought her hand only 
on account of her wealth, she would at once on her 
father's death have flown to your arms for protection. 
But, day by day, and hour by hour, that idea has been 
strengthened and confirmed in her mind by a voice whose 
eloquence no one knows better than you and I. Another 
time I will point out how ; but at present you will be- 
lieve me at once — for your wits are not darkened enough 
to doubt so apparent a fact — when I tell you, that the 
carrying off the priest, the false marriage, and the escape 
from Paris, are all owing to the fertile brain and darinff 
courage of Beatrice of F^rara. She it was who robbed 
you of your bride ; and she it is who now conceals her 
within three leagues of this place, weeping that Philip 
of Aubin is false, and resolving to enter a monastery as 
soon as she hears of his marriage to another." 

" But St. R^al !" exclaimed D'Aubin, " St. R6al !— 
I have more than suspicions there." 

" Pshaw !" cried the dwarf; "she thinks not of him. 
He may love her, perhaps, but she thinks not of him, 
but as a brave, gooa -humoured lad, with wit enough to 
lead a score or two of iron-pated soldiers. But, once 
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convince her that you love her, and that those who 
have told her you loved another were interested de- 
ceivers, and you will soon find the ice will melt, and all 
the coldness pass away. And now, my Lord, I have 
told you all. I have given you the key to the mystery ; 
and though, God knows, there are few men in this world 
that can comprehend clearly any thing heyond a school- 
boy's sum, done upon a broten slate, yet the matter here 
is so simple you cannot well mistake. Now I mus" 
leave you ; for if I be not back ere morning dawn, and 
my lady discovers my errand, I may chance to die by an 
earlier death than I have calculated on." 

" But stay, stay yet a moment, good Bartholo," cried 
the Count ; " you have not told me yet where I may find 
this fair lady. Think you my marriage with her will 
touch your mistress so deeply then?" 

" That is what I fear, my Lord," replied the dwarf, 
assuming a look of sorrow, "that is what I fear. I 
owed you atonement, sir ; and I have made it at the 
risk of mortifying all the proud feelings of a lady and 
mistress that I love ; for I know that she calculates 
upon seeing you again at her feet, and pouring forth 
upon you more of her scorn and indignation, before she 
leaves your for ever, and returns to Italy. She was 
laughing over the scene with Annette just now." 

" It is a scene she shall never see !" said D'Aubin, 
biting his lip. "But tell me where dwells this fair fugi- 
tive — this Mademoiselle de Menancourt ! she is indeed 
as beautiful a creature as the eye of man ever yet be- 
held ! one not difficult to love." 

" Oh no !" cried the dwarf; " where is the heart that 
"Tould not be envious of the man who wears a jewel 
such as that upon his hand. Her dwelling, I have said, 
is not far off. You know the little stream that sepa- 
rates the lands of Aubin from those of Menancourt. 
Trace it up to its source, among these hills, and not 
half a league from the spot where it bubbles from its 
green fountain you will find two cottages, in one of 
which is the object of your search. It is not like the 
ordinary dwelling of a French peasant ; for the Lady 
Beatrice has taken a pleasure in decking forth her 
friend's home after the fashion of our own land, where 
taste, and the love of all that is beautiful, descends even 
to the lowest tillers of the soil." 

"I shall easily find it," replied D'Aubin; "and yoa 

Vol. Il^ie. 
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fair scornful dame shall find that D'Aubin can seek him 
a mate as beautiful as herself. Bartholo. I trust you — 
once more I trust you ! but oh ! if you deceive in this 
alsOj look to your heart's blood ; for I will find means to 
punish you, should you hide in the farthest corner of 
the gl6be." 

" My Lord, I deceive you not," replied the dwarf, 
" nor in this am I myself deceived. But, I entreat, un- 
dertake no enterprise upon my showing, without resolv- 
ing to carry it through at all hazards. If you would 
have the love of that fair creature you seek, spare no 
vows and persuasions to efface from her mind the evil 
impression that others have given of your conduct. 
Nor trust to that alone. Forget that the marriage was 
null. Act upon it as if she were your wife, till you 
have her safe in your own chSiteau ; and then let the 
ceremony be performed again. Neither must you seek 
her alone, and unattended by a sufficient force to assert 
your right, should it be opposed. I know that five or 
six of my lady's bravest followers are always watching 
near that spot ; and there may be more. Stir not a 
step, without fifty horseman at your back. At all events, 
remember, my noble lord, that if you undertake this en- 
terprise without sufficient strength and resolution, the 
failure must not be laid to me. As I hope for life and 




replied 
speed to my own dwelling 
without a moment's loss of time ; but it may take long 
in the present state of afiairs to collect such a troop as 
fifty men." 

" Yet time is every thing !" replied the dwarf. " 'Tis 
more than likely that changes may take place, of which 
I cannot inform you ; and if the lady be removed from 
her present refuge, our scheme is ruined. To be bold 
and rapid is the best road to success, after all. Who 
can tell what even to-morrow may bring forth ?" 

" True I" answered D'Aubin ; " and, if possible, to- 
morrow's sun shall not set ere Eugenie de Menancourt 
be mine. Then let your mistress and her maids laugh 
over the scene of my supplications if they will ! But I 
must be guided by circumstances. At present my purse 
is but lean, my good friend. Nevertheless — " 

" Sjpeak not of il, sir I speak not of it !" replied the 
dwarf. '^ I came to do what I have done, in order te 
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make atonement for an inroluntary error towards one 
who had been to me the most generous of masters ; and 
who never could accuse me of giving him false informa- 
tion before. I sought not gold, and will not take it. 
But if you succeed, and if you be happy, sometimes re- 
member the poor dwarf, when he is far away." Thus 
saying, he kissed the hand of his former lord, and de- 
parted, drawing the matted door after him. The next 
moment D'Aubin heard his horse's feet ; and, again left 
alone, he once more cast himself upon the bed of moss, 
and gave himself up to thought. His feelings, how- 
ever, were now very different from what they had been 
an hour before. Although, as we have before shown, 
the idea of wedding Eugenie de Menancourt, repairing 
his wasted fortune by her wealth, and triumphing proud- 
ly over her who had scorned and rejected him, and 
made him the common jest of Paris, had never quitted 
his mind, even while yielding willingly to his passion- 
ate love for Beatrice of Ferara ; yet the repulse he had 
met with, from a being on whose love and compliance 
he had counted with full confidence, the bitter scorn 
that she had displayed towards him, and the keen dis- 
appointment that her rejection inflicted, had, in spite of 
all the Titan-like struggles of pride, so abased and over- 
whelmed him, that he had lost courage, and looked with 
hopeless eyes upon all the daring schemes on which, at 
other times, he would have entered so boldly. The 
words of the dwarf, however, had revived him, not alone 
by showing him the easy means of accomplishing one 
part of his purpose, but bv pointing out a new end to be 
obtained, a new object of desire, and that, too, of a na- 
ture to give the only alleviation which his heart was 
capable of receiving m the pain he suffered — the allevi- 
ation of revenge. He felt that Beatrice was already 
unhappy ; that his conduct was — must be — a source of 
misery to her ; but that feeling, far from making him 
pity her, roused up his sufferiiig vanity to strive for 
means of avenging upon her the insult which her purity 
had offered to his baseness. The dwarf had pointed 
out the wajr ; and to dream of wringing her heart by his 
marriage with Eugenie, at the same moment that he si- 
lenced for ever the slinging laughter of his former com- 
panions, was a relief — perhaps a pleasure. At the same 
time, a thought crossed his mind that the tale of his 
having dwelt many weeks, concealed, in the dwelling (» 
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Beatrice of Ferara, joined to his reputation for gallantty, 
might, perchance, leave her proud reputation for virtue 
somewhat sullied ; and, as ne thought thus, a smile, 
mingling vanity, and pride, and vengeance altoe^ether, 
passed over his lip, and gave his fine features the ex* 
pression of a demon ; and yet this was the bright and 
fascinating Count d'Aubin : whom we have seen so full 
of light and harmless gayety in the beginning of these 
volumes, and such was the creature ne had, step by 
step, become. 

Before the visit of the dwarf, he had tried to sleep in 
vain ; but now he felt the gnawing pain at his heart re- 
lieved by a new purpose ; and, alter the return of his 
guide with wine and meat, he ate and drank, though 
sparingly^ and then, casting himself down once more, 
slept undisturbed till morning dawned. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

Leaving the Count d'Aubin to pursue his schemes to 
their conclusion, we must now follow Bartholo home to 
the chateau of Guery. Few were the friends which the 
page possessed among the servants of his mistress ; but 
m that number was the old warder at the gate, who, 
warned beforehand of the dwarf's absence, hastened to 
give him admittance without noise on his return. Bar- 
tholo stabled his horse and rubbed him down with his 
own small hands, and then, entering by a side-door, 
passed through the great hall which was lighted by one 
of the large paper globes of the time — not at all unlike 
a Chinese lantern — and picking his steps through the 
midst of the straw mattresses upon which, as was then 
customary, all the inferior servants were sleeping in the 
hall, he made his way towards a stair-case leading to the 
room which had been appropriated to himself during the 
illness of the Count d'Aubin, and which he had now re- 
sumed. Opening the door, he entered, congratulating 
himself upon not having been seen, when suddenly he 
was seized on either side, and held fast to prevent him 
from using his dagger, while some one at the farther 
end of the chamber drew a screen from before a CQii« 
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cealed lamp, and Barthoio found himself in the hands 
of the major-domo and two stout grooms, who, with 
little compassion and less ceremony, proceeded to bind 
him tightly hand and foot. 

The dwarf asked not a question, and said not a word, 
and the old maitre d^hdtel, though loving him but little, 
refrained from any expression of triumph, merely direct- 
ing the grooms to watch him well and not molest him, 
and then left him for the night. Early the next morning 
the cords were slackened upon his ankles, and he was 
brought into the presence of his mistress, whose quiver- 
ing lip and flashing eye told how much her anger was 
roused a^^ainst him. 

" Barthoio, you have deceived me !" she said ; " you 
have basely deceived me !" 

" Those who suspect without cause," answered the 
dwarf, doggedly, " will always be deceived in the end, 
and will deserve it." 

" And do you think me so weak a being," asked Bea- 
trice, sternly, " as to believe that he who could practise 
the piece of knavery which you executed last night, is in- 
nocent of foregone deceits? No, poor fool, no 1 and 
even were it not that — as is ever the case with favourites 
in disgrace — the whole household is pouring forth tales 
of thy former treason now that it no longer avails me to 
know it, I should still feel as certain of your guilt as I 
am of living and breathing, and should only daily look 
for the instances of your knavery. I seek not, man, to 
make you ovrn either your former or your present base- 
ness ; all I seek to know is ypur motive. Tell me, were 
you bribed to divulge my secrets and thwart my plans? 
Were you hired to betray the mistress that trusted and 
befriended you?" 

" No man does any thing without the hope of recom- 
pense," replied the dwarf, " nor woman either." 

" I should have thought," answered Beatrice, in a tone 
of bitter but sorrowful reproach, " that no recompense 
would have been sufficient to bribe you to sting the hand 
which cherished you when all the rest of the world either 
scorned or forgot you." 

" You mistake me, noble lady," said the dwarf, " I see 
you mistake me. There are men and women both that 
sell their honour for gold ; but I am not of them. There 
are still more, both of men and women, that pawn thek 
virtue for less solid payment, av, and sell even their soul 
16* 
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for vanity ; but still no bauble was my bribe. It was 
neither title given by some profligate king, nor words of 
flattery spoken by some vicious lover. I bad — I own it 
— a motive before my eyes, a recompense to look forward 
to ; but I choose not to speak it before these gaping fools. 
Should I ever again have your ear alone, to it I may tell 
the cause of all that is strange in my behaviour — if aught 
be strange in the actions of man. But till then I am 
silent." 

" Leave me !" said Beatrice, looking towards her at- 
tendants, "retire to the anteroom—no farther!" Her 
commands were instantly obeyed ; but still there was 
many an ear eager for the sounds of what passed farther ; 
and those who dared, advanced close to the door, which 
was not entirely closed. The dwarf's voice was heard 
speaking quick* and long, but in tones so low, that the 
eavesdroppers were all at fault. At length, however, 
the voice of Beatrice exclaimed, " Madman ! dared you 
to entertain such a hope ?" 

"I entertained no hope," replied the dwarf aloud, — "I 
entertained no hope, but that I might never behold you 
in the arms of another !" 

" Here, Joachim, Annette !" cried the voice of Beatrice, 
and in a moment the room where she sat was again 
crowded with her attendants. They found her with the 
eloquent blood glowing in deep crimson through her 
clear fine skin, and dying her brow and temples and 
neck with a blush almost painful to behold. " Take him 
hence !" she cried, pointing to the dwarf with a look of 
irrepressible disgust, which, as his eye marked it, turned 
him deadly pale. "Take him hence! — and yet stay," 
she added, addressing him, — "I suppose it is vain to 
question you as to what you told to him whom you went 
last night to visit." 

~ A change had come over the appearance of the dwarf, 
which it were difficult to describe. The paleness that 
had followed Beatrice's last words remained — even his 
lips were blanched; and though with his white upper 
teeth he bit the under lip unconsciously, no mark ap- 
peared after, so bloodless was his whole countenance. 
He replied, however, with a voice of unnatural calmness, 
^ It ia not in vain, Madame, to ask me any thing you 
seek to know. Life is over with me. — at least, life's 
hopes and fears ; and I may as well tell you all, as con- 
ceal any thing. The moment that what I have dared to 
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do was discovered, that moment I knew that the game 
was lost ; and it is in vain now to play a few moves more 
or less." 

He then as shortly as possible, repeated the substance 
of what had passed between D'Aubm and himself, in re- 
gard to Eugenie de Menancourt's abode, and the means 
of securing her person ; and, that concluded, calmly suf- 
fered himself to be ied back to the room where he had 
passed the night, and where he was now left alone. 

In the mean time Beatrice, with a hasty hand, wrote 
a few words on several sheets of paper, and ordering 
horses to be saddled instantly, gave the letters to the ser- 
vants who were first prepared. " This to La Loupe," she 
said, giving one, " for the captain of thearquebusiers ; and 
bid him mark within the King's own hand to the com- 
mand. Thistothechatelainof Armen9on. Tell him, if he 
cannot spare many, to send, if it be but twenty men, well 
armed and mounted. This to the Lady Eugenie, with 
all speed ! Away away ! This purse to him who does his 
errand soonest. Now, Joachim, now ! you gather toge- 
ther all the men that we have here, and all that are in 
the neighbouring town; arm them to the teeth, and make 
speed ! Tell me when all is ready, and lose no time ! — 
Away ! for we must endeavour to be first on the spot, and 
carry off that poor timid dove from her dove-cot, ere the 
kite pounces upon her. If we are too late to save her 
from danger, we must do our best to rescue her, what- 
ever befall." 

Beatrice's orders were as rapidly obeyed as given ; but 
we must deviate a little from our general plan, and quit- 
ting the persons with whom we have begun this chapter, 
turn once more to the efforts of the Count d'Aubin ; ef- 
forts which were unfortunately but too successful. The 
sun had not risen half an hour ere D'Aubin was again 
in the saddle ; and though his horse was somewhat stiff 
from having passed a night in the open air^ in the midst 
of storm and tempest, the Count urged him on at full 
speed, and never drew a rein till he was within sight of 
his own paternal home. 

There are feelings touched by the view of such a place, 
so interwoven with all the texture of our being, that even 
the coarse hand of vice, or the more cunning touch of 
worldly mindedness, can hardly tear them out ; but it 
was not the emotion of any such, that caused D'Aubin to 
stop and gaze round him as he approached the dwelling 
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of his fathers. It was that, in a field close to the chftr 
teau, he beheld a man, dressed in the costume of a Ger- 
man soldier, sauntering idly about, and talking to some 
'women who were weeding the ground. An undefined 
apprehension of danger made him pause ; but the next 
moment he spurred his horse furiously on, and rode into 
the court-yard. It was filled with leitres, who were sit- 
ting round in a thousand varied attitudes, eating their 
morning meal in the early sunshine. The apparition of 
a single horseman, for the guide was some furlongs be- 
hind, did nut seem to disturb in the slightest degree 
their German phlegm ; and D'Aubin was suffered to cast 
his rein over a hooK, and push open the great door of the 
hall, without one of the troopers ceasing from his plea- 
sant occupation, to ask the business of the intruder. The 
first object the Count beheld in the hall was one of his 
own servants ; but the next, which rendered all question 
unnecessary, was a large breakfast table, covered with 
loads of meat and flagons of wine, at which sat Albert 
of Wolfstrom, and one or two of the officers of his troop. 
The apparition of D'Aubin was certainly unexpected, 
for the party of 4he League believed him dead ; but it 
required few words to explain to him, that his friend, 
the captain of the rettres, had hastened with as many of 
his men as had escaped the bloody fight of Ivry to take 
possession of the lands and chateau of Aubin, in order 
to pay himself some certain thousands of crowns, won 
by him at play, ere the next heir of the supposed dead 
Count put m his claim, either by the sword or otherwise. 
As he was well aware that no parly would permit oi 
his holding long possession of the lands, the mercenary 
leader had employed means to raise the sum he claimedf, 
which now caused some sharp and angry words to pass 
between him and the Count. — words which might not 
have ended bloodless, had D^Aubin at the moment been 
prepared to expel the Germans from his dwelling : but 
all his own retainers and domestics were dispersed ; 
and not above two or three of his old attendants were 
to be found within the walls of the ch&teau. The. 
thought of his fine old trees felled to supply the greedy 
cravmg of the mercenary, his crops and cattle swept 
away, his peasantry half ruined, did enrage him almost 
to striking Wolfstrom where he stood; but in the midst 
of bis anger he remembered that there was but oneway 
to clear off this and many another similar claim upon 
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him, and to emerge into greater splendour and power 
than ever ; and in that dim and misty dream of splen 
dour and power, he fancied that the voice of conscience, 
and remorse, and disappointed love, would never be 
heard. 

" Well, well, Wolfstrom," he added, abruptly break- 
ing off the angry vituperation he was heaping upon the 
chief of the reltres, " you might have waited a little 
longer ; you might have proceeded a little more moder- 
ately ; but now send out and order all to be stopped in- 
stantly, then lend me your fuU and active aid tor this 
one day, and you shall receive every farthing in gold 
before a week be over." 

" Ay, indeed ! how so ?" demanded the other, some- 
what doubtingly ; for Albert of Wolfstrom had nothing 
very confiding m his disposition. "As to waiting^ you 
know, Sir Count, that was out of the question entirely, 
for we thought you dead ; and as to proceeding more 
moderately, you know I was obliged to make haste, for 
on the one hand Mayenne might call me to Paris in a 
day, at any time ; and on the other, the Bearnois and 
your cousin might come down and turn me out ; so that 
I was obliged to mak good use of my time. But how 
can I serve you ?" 

" How many men have you here ?" demanded D'Au- 
bin. 

" Why, not many, on my life " answered Wolfstrom, 
" only a hundred and fifty. All the rest were killed or 
taken at that cursed Ivry. But what do you want us 
to do ?» 

" Listen !" said D'Aubin. " I last night learned. 
Wolfstrom, that by a foul scheme my promised bride had 
been persuaded that I did not love her, and thus had been 
induced to fly immediately after our marriage." 

" But do you know. Monsieur d'Aubin," interrupted 
Wolfstrom, " that the good folks in Paris vow ihat that 
marriage of yours was no marriage at all ; that the 
priest was a mad Huguenot soldier, and that " 

" Never mind all that," replied Aubin, " I have here 
a priest in the neighbouring village who has done me 
some services already, and he will bind me in half an 
hour to Eugenie de Menancourt by a knot that can 
never be untied, without asking any questions, or listening 
to any objections. Only let me once have her sm 
within these walls." 
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*' Ay, bat how is that to be done V* demanded Albert 
of Wolfstrom. 

" That is what I was about to tell you," answered 
the Count. " The same person who informed me of 
the means which had been used to estrange her affection 
from me, informed me also of the place of her present 
dwelling. It is within six leagues of this castle, and 
all that is necessary in the present case is " 

" To carry her off by a coup de main .'" cried Wolf- 
strom, clapping his hands at the sound of a project 
which combined, in a degree peculiarly adapted to his 
palate, villany and adventure. " Bravo, Sir Count ! 
bravo ! Let us about it immediately." 

" Thanks, thanks, Wolfstrom, for your ready aid," 
replied D'Aubin. " All that we have to do is to mount 
fifty men, and to lose no time ; the first, because the 
girl has some guards stationed round about her, and 
more may be sent; the second, because the keenest eye 
in France is upon her and me, and she may be re- 
moved." 

" Well, well, to it at once," cried Wolfstrom, moving 
towards the door; but ere he reached it he stopped, 
and, turning to the Count, said in a low tone, " Oi 
course you will give my men a day's pay." 

"And you a thousand crovms to boot, if we succeed," 
answered the Count, who knew that there was nothing 
comparable to gold for quickening his comrade's ener- 
gies. 

" We had better take a hundred men at once," said 
Wolfstrom, when he heard that they were to be paid ; 
" they are as soon mounted as fifty, and we are then 
more sure. Fifty can stay to guard the chateau." 

D'Aubin made no objection, and Wolfstrom proceeded 
to give his orders, which were rapidly obeyed by the well 
tramed veterans still under his command. A fresh 
horse was provided for D'Aubin, and another for the 
guide, who, without his consent being asked, was or- 
dered to lead the way, with a trooper on either side^ to 
the spot which D'Aubin described. Two old but nim- 
ble jennets from the stable of the Count were led in the 
rear ; and thus the cavalcade issued from the gates of 
the chateau of Aubin, and took their way towards the 
dwelling of the unfortunate Eugenie de Menancourt. 
Scarcely had they proceeded a league, however, when, 
from the edge ot a gentle slope, they perceived three 
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horsemen galloping quickly on a road in the plain helow, 
as if towards the castle they had just left. 

The keen eyes of Wolfstrom instantly marked them ; 
hut after gazing at them for a moment, ne said, ^' They 
are two of my reltres that I sent yesterday to keep a 
watch on Armen9on ; but they have a third man with 
them, and must bring news. We must take care that 
our retreat is not cut oflf." Thus saying, he detached a 
trooper to intercept the horsemen by a cross road, and 
bring them to him, and then halted till they arrived. 
Two proved, as had been supposed, ordinary reitres of 
Wolfstrom's band, but the third horseman was an armed 
servant; and D'Aubin instantly recognised one of the 
attendants of Beatrice of Ferara. He was tied upon 
his horse, and the troopers brought him up pistol ia 
hand. Their report was soon made ; they had found 
him galloping, ihey said, with such speed towards the 
castle of Armen^on, that they thought it right to stop 
him. He fled like the wind, and they pursued ; but at 
length he was overtaken, and they found upon him a 
letter, which, not being able to read themselves, they 
were now in the act of conveying to their leader. The 
paper, as may be already seen, was the letter of Beatrice 
of Ferara to the chatelain of Armen9on, and it served 
to show D'Aubin that his movements were suspected, 
if not discovered. The servant, however, was now in 
such bodily fear, that he at once informed the Count 
and his companion, that another messenger had been 
sent for troops to La Loupe. 

" What force have they there, Wolfsirom ?" demand- 
ed D'Aubin. " Do you know?" 

" Certainly not two hundred men !" replied the leader 
ol the reitres. 

" Then there is, first, the probability that the com- 
mander will not listen to the request ot this wild girl,** 
said the Count ; " next, he will certainly not dare to de- 
tach more than fifty men, and we are here a hundred. 
Even if she send her own armed people too, they cannot 
amount to more than thirty, so that we shall still have 
great odds. But let me see," he continued, as if a sudden 
thought struck him, and turning to the servant, he asked. 
" When did the messenger leave Guery for La Loupe Tr 

•* At the same moment that I left for Armen9on," re» 
plied the man. 

" Then," said D'Aubin, " we shall be there full four 
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good hours before a soldier from La Loupe can be within 
a league. Let that fellow go, Wolfstrom. You, my good 
• man, ride back with all speed to your mistress, present 
the Count d'Aubin's humble duty to her, and tell her 
that he is her most devoted slave ! Do you hear ? There 
is a piece of gold for you: away 1" 

The man seemed doubtful if his ears heard true ; but 
at length convinced, he took the gold^ cap in hand, and 
rode slowly away. In the mean time D'Aubin and 
Wolfstrom asain put the troop in motion ; and riding 
briskly on, calculated once more between them the dis- 
tance from Guery to La Loupe, and from La Loupe to 
the spot whither their steps were now directed. D'Au- 
bin was found not to have judged it amiss ; for even 
supposing the troops mounted, and the captain willing, 
it appeared that the reltres must arrive at least four 
hours before them. " When we come up," said D'Au- 
bin, as they concluded, "let your men surround the 
house, at such a distance as not to be seen ; yourself and 
five or six others come nearer, so as to be within call ; 
and, after ascertaining that there is no force actually 
present to oppose us, I will go on and plead my cause 
myself. It were better to persuade her gently, and with- 
out frightening her, if possible ; but if I find her still 
obstinate, we must use a little gentle compulsion : for I 
am resolved," he added, with smile of triumph. " that 
by the time the troops from La Loupe reach her late re- 
fuge^ Eugenie de Menancourt shall be in the chateau of 
Aubm J ay, and irretrievably the wife of its lord !" 



CHAPTER XVIIL 

What was once a poor farm-house, in a woody and 
remote part of the hills in which the Eure and Loire 
take their rise, had, under the touch of taste and afflu- 
ence, been transformed into a beautiful little habitation, 
half rustic cottage^ half Italian villa ; and all this had 
been done as easily as the genii built the palace of 
Aladdin. The wood-woik had been painted green, so 
that the heavy planks which, when shut, closed the 
windows, looked light * the thatch had been nicely clip- 
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ped and trimmed ; the inside had been hung with arras, 
and decorated with paintings in the fashion of the day; 
and along the front had been carried a portico, consist- 
ing of unpolished trunks of trees for columns, and a 
light trellis-work of boughs to soften the strong sunshine. 
The face of the house was turned towards the south ; 
and it might have commanded, from its elevated situ- 
ation, a beautiful view over the greater part of Maine, 
had the tall old trees which screened it in front been 
partially cut away : but those in whose possession it 
now was, had carefully abstained from the axe ; not 
alone from reverence for the ancient trees, but because 
quiet concealment was with them a great object of de- 
sire. No place, in truth, could have been better chosen 
for that purpose. There was, indeed, one horse road, 
which came within a few hundred yards of the house, 
but it went no farther than to a small isolated village 
not more than a league distant, and there ended. An- 
other, passing a little farther off, led away to the chateau 
of Guery, at the distance of three leagues on one side, 

and to the small town of on the other; but even 

this was merely a bridle path, upon which there was 
scarcely any traffic in the best of times, and much less 
now that civil war had stilled all commercial spirit in 
the land. 

It was in the little portico, then, which we have 
noticed, that on the evening of a warm clear day in 
June, occasionally shaded by the masses of a broken 
thunder-cloud, which, during the night, had poured forth 
a tempest on the earth, sat the fair Eugenie de Menan- 
court, into whose cheek the warm glow of health and 
youth had returned, during a long interval of peace and 
tranquillity. Hither, after many wanderings, had she 
been brought by Beatrice of Ferara, as soon as it was 
known that the Count d'Aubin was no longer in the 
neighbourhood ; and in order to be sufficiently near her, 
to give her every sort of aid and protection, without 
calling further attention upon her retreat by living with 
her, the fair Italian had retired to the chateau of Guery 
which she possessed in the neighbourhood. The time 
had, as we have seen, passed without bringing molesta- 
tion to Eugenie ; and she now sat with an open letter 
in her hand, gazing out upon the woodland scene before 
here yes, and seeing those mixed visions of romance, and 
tenderness;, and melancholy which are so often present 

Vol. IL— 17. 



194 ONE IN A THOUSAND ; OR 

to a woman's eyes, and are the more dear, because she 
is taught to hide them. Before her were those dark old 
trees; on her right a thicket of shrubs of many a varied 
kind ; behind her the room in which she was wont to 
sit — then called her bower; and on the left, some fields 
screened again from the road by other trees. It was a 
calm sweet scene; and Eugenie felt not unhappy, 
though there might be other thmgs she would have fain 
brought in, to form her picture of perfect felicity, and 
although the letter which she held in her hand from Bea- 
trice of Ferara, by telling her not to be alarmed at any 
thing that might happen, for that friends were near, had, 
in some degree, created the apprehensions it was in- 
tended to relieve. 

As she sat thus and gazed, she thought she heard the 
tramp of horse ; but the sound, if sound there were, 
ceased, and she believed that her ears had deceived her. 
A moment or two after, a long ray of sunshine that 
found its way between the bolls of the trees, and spread 
a pencil of light upon the green turf at her feet, was for 
an instant obscured, as if either a cloud had come over 
the sun, or some dark object had passed among the 
trees. Eugenie's heart began to beat quick, and the 
next minute a rustling sound in the thicket to her right 
made her start up; but ere she could retreat into her 
own chamber, the boughs were pushed back, and Philip 
of Aubin was at her feet. With a face as pale as death, 
Eugenie sank into the seat that she had before occupied, 
and gazed with eyes expressive, certainly, of any thing 
but love, upon the Count, as he knelt before her, and 
pressed her hand to his lips. 

" Eugenie !" said D'Aubin, " Eugenie ! I have at 
length found you, then. My Eugenie ! my wife !" 

" Oh, no, no !" cried Eugenie, struggling to overcome 
her terror :— " oh, no ! not your wife ! No, Sir, I am not ; 
I never have been ; I never will be your wife ! Death 
were preferable — ay, the most terrible death were pref- 
erable to that !" 

" Hear me, Eugenie !" said D'Aubin. " Eugenie, you 
must hear me ! for this house is surrounded by my sol- 
diers ; you are utterly and perfectly in my power ; and 
if I have recourse to reason and persuasion with you, it 
is alone from tenderness and affection towards you, 
and because I would rather induce my bride to accom- 
pany me willingly and tranquilly, than use towards her 
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those means of compulsion which I haye a right to ex- 
ercise in regard to a disobedient wife. Eugenie, will 
you hear me?" 

" I have no resource, Sir," replied the unhappy girl ; 
" but still I repeat that I am not your wife. In the first 
place, I have at the altar refused to pledge a vow towards 
you ; and by this time you must well know that the man 
who read tne vain and empty ceremony which you are 
pleased to call a marriage was not one invested with 
that sacred function which is requisite to render a mar- 
riage legal, even with the willing consent of both parties." 

*' All I know is, that the marriage ceremony was per- 
formed between us," replied D'Aubin, "and that it is 
registered in the archives of Paris. That you are my 
wife, therefore, there is no doubt ; and that I have the 
right, as well as the power and the will, to take you 
home and regard you as my wife, is equally indubitable. 
Still, if you require it, the ceremony shall be performed 
again ; but hope not any longer to avoid taking upon 
you the duties of the position you hold in regard to me. 
tor, as I told you, I have a hundred men within call 
ready to obey my lightest word ! Shall I make them 
appear ?" 

" Oh, no, no, no !" exclaimed Eugenie, wringing her 
hands. " What, what shall I do ?" 

" Merely listen to me, Eugenie, my beloved !" cried 
D'Aubin. "With the power to compel, a thousand 
times rather would I succeed by entreaty ; and instead 
of seeking to command you, let me at your feet seek to 
persuade you. Hear me plead my cause, Eugenie, in 
language that you have never heard me use before, be- 
cause I was ignorant of the motives w^hich actuated you, 
and attributed your conduct towards me to mere caprice, 
whereas I now know it to have been just, excellent, and 
wise, and like yourself. The same ignorance has made 
me harsh to you, and unjust towards my cousin St. 
Real ; and I will not rise from my knee till you have beard 
my exculpation, and fully know how much we have 
all been deceived." 

" Indeed ! said Eugenie, " indeed ! yet t am at a loss 
to guess what you can mean." 

" Well may you be so, Eugenie !" replied D'Aubin ; 
" well may you be so ! For it was only yesterday that I 
learned the elucidation of the mystery myself You 
have been cheated, Eugenie; you have been deceived; 
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you have been taught to believe a man who loved you, 
and you alone, a heartless profligate. But first hear me, 
Eugenie, when I declare that I have never loved any 
one but yoQ ; that from the first moment your hand was 
promised me by your father, the idea of your young 
charms has ever been present to my mind, and the hope 
of soon possessing them been the consolation of my 
whole existence." 

Eugenie coloured deeply : " I am grieved, Sir," she 
replied ; but D'Aubin interrupted, saying, — 

" Hear me, Eugenie, to the end : I have but given 
you a picture of my own feelings towards you. Now 
let me display all the base and crooked means that have 
been taken to alienate your affections from me, and then 
.tell me if it be right and just to let those means still 
have effect, when you are convinced of their falsehood 
and iniquity. Only yesterday did I discover that at 
Paris you had become acquainted with one of the late 
Q,ueen Catherine's train of ladies — a train which, I 
need not tell you, was and will remain marked with 
infamy to the eyes of all posterity !" 

" Perhaps so !" cried Eugenie eagerly j " but the name 
of Beatrice of Ferara will always be excepted. The 
daughter of a sovereign prince, she was always as dis- 
tinguished by her virtues as by her rank ; and my father, 
on his death-bed, told me that I might always confide 
in her, for that, in the midst of the terrible trial of uni- 
versal bad example, no one had ever been able to cast a 
reproach upon her fame." 

" It may be so !" replied D'Aubin ; " it may be so ! but 
doubt not, Eugenie, that she has passions and weak- 
nesstis too ; and the confidence you gave her was mis- 
plac»fd. All has been revealed to me. I know every 
thing that has passed, and therefore I am justified in 
saying that she has made us both her tools. Did she 
not tell you that I loved her — that I had vowed vows 
and made protestations at her feet. I know she did. I 
know that both by open words, and slight insinuations, 
she poisoned your mind against me ; that she taught you 
to believe me profligate and base " 

" Never ! never !" cried Eugenie, " never, upon my 
word." 

" No matter," cried D'Aubin, " she made you credit 
that I loved her, not you ; that by vows ana promises 
I was bound to her. She it was that always crossed me 
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in your esteem ; she frustrated the arrangements for our 
marriage ; she laid the scheme and executed the whole 
of your flight from Paris. Is not this true? and do you 
think she had not a motive ? Eugenie, I tell you she had. 
It may make me appear vain in your eyes ; hut, to excul- 
pate myself, I must reveal that motive. Eugenie, she 
has loved me from our first meeting ; she has loved 
me with all the ardour and all the fire of which an 
Italian is capable ; but so to love unsought is never 
to win love. She has teased me ; she has persecuted 
me with her afiection. But do not mistake me, Eugenie ; 
I have never loved but you — you alone have I sought, 
you alone I have sighed for. To her I have turned a 
deaf ear and a cold heart. I care not for her, I love her 
not, I have never loved — ay ! and though I scruple not 
to say that, no later than yesterday, I might have made 

her mine on any terms I chose " 

There was a slight rustle in the room behind — a quick 
step ; and Beatrice of Ferara stood by the side of Eu- 

fenie de Menancourt. D'Aubin started up from hi) 
nee. " Liar ! traitor ! villain !" cried the beautiful girl, 
with eyes from which mightv indignation lightened forth 
like fire bursting from a volcano ; — "Liar! traitor ! vil- 
lain !" and as he rose, she struck him one slight stroke 
upon the bosom with the quickness of light. D'Aubin 
grasped his sword, then let it go, and raised his hand ta 
his eyes ; a stream of dark gore spouted out from his 
breast ; he reeled, and murmuring " Jesu, Jesu !" fell at 
the feet of her he had so basely injured. 

Still holding the dagger tight in her grasp, Beatrice 
stood and gazed upon him ; and Eugenie too, with her 
hands clasped, and turned as it were into stone by fear 
and horror, remained straining her eyes upon the ieatful 
sight before her. 

At that moment, the furious galloping of horse was 
heard alon^ the nearest road, then came the clashing of 
steel and pistol shots. Joachim, the servant of Beatrice, 
glided at the same moment from the room whence his 
mistress had issued, and drawing her b)r the sleeve, ex 
claimed, " There seems a large force coming up, madam! 
save yourself, ere this be inquired into. The horses are 
still where we left them, at the end of the lane." 

But Beatrice, without reply, continued to gaze upoa 
the dead body of him she once so passionately loved. 
The next moment, the voices of several persons ap- 
•17* 
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preaching were heard ; and through the trees appeared 
two gentlemen on foot, followed by half a dozen sol- 
diers dragging along Albert of Wolfstorm, with his 
hands tied. 

" We are in time, fair lady, to do your behest," cried 
Henry the Fourth, who was at the head of the party, 
speaking in a joyous tone, as at the distance of the 
trees he caught a sight of Beatrice without seeing the 
object at which she gazed. " Your letter reached me, 
as I marched along, and though addressed to my locum 
tenens at La Loupe, I made bold to break the seal. But 
where is this perverse and rebellious Count d'Aubin ?" 

" There !" cried Beatrice, in a voice which had lost 
all its music. " There he lies ! never to be perverse or 
rebellious again ! Oh, Philip, Philip ! thou hast trod 
upon a heart that loved thee — cast happiness from thee 
— sought destruction — and found it from a woman's 
hand !" 

" Indeed !" cried the King, hastening forward with 
St. Real, who was his companion. " In God's name, 
what is all this? Pardie, 'lis too true I There he lies, 
indeed !" The King's eye then glanced to Beatrice, 
while St. Real gently led Eugenie away from the scene 
of blood and horror in which she had been made an un- 
willing sharer. The dagger was still in the hand of 
the fair Italian, though that hand now hung by her side 
as if it had never possessed power to strike the blow 
which had laid such strength and courage low; but her 
sleeve was dyed with blood ; and a slow red drop still 
trickled down the shining blade of the poinard, and fell 
from the point to the ground. " From your own speech, 
lady !" said the King, after a momentary pause, " I learn 
that you have just committed an awful act, especially 
for a woman's hand. Nevertheless, I cannot but believe 
from all that I have heard, that this was an act of jus- 
tice ! He was a rebel, loo, at the moment of his death, 
in arms against his king ; and, therefore, this deed is 
not to be too strictly inquired into ; otherwise — although 
as the head of a sovereign house you are armoured with 
immunities — it would become me to refer the inquiry 
into these matters to my council. As it is, Philip Count 
of Aubin having been slain in arms against his monarch, 
in the commission of an illegal act, and by your hand, 
of course, justice withholds her sword from avenging his 
death, yet I think that it is expedient for you, Stdy, to 
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quit this realm with all convenient speed ; and to in- 
sure your safety, a party of my own guard shall accom- 
pany you to the frontier. My words seem to fall upon 
an inattentive ear ! May I^ask if you have heard me?" 

" Yes. yes," replied Beatrice — " I have heard, my 
Lord — your Majesty is lenient! My crime is great; 
but be it as you will, I am ready to go ! My thoughts, 
to speak the truth, are not so clear as they might have 
been some half hour since — I thank your Majesty ! — 
All I ask is a prisoner's diet, bread and a glass of water, 
— for I am thirsty, exceeding thirsty ! — Then I am ready 
to set out. — Philip, farewell !" she added, gazing again 
upon the corpse: "we shall meet again! Our deeds 
unite us for ever ! — alas ! alas ! Where shall I go, my 
Lord?" 

" Her brain is troubled," said the King, in a lowjtone, 
turning to one of the oflScers who followed ; " go in 
with her, call her own people about her ; but treat her 
with all reverence. She must be sent forth from the 
kingdom as speedily as possible. Madam, this officer 
will conduct you. Set a sentinel at the door," he added, 
in a low tone, " as if for honour ; but let her people be 
with her, and lay no restraint upon her, except in watch- 
ing whither she goes." 

" Will no one give me a glass of water ?" said Bea- 
trice, moving towards the house. 

" It shall be brought in a moment, lady," replied the 
officer, following. " Where are this lady's attend- 
ants ?" 

"Well, St. Real," said the King, turning to the 
young cavalier, as he issued forth again from the house 
just as Beatrice entered. " Pardie, we are too late in 
one sense, after all, though not too late to prevent the 
mischief these fellows meditated. Ventre saint gris ! 
but this cousin of yours was an ungenerous villain ; 
and I am sorry for that poor girl, who, to my thinking, 
has driven the dagger deeper into her own heart than 
into his. Well, there he lies, and one of the conspira- 
tors against our fair heiress of Menancourt is disposed 
of; now to despatch the other. Martin, bring forward 
the prisoner." 

" Sir Albert of Wolfstrom," continued the King, "it 
f?eems to me that your name was once enrolled among 
the troops of my late cousin, Henry the Third, and that 
you chose the chance of a halter and better pay on th9 
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part of the League. Traitors against myself. God help 
me, I am fain to forgive, leavinff them to Qod and their 

consciences for punishment j but traitors to the late 
king I forgive not. and, therefore, I shall turn over your 
case to my good friend De Biron, who is not merciful 
but just. Your own heart, therefore, will tell your 
fate : if it condemn you, be sure that ere to-morrow's 
noon you will be lying like him you stare at with such 
open eyes." 

"Cannot I take service with my troop?" demanded 
Wolfstrom, with undaunted effrontery. "Your Majesty 
suffered the Swiss at Ivry to come over to you." 

" They were only enemies, not traitors," replied the 
King ; " I can have traitors enow without paying them, 
sirrah ! — What is that outcry within, St. Real? No 
more tragedies, I trust 1 — What I have said, Sir. is de- 
cided," continued Henry, again turning to Wolfstrom, 
while St. Real entered the house to ascertain the cause 
of the sounds of lamentation that they heard. "If 
your conscience tell you that you deserted the late king, 
bid good-by to the world ! — by my faith there must be 
something the matter there !" he added, as the tones of 
ffrief came again from within ; and turning hastily, he 
himself entered the house, and advanced to a room 
from the open door of which the sound proceeded. The 
sight that presented itself needed little explanation. 
In a large chair, near the centre of the room, sat Bea- 
trice of Ferara, with her head supported upon the breast 
of her faithful old servant Joachim, while kneeling at 
her feet, and weeping bitterly as she clasped her friend's 
knees, was the beautiful form of Eugenie de Menan- 
court. Around were a number of female attendants, 
filling the air with lamentations ; and on one side stood 
St. Real, gazing eagerly in the face of the fair Italian. 
But that lovely face had now lost the loveliness of life, 
the bright dark eyes were closed, the colour of the warm 
rose no longer blushed through the clear white skin, the 
lips themselves were pale, and the dazzling teeth show- 
ed like a row of pearls, as the mouth hung partly open. 
Her right hand was still clasped upon a glass from 
which she had been drinking; and rolled away upoa 
the floor was a rich carved bon-bonnicre, from which a 
small quantity of white powder had been spilt as it 
fell. Throughout the whole room there was a faint n 
odour, as if of bitter almonds; and Henry, who well 
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remembered that same perfume, when some of the no- 
blest in France had died somewhat suddenly, exclaim- 
ed at once as he entered, "She has poisoned herself!" 

" Too true, I fear, ray. Lord!" replied St. Real ; "but 
a leech has been sent for." 

" In vain ! in vain !" said the King. " She is dead 
already, St. Real ! That is no fainting fit ; and even 
were she not dead already, no skill on earth could save ' 
her from the tomb. I know that hateful drug too well. 
Come away, St. R^al ! Mademoiselle de Menancourt. 
come away ! Nay, I command ! You do no good 
here !" 

Thus saying, Henry took the fairgirPs hand and led her 
to another room, where, after speaking a few words of 
comfort, he added, " But I must to horse again, and for- 
ward towards Le Mans. You, St. R6al I shall leave 
behind with your regiment, all for the protection of this 
one fair lady, though those that persecuted her are no 
more. His body shall be carried to his own dwelling 
and lie beside his father's. That I will see to. And 
now, though this is a solemn moment, and the scene a 
sad one, yet Mademoiselle de Menancourt, I must put 
it out of fortune's power to persecute you farther, for 
the treasure of this fair hand — nay, nay, I must have 
my will ! — Take it St. R6al," he added^ placing it in 
his. "If I judge right, you value it highly; and, as 
you well deserve it, I give it to you now, lest any of my 
many friends should crave me for the gift hereafter. 1 
would rather say to those who ask it that it is given, 
than that I will not give it. To your love and sorrow, 
lady, I leave the last rites of yon beautiful and hapless 
girl. Hers was a hard fate, and a noble mind ; for, cast 
by fortune into the midst oi corruption, with a heart all 
warmth and a fancy all brightness, she came out still, 
pure as gold refined in the fire, which Heaven forgive 
us, is what few of us can say for himself. Amidst all 
the falsehoods and follies of the late court, never did I 
know the breath of scandal sully her fair name ! She 
was indeed one in a thousand ! Conceal the manner 
of her death, if possible ; and let such honours as the 
church permits convey her to her last long home ! Now 
farewell ]" 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Of all the many personages which have figured in this 
tale, there are but few of whom it behooves us to give 
any farther account. The lives of some stand written on 
the bright and glorious page of history, never to be ef- 
fJAced till the waters of time have rolled long over this 
portion of the globe, have levelled our dwellings and 
our monuments with the sands, have washed away our 
learning and our records, and blotted out not alone the 
sweet domestic memories — on which each succeeding 
generation sets its foot, trampling with all the insolence 
of youth the withered flower just dead — but have also 
lazed, from the hard tablet of glory, the few names that 
arc really worthy of eternal consecration. When such 
a change has taken place, — and who shall say that it 
will not ? — when Europe shall be called the land of 
forest and of barbarism, and some prying strangers alone 
shall come from their happier lands, and try to trace 
upon the desert shores the mouldering remnants of arts 
and sciences, and nations long gone by, perhaps the name 
of Henry the Fourth of France, and those who resemble 
him, may be forgotten, but till then they have a glorious 
existence separate from the rest of men. The Duke of 
Mayenne, too, ambitious and intriguing, but generous 
and often wise, has a share of the page of history ; and 
all those who continued to play a conspicuous part in 
the days of Henry Q,uatre, either for good or for evil, 
have their record in the annals of the time. This tale 
can alone take farther note of those whose fate it has 
depicted in the preceding pages, and who at this point 
separate themselves from the general course of histoiy, 
either to fall into the calm repose of sweet domestic life, 
or to seek a refuge from unhappy fortunes in the tomb. 

The body of Beatrice of Ferara being removed from 
the cottage were Eugenie de Menancourt had dwelt so 
long, was borne to the chateau in which she herself had 
spent the last hours of her own existence; and with 
curses and imprecations upon his head, the tale of what 
his machinations had wrought was told to the dwarf 
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Bartholo, by the more faithful, y^t less attached servants 
of his late mistress. 

He listened to the whole in sullen composure, and 
even a smile played upon his lip as he heard of the death 
of the Count d'Aubin ; but when the last sad event was 
mentioned by the narrator, and he learned that Beatrice 
herself was dead, he struggled with the bonds that tied 
him, and then cast himself grovelling on the ground, 
which he dewed with his bitter agonising tears. He 
strove to tear his flesh with his teeth ; and when they 
took him up, more to gaze upon his torture, than witn 
any feeling of compassion — for no one loved, and no 
one compassionated him — he raved upon them with 
frantic and incoherent words, and agam cast himself 
down in raving despair. For several days he refused al) 
food ; but at length pity touched some one, and a leech 
was sent for, who bled him largely, which produced a 
change. He no longer raved, he no longer refused food, 
he took what was offered him, did what was bid him 5 
but it was with the slow and sullenstupidity of an idiot. 
The fire, too, had left his eye ; his activity was gone ; 
his witty sauciness at an end ; and he would sit for days 
gazing vacantly upon the floor, without hearing what 
was said to him, and without addressing a word to any 
one. At length, the body of Beatrice of Ferara was 
conveyed to Italy, for the purpose of being interred among 
her princely ancestors ; and then, though none knew 
how he escaped, it was perceived that the dwarf was 
gone also. It was not indeed extraordinary that he had 
disappeared without notice ; for after his phrensy had ter- 
minated in idiocy, no one had paid him much attention. 
How he travelled so great a distance, and how he sup- 
ported himself by the way, are equally unknown ; but 
some three months after, the wretchecl being was seen 
wandering about in the long vacant streets of Ferara, 
enduring the scoff of the schoolboy and the peasant. He 
remained in that part of the country for several years ; 
and those who had known him when first he had en- 
tered the household of the princes of Legnano, often gave 
food and money out of charity to the poof dwarf, whom 
they now despised and had formerly hated. At length, 
one morning, when the sacristan took his early round 
through the chapel in which the dead of that noble house 
slept in the cold marble which was their place of last 
repose, he was startled by seeing something curled up 
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at the end of the new monument erected to the Princess 
Beatrice. He touched it, but it stirred not ; and, familiar 
with the dead, he carelessly raised up the head, and 
beheld the lifeless features of the dwarf Bartholo. 

The Count d'Aubin lay with his ancestors ; and the 
noble estates of which he had been once the improvi- 
dent possessor passed to his next male heir, the Marquis 
of St. Real. To St. Real it was pointed out by skilful 
and honest lawyers that, as the creditors who had claims 
upon the late Count could not easily prove their right, 
his estates might be rendered clear by a very simple 
process of law. But St. Real preferred a simpler pro- 
cess still ; and from the funds accruing from large and 
well-managed lands discharged the debts, and freed the 
inheritance. The claims which were the most difficult 
to arrange were those of the heirs and successors of one 
Albert of Wolfstrom, who having been executed, under 
a judicial sentence regularly pronounced by a compe- 
tent tribunal, for various transactions which did not even 
permit the harlot compassion of public excitement to at- 
tend his end, it was more than doubtful whether any 
of the demands which were made upon St. Real in his 
name were really to be sustained. There were some 
through which the young Marquis at once struck his 
indignant pen, and others which, though equally illegal, 
he paid at once ; but in the end, as so often happens, 
the debts which had seemed overwhelming to him whose 
bad management had incurred them, were easily liqui- 
dated by a more provident, though not a less liberal 
lord ; and the estates of Aubin made a splendid addition 
to those of the Marquis of St. Real. 

The young lord himself saw Eugenie de Menancourt 
reinstated in her ancestral halls, and wandered with her 
for a few days through the scenes they had both loved 
in childhood — scenes where the memories of the past, 
both dark and bright, blended into a solemn, but a sweet 
and soothing light, which, shininff mellow and calm 
upon the happy present, gradually Brightened into hope 
as the eye turned towards the future. It was like the 
twilight of the summer sky in a far northern land, where 
the night and the day mingie together in the west ; and 
the soft and shaded, yet radiant, sunset continues till 
the dawning of the morning appears on the opposite 
horizon, so that the beams of the past and the future 
day meet in the zenith of the present. 
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It might be said that the experience which Eugenie 
de Menancourt and Huon St. jEl§al had already had of 
the past was sufficient to haye justified their immediate 
marriage. But Eugenie had her scruples, and St. Real 
had a ci>nfidence derived from higher sources than either 
the usual happy fortunes of his house, or the promising 
turn which the war had taken. An old female relation 
was sought to bear the young heiress company for the 
next six months. To her Eugenie's education nad been 

Erincipallv confided during her youth ; her instructions 
ad greatly tended to render her what she was. and St. 
Real thought that the society of no one could be bettet 
for her he loved till the day of thek marriage at length 
arrived. In the mean time he rejoined the King's army, 
and took part in the various events of the war which 
ultimately placed Henry the Fourth in possession of 
the capital of his kinedom, and put an end to the troa* 
blous times by which his rei^n began ; but it will be re« 
membered by all persons well versed in that portion of 
the history of France, that the part of the country in 
which the estates of Eugenie de Menancourt were situ- 
ated never fell again mto the hands of the League. 
Various detached towns in Normandy and Maine that 
faction did indeed continue to hold for some time, but 
the progress of the King after the battle of Ivry was un- 
interrupted, though gradual, till peace crowned his ef- 
forts ; and bis people learned to love, nay, almost to 
adore, the monarch against whom many of them had 
drawn their swords. 

At lengthy six months after the death of Beatrice of Fe- 
rara, Eugenie de Menancourt gave her hand to him whom 
she was not now ashamed to own she had loved from 
her earliest youth. Henry signed the marriage contract ; 
and when the young Marquis, having seen him firmly 
seated on the throne of his ancestors, took leave of the 
monarch and his courtj^^resolved to spend the rest of his 
life, as bis fathers had done before him, in the calm 
tranquillity of his paternal domains, Henry placed round 
his neck the order of the St. Esprit, saymg, that as he 
well knew he should but seldom see his face again, he 
was resolved to give him something whereby to remem- 
ber the days he had passed with Henry Q,uatre. 

Do we need to inquire how St. R^al and Eugenie 
spent their after life? It sometimes happens, indeed 
that two people who have loved well and truly in the 

Vol. II.— 18. 
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first burst of youthful passioo, crossed^ disappointefl, and 
soured, persevere against all opposition tnrough long 

I rears of withering anxiety, till they meet together at 
ength, with tempers irritated, and hearts no longer the 
same ; and find nothing but misery in that union, from 
which they had anticipated nothing but happiness. Not 
so, however, St Real and Eugenie de Menancourt. 
They had long loved without knowing it ; and had chiefly 
had to struggle with the opposition of their own principles 
to their own wishes. Tney had been thwarted^ but not 
disappointed ; they had been grieved, but not irritated. 
Their sorrows had served like the black leaf on which 
the diamond is set, to increase, not tarnish, the lustre of 
the happiness they now enjoyed. But happiness will 
not bear description. It is the calm stream that neither 
foams nor murmurs ; and theirs continued flowing on 
like a mighty river, which, troubled and obstructed at 
its source, soon overbears all obstacles, and then, having 
once reached the calm level of the open country, flows 
on increasing in volume, thouj^h it loses in brightness, 
till the full completed stream tails into the bosom of the 
eternal ocean. 



THE END. 




